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‘All happy families are more or less dissimilar; all unhappy ones 
are more or less alike,’ says a great Kussian writer in the begin- 
ning of a famous novel {Anna Arkadievitch Karenina^ trans- 
figured into English by R. G. Slonelower, Mount Tabor Ltd., 
] 880). That pronouncement has little if any relation to the story 
to be unfolded now, a family chronicle, the first part of which 
is, perhaps, closer to another Tolstoy work, Detstvo i Otrochestvo 
{Childhood and Fatherland, Pontius Press, 1858). 

Van's maternal grandmother Dana (‘Dolly') Durmanov was 
the daughter of Prince Peter Zemski, Governor of Bras d’Or, an 
Ameiican province in the Northeast of our great and variegated 
country, who had married, in 1824, Mary O'Reilly, an Irish 
woman of fashion. Dolly, an only child, born in Bras, married 
in 1840, at the tender and wayward age of fifteen. General Ivan 
Durmanov, Commander of Yukon Fortress and peaceful 
country gentleman, with lands in the Severn Tories (Severni'ya 
Terntorii), that tessclated protectorate still lovingly called 
‘Russian’ Estoty, which commingles, granoblastically and 
organically, with ’Russian’ Canady, otherwise ‘French’ Estoty, 
where not only French, but Macedonian and Bavarian settlers 
enjoy a halcyon climate under our Stars and Stripes. 

The Durmanovs’ favorite domain, however, was Raduga near 
the burg of that name, beyond Estotiland proper, in the Atlantic 
panel of the continent between elegant Kaluga, New Cheshire, 
U.S.A., and no less elegant Ladoga, Mayne, where they had 
their town house and where their throe children were born: a 
son, who died young and famous, and a pair of diflicult female 
twins. Dolly had inherited her mother’s beauty and temper but 
also an older ancestral strain of whimsical, and not seldom de- 
plorable, taste, well reflected, for instance, in the names she 
gave her daughters: Aqua and Marina (‘Why not Tofana?* 
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wondered the good and sur-royally antlered general with a con- 
trolled belly laugh, followed by a small closing cough of feigned 
detachment - he dreaded his wife’s flares) 

On April 23, 1869, in drizdy and warm, gauzy and green 
Kaluga, Aqua, aged twenty-five and afflicted with her usual 
vernal migraine, married Walter D Veen, a Manhattan banker 
of ancient Anglo-Irish ancestry who had long conducted, and 
was soon to resume intermittently, a passionate affair with 
Marina The latter, some time in 1871, married her hrst lover’s 
first cousin, also Walter D Veen, a quite as opulent, but much 
duller chap 

The D’ in the name of Aqua’s husband stood for Demon 
(a form of Demian or Dcmcntius), and thus was he called by 
his kin In society he was generally known as Raven Veen or 
simply Dark Walter to distinguish him from Manna’s husband, 
Durak Waller or simply Red Veen Demon’s twofold hobby 
was collecting old masters and young mistresses He also liked 
middle-aged puns 

Daniel Veen s mother was a Trumbell, and he was prone to 
explain at great length - unless sidetracked by a bore-baiter - 
how in the course of American history an English ‘bull’ had 
become a New Fngland bell Somehow oi othci he had ‘gone 
into business’ in his twenties and had lather rankly giown into 
a Manhattan ait dealer He did not have initially at least - 
any particular liking for paintings, had no aptitude for any kind 
of salesmanship and no need whatever to jolt with the ups and 
downs of a ‘job’ the solid fortune inherited from a series of far 
more proficient and venturesome Veens ( onfcssing that he did 
not muc h care for the countryside, he spent only a few carefully 
shaded summer weekends at Aidis, his magnificent manor near 
Ladorc He had revisited only a few times since his boyhood 
another estate he had, up north on Lake Kitezh, near Luga, 
comprising, and practically consisting of, that large, oddly 
rectangular though quite natural body of water which a perch 
he had once clocked took half an hour to cross diagonally and 
which he owned jointly with his cousin, a great fisherman in hts 
youth 

Poor Dan’s erotic life was neither complicated nor beautiful, 
but somehow or other (he soon forgot the exact circumstances 
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as one forgets the measurements and price of a fondly made 
topcoat worn on and off for at least a couple of seasons) he fell 
comfortably in love with Marina, whose family he had known 
when they still had their Raduga place (later sold to Mr Eliot, 
a Jewish businessman). One afternoon in the spring of 1871, 
he proposed to Marina in the Up elevator of Manhattan’s first 
ten-floor building, was indignantly rejected at the seventh stop 
(Toys), came down alone and, to air his feelings, set off in a 
counter-Fogg direction on a triple trip round the globe, adopting, 
like an animated parallel, the same itinerary every time. In 
November 1871, as he was in the act of making his evening 
plans with the same smelly but nice cicerone in a cafe-au-lait 
suit whom he had hired already twice at the same Genoese hotel, 
an aerocable from Marina (forwarded with a whole week’s delay 
via his Manhattan office which had filed it away through a new 
girl's oversight in a dove hole marked re amor) arrived on a 
silver salver telling him she would marry him upon his return to 
America. 

According to the Sunday supplement of a newspaper that had 
just begun to feature on its funnies page the now long defunct 
Goodnight Kids, Nicky and Pimpernella (sweet siblings who 
shared a narrow bed), and that had survived with other old 
papers in the cockloft of Ardis Hall, the Veen-Durmanov 
wedding took place on Si Adelaida’s Day, 1871. Twelve years 
and some eight months later, two naked children, one dark-haired 
and tanned, the other dark -haired and milk-white, bending in a 
shaft of hot sunlight that slanted through the dormer window 
under which the dusty cartons stood, happened to collate that 
date (December 16, 1871) with another (August 16, same year) 
anachronistically scrawled in Marina’s hand across the comer 
of a professional photograph (in a raspberry-plush frame on 
her husband’s kneehole library table) identical in every detail - 
including the commonplace sweep of a bride's ectoplasmic veil, 
partly blown by a parvis breeze athwart the groom’s trousers - 
to the newspaper reproduction. A girl was born on July 21, 
1872, at Ardis, her putative father’s seat in Ladore County, and 
for some obscure mnemonic reason was registered as Adelaida. 
Another daughter, this time Dan's very own, followed on 
January 3, 1876. 
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Besides that old illustrated section of the still existing but 
rather gaga Kaluga Gazette^ our frolicsome Pimpernel and 
Nicolette found in the same attic a reel box containing what 
turned out to be (according to Kim, the kitchen boy, as will be 
understood later) a tremendous stretch of microfilm taken by 
the globetrotter, with many of its quaint bazaars, painted cherubs 
and pissing urchins reappearing three times at different points, 
in different shades of heliocolor Naturally, at a time one was 
starting to build a family one could not display veiy well certain 
inteneurs (such as the group scenes in Damascus starring him 
and the steadily-smoking archeologist from Arkansas with the 
fascinating scar on his liver side, and the three fat whores, and 
old Archie s prematuie squitteroo, as the third male member of 
the parly, a real British brick, drollv called it), yet most of the 
film, accompanied b\ puicly factual notes not always easy to 
locate because of the elusive or misleading bookmarks in the 
several guidebooks scattered around - was run by Dan many 
times for his bride during thur instructs e honeymoon in Man- 
hattan 

The two kids’ best find, however, came from another earton 
in a lower layer of the past This was i small giecn album with 
neatly glued flowers that Manna had picked or otherwise ob* 
tamed at fcx a mountain resort, not far from Brig Switzerland, 
where she had sojourned before her mariiage, mostly in a rented 
chalet The first twenty pages were adorned with a number of 
little plants collected at random in August, 1869 on the grassy 
slopes above the chalet, oi in the park of the Hotel Florey or 
in the garden of the sanatorium near it ( my nusshaus,’ as poor 
Aqua dubbed it, or ‘the Home,’ as Manna more demurely 
identified it in her locality notes) Those introductory pages did 
not present much botanical or psychological interest, and the 
fifty last pages or so remained blank, but the middle part, with 
a conspicuous decrease in number of specimens, proved to be a 
regular little melodrama acted out by the ghosts of dead flowers 
The specimens were on one side of the folio, with Marina 
Dourmanoff («c)’s notes en regard 

Ancohe Bleue des Alpes, Ex en Valais, i ix 69 From Englishman in 
hotel ‘Alpine Columbine, color of your eyes * 

EpervUre auricule 25 x 69, Ex, ex Dr Lapiner’s walled alpine garden. 
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Golden [ginkgo] leaf: fallen out of a book ‘The Truth about Terra* 
which Aqua gave me before going back to her Home. 14.xit.69. 

Artificial edelweiss brought by my new nurse with a note from Aqua 
saying it came from a *mizernoe and bizarie* Christmas Tree at the 
Home. 25.xii.69. 

Petal of orchid, one of 99 orchids, if you please, mailed to me yester- 
day, Special Delivery, cVa/ hien le cos tie le dtre, from Villa Annina, 
Alpes Marilimes. Have laid aside ten for Aqua to be taken to her at her 
Home. Ex en Valais, Switzerland. ‘Snowing in Fate’s crystal ball,’ as 
he used to say. (Date erased.) 

Centime de Koch^ rare, brought by lapochka [darling] Lapiner from 
his ‘mute gentiarium' 5.i. 1870. 

[blue-ink blot shaped accidentally like a flower, or improved felt-pen 
deletion] Comptiquaria ct*mpliquata var. aquamarma. Ex. 15.1 70. 

Fancy flower of paper, found in Aqua's purse. Ex, 16.U.1870, made 
by a fellow patient, at the Home, which is no longer hers. 

Gentiana verna (printmure). Ex, 28.m.l870, on the lawn of my 
nurse’s cottage. Last day heie. 

The two young discoverers of that strange and sickening 
treasure commented upon it as follows : 

‘1 deduce,’ said the boy, ‘three main facts: that not yet 
married Marina and her married sister hibernated in my lieu de 
naissance; that Manna had her own Dr Krolik, pour ainsi dire; 
and that the orchids came from Demon who preferred to stay 
by the sea, his dark -blue greal-giandmother.’ 

‘I can add,’ said the girl, ‘that the petal belongs to the com- 
mon Butterfly Orchis; that my mother was even crazier than 
her sister; and that the paper flower so cavalierly dismissed is a 
perfectly recognizable reproduction of an early-spring sanicle 
that 1 saw in profusion on hills in coastal California last Feb- 
ruary, Dr Krolik, our local naturalist, to whom you. Van, have 
referred, as Jane Austen might have phrased it, for the sake of 
rapid narrative information (you recall Brown, don’t you, 
Smith?), has determined the example I brought back from 
Sacramento to Ardis, as the Bear-Foot, B,E,A,R, my love, not 
my foot or yours, or the Stabian flower girl’s an allusion, which 
your father, who, according to Blanche, is also mine, would 
understand like this’ (American finger-snap). ‘You will be 
grateful,’ she continued, embracing him, ‘for my not mentioning 
its scientific name, Incidentally the other foot - the Pied de Lion 
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from that poor little Christmas larch, is by the same hand - 
possibly belonging to a very sick Chmese boy who came all the 
way from Barkley College ’ 

‘Good for you, Pompeianella (whom you saw scattering her 
flowers in one of Uncle Dan’s picture books, but whom I admired 
last summer in a Naples museui n). Now don't you think we should 
resume our shorts and shirts and go down, and bur> or bum 
this album at once, girl Right? 

‘Right,’ answered Ada ‘Destroy and forget But we still have 
an hour before tea ’ 

Re the ‘dark-blue* allusion, left hanging* 

A former vicero> of Estoty, Prince Ivan Temnosiniy, father 
of the children's great-great-grandmother, Princess Sofia Zemski 
(1755-1809), and a direct descendant of the Yaroslav rulers of 
pre-Tartar times, had a millennium-old name that meant in 
Russian ‘dark blue.’ While happening to be immune to the 
sumptuous thrills of genealogic awareness, and indiffeient to the 
fact that oafs attribute both the aloofness and^the fervor to 
snobbishness, Van could not help feeling estheticaliy moved by 
the velvet background he was always able to distinguish as a 
comforting, omnipresent summer sky through the black foliage 
of the family tree In later years he had never been able to reread 
Proust (as he had never been able to enjoy again the perfumed 
gum of Turkish paste) without a roll-wave of surfeit and a rasp 
of gravelly heaitburn, yet his favorite purple passage remained 
the one concerning the name ‘Guermantes,’ with whose hue 
his adjacent ultramarine merged in the prism of his mind, 
pleasantly teasing Van's artistic vanity 

Hue or who*^ Awkward Reword! (marginal note in Ada 
Veen’s late hand). 
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Manna’s affair with Demon Veen started on his, her, and Daniel 
Veen’s birthday, January 5, 1868, when she was twenty-four and 
both Veens thirty. 

As an actress, she had none of the breath-taking quality that 
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makes the skill of mimicry seem, at least v^hile the show lasts, 
worth even more than the pnce of such footlights as insomnia, 
fancy, arrogant art, yet on that particular night, with soft snow 
falling beyond the plush and the paint, la Dutmanska (who paid 
the great Scott, her impresario, seven thousand gold dollars a 
week for publicity alone plus a bonny bonus for every engage- 
ment) had been from the start of the trashy ephemeron (an 
Ameiican play based by some pretentious hack on a famous 
Russian romance) so dreamy, so lovely, so stiiring that Demon 
(not quite a gentleman in amorous matters) made a bet with his 
orchestra seat neighbor. Prince N , bribed a senes of green-room 
attendants and then, in a cabinet rceuk (d% a French wiitcr of 
an earlier century might have mysteriously called that little lOom 
in which the broken trumpet and poodle hoops of a forgotten 
clown besides many dusty pots of colored grease, happened to 
be stored) proceeded to possess her between two scenes (Chapter 
Three and Four of the martyred novel) In the first of these she 
had undiessed in graceful silhouette behind a semitransparent 
screen, reappeared in i flimsy and fetching nightgown, and spent 
the rest of the wretched scene discussing a local squire, Baron 
dO, with an old nuise in Eskimo boots Upon the infinitely 
wise countrywoman s suggestion, she goose penned from the 
edge of her bed, on a side table with cabriole legs, a love letter 
and took five minutes to reread it m a languorous but loud voice 
for nobody s benefit in paiticular sinre the nurse sat dozing on a 
kind of sea chest, and the spectators were mainly concerned 
with the artificial moonlights blaze upon the lovelorn young 
lady s bare ai ms and heaving breasts 
Even before the old Eskimo had shuffled off with the message. 
Demon Veen had left his pink velvet chair and proceeded to win 
the wager, the success of his enterprise being assured by the 
fact that Manna, a kissing virgin, had been in love with him 
since then last dance on New Year’s Lve Moreover, the tropical 
moonlight she had just bathed in, the penetrative sense of her 
own beauty, the ardent pulses of the imagined maiden, and the 
gallant applause of an almost full house made her especially 
vulnerable to the tickle of Demon’s moustache She had ample 
time, too, to change for the next scene, which started with a 
longish intermezzo staged by a ballet company whose services 
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Scotty had engaged, bringing the Russians all the way in two 
sleeping cars from Belokonsk, Western tstoty In a splendid 
orchard several meiry young gardeners wearing for some reason 
the garb of Georgian tribesmen were popping raspbcrncs into 
their mouths, while several equally implausible servant girls in 
sharovars (somebody had goefed - the ^\ord ‘samovars may 
have got garbled in the agent's acrocable) were busy plucking 
marshmallows and peanuts from the branches of fruit trees At 
an invisible sign ot Dionysi in origin, they ail plunged into the 
violent danee ealkd ktwa nr ‘ribbon boule' in the hilarious 
program vvhose howlers almost caused Veen (tingling, and light- 
loined, and with Prince N s ^ose-red banknote in his pocket) 
to fall from his scat 

His heart missed a beat and never regretted the lovely loss, 
as she ran, flushed and flusteied, in a pink dress into the orchard, 
earning a claque thud (tf the silting osalion that greeted the 
instant dispersal of tht imbecile but colorful tiansfiguiants from 
Lva^ka or P tna Hei nuctini? with B non O , strolkd out 
of a side allc > all spur % and gteen t ills somehow iludcd Demon < 
consciousness, sc stiucK was he bv the wonder ot that brief 
abvss of absolute redily bttwe'*n two hogu> lulgurations of 
fabinated life Witnoni waiting (or the eiid of the «ccne, he 
hurried out of thf thcatei into ‘ht ciFp c’'>slal night the snow- 
flakes star spangling his h»p »,ii as returned If' hi> honsf in 
the next block to arrange a magnificenl supper By the time lie 
went to fetch his new moires^ in his jingling sleigh, the last-act 
ballet of Caucasian general and mt tamorphosed C indcrcllas had 
come to a sudden dose and Baton d O , now in black tails ind 
white gloves, wa* kneeling m tht middle of an empty stage, 
holding the glass slipper that hi^ fickle Iad> had lelt him when 
eluding his belated advances Tht claqueurs were getting tired 
and looking at their watches when Marina r* a black cloak 
slipped into Demon s arms and swan-sIeigh 

They reveled, and traveled, and they quarreled, and flew back 
to each other again By the following winter he began to suspect 
she was being unfaithful to him, but could not determine his 
rival In mid-March, at a business meal with an art expert, an 
easy-going, lanky, likeable fellow in an old-fashioncd dress-coat, 
Demon screwed in his monocle, unelicked out of its special flat 
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case a small pen-and-wash and said he thought fdid not doubt, 
in fact, but tvished his certitude to be admired) that it v^as an 
unknown ptoduct of Parmigianino's tender art It showed a 
nal'ed girl with a peach like apple tupped in her half-raised hand 
sitting sideways on a ^onvolvulu -garlanded support and had for 
its distovcier the additional ippoal of recalling Manna when, 
lung out of a hotel bathroom b\ the phoni and perched on the 
arm ol a chair, she mufTled the receiver while asking her lover 
something that he couM not nakt out because the bath s voice 
dtvjwned hei whisper Baron d On kv had only to ca>t one 
glance at that raised shoulder and at certain vcrmiculated effects 
of delicate vegetation tt> v^onfirm Demon s guess D Onsk> had 
the reputation ol nr>t aiowing one sien of esthetic emotion in 
the pitsincf of the levelled ma^trrpiece, this lime nonetheless, 
he Idi I his m ignifier aside as he would a mask and allowed his 
iindi'igiiised ga/c to cares the velvety apple and the nude s 
dimpled and OKA^ed f)arl> with i ^railc of bemused pleasure. 
Would Ml V(cii eonsidci selling »t to him thcie and then, Mr 
Veen please ^ Mr Veen would not Skonkv (a oneway nickname) 
must ( mtent himself with the pioud thought that as of today, 
he and the lucky own( r w( the sole people to have evei admired 
It in ionnaisAafut at rausc Back it went into its special integu- 
ment, but after hni^'hing his fourth cup of cognac d O pleaded 
for one hst peep Both men were i litllf drunk and Demon 
sccrellv wonekud if the rathei ban .1 re enrblance of that bdenic 
girl to a voung actress whom his visitor haa no doubt seen on 
the stage in 1 uptnr and laia oi Len>ie Raven (both pain- 
fully panned b\ a disgustingly iniopuptible young critic), 
should be i»r wouM hi omincnted upon It was not such 
nymphs were leallv very n uih dike because of their elemental 
limpidity since the similaniies <if voiing bodies of watei are 
but murmur of natural innocence and double-ialk mirrors, 
that’s rny hat, his i'* uidei but we have the >ame London 
hatter 

Next day Demon was having tea at his favorite hotel with a 
Bohemian lady whom he had never seen befoic and was never to 
see again (she desired his recommendation for a job in the Glass 
Fish-aiid Flowei department in a Boston museum) when she 
interrupted her voluble self to indicate Manna and Aqua, 

17 



blankly slinking across the hall in modish sullenness and bluish 
furs with Dan Veen and a dacki I behind, and said 

‘Curious how that appalling actress resembles “Eve on the 
Clepsydrophone” in Parmigianino’s famous picture ’ 

‘It IS anvthing but famous,’ said Demon quietly, ‘and you 
can’t have seen it I don’t envy you,’ he added ‘the naive 
stranger who icalizcs that he or she has stepped into the mud of 
an alien life must experience a pretty sickening fctlini Did you 
get that small-talk infoimation directly fion* a fellow named 
d Onsky oi thiough a liund of a fnend his 
‘Friend of his,’ replied the hapless Bohemian ladv 
Upon being questioned in Demon s dungeon Minna laugh- 
ing Irillingly, wove a pKluresquc tissue of lies, then bicjke down, 
and confessed She <^w^>rc thu all wa*- over that the Baron a 
phvMcai wieck and a stmifiial Samiiiai had gone to lapan foi 
esei liom a u'oic rtliihii souac Dtmon leiintd thit thi 
Samurai s real destination was smait Iittk V Uitan a Roman spa, 
whence he w is lo return lo \aid\ark M^ssa ii» wvck or >o 
Since prudent Vetn pideried k lling Ins man in Luiopc (dtcrcpif 
but indestructible Cian.ahel wa aid lo be dome his best to 
forbid duels in tlv Wt d< rn I Icini^phc re a wan ud or an idealistic 
Piesident s instant wofle^ capiiei foi uothing v^as lo eome of it 
after allj. Demon rente i the fastest peiroloplanc available over- 
took the Baron (looking vt.r^ tit) in Niee s iw him enter Gunter s 
Bookshop, went in liter hnr and in the presence of the imper- 
turbable and lather bored J ngli^h shopkeeper, bick-slipped the 
astonished Baron anris^ rhr fate with a livendei glove The 
challenge wa^ accepted, tvo native seconds weic chosen, the 
Baron plumped for s vord anu alter a certain amount of good 
blood (Polish and Irnh - a kind of Ament in (jory Mary’ in 
barroom parlance; had lx:sj>ifttred two hiiry torsoes, the white- 
washed terrace the fligftt of steps leading backward to the 
walled garden in an amu:>ing Douglas d’Artagnan arrangement, 
the apion of a quite accidental inilkmiid, and the shiitsleeves of 
both seconds, charming Monsieur de Paslrouil and ( olonel St 
Alin, a scoundrel, the latter gentlemen separated the panting 
combatants, and Skonky died, not ‘of his wtunds’ (as it vvas 
viciously rumored) but of a gangrenous afterthought on the part 
of the least of them, possibly sclf-mfLietcd, a sting in the groin, 
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which caused circulatory tiouble, notwithstanding quite a few 
surgical interventions during tv^o oi thiee years of protracted 
stays at the Aardvark Hospital in Boston a cit> where inci- 
dentally, he married in 1869 oui inend the Bohemian hdy, now 
keeper of Glass Biota at the local museum 

Manna arrived in Nice a fe\\ days after the duel, and tracked 
Demon down in his villa Armina and in the ecstasy o** recon- 
ciliation neither rememheied to dupe piocreation whereupon 
started the cxtrcmelv wUKsnot polozfunic ( iniercsting condi- 
tion ) without whicJi, in fact, these anguished notes could not 
have been >tiung 

(Vin I trust vonr ta^te in«] vour talent but are qmu mte 
wc sliould keep reverting ztstfulh to ihat \Meked world which 
after all rr\\y have exnttd onlv oncirologicallv, Van*^ Marginal 
jotting in Adi’s 190^ hand, ^.ro^^ed out ligntiy in her latest 
wavering one ) 

1 h it ic^-V le s slajf w is not the 1 ist but tne hortest - a matter 
i mr or (iv< day He p udon< t! her H uioic ) her He vvi>hed 
to mans her »'ri) rnuth on the condition %he dropped her 
theatrical < ateei at once He denounce i the rnedmenty oi her 
liilt and the Milgiiily of hu cntouiage and she selled he w is a 
bintc and a fiend Bv April If' it was Aqiid who was nursing 
him, whik Manna had flown back to her rehcarsaL of ‘Lucile,’ 
y^t another txctiahle drama heading for yet anothci (lop at the 
1 adore playhouse 

‘Adieu Perhaps it bcttei thus,’ wrote Demon to Minna in 
mid-ApiiI 1869 (the ktter nid\ be r ithci i copy in his calligraphic 
hand or the unposted original), f<»i whatever bln^ might have 
attended oui married life, and howfv^ci long that blissful life 
might have lasttd one iriagc I hall not loiget and will not 
forgive Let it sink in, my dear I ct me repeat it m such terms 
as a stage performer can appreciate V ou had gone to Boston to 
see an old aunt - a chehc but the tiuth for the nonce - and I 
had gone to //n auni’^ ranch near Lolita, Te/as fcarly one 
February morning (around noon chez \ous) I rang you up at 
your hotel fiom a roadside booth (»f pure crystal still tear-stained 
alter a tremendous thunderstonn to ask you to fly over at 
once, because 1, Demon, rattling my crumpled wings and cursing 
the automatic doiophone, could not live without you and 
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because T wished you to see, with me holding you, the da/e of 
desert flowers that the ram had bi ought out Your voice was 
remote but sweet, you said you were in hve s state, hold the line, 
let me pul on a penyuat Instead, blocking my ear, you spoke, 
I suppose, to the man with whom \oij had spent the night (and 
whom 1 would have dispatci '=‘d, had I not been overeager to 
caslidtc him) Now that is the sketch made b> a young artist in 
Parma m the sixteenth century, foi the ficsco of am destiny in 
a prophetic t’ance, and coinciding except for the apolc of 
terrible knowledge wiih an image lepeitcd in two men s minds 
Your lunawav maid, bv the wav, ha^ been tound by tne polite 
in a hroihcl heic ind will be shipped to vou a> •►oon as she is 
sulhcientJy siufftd with niciciny. 


3 


The detail of tlu I dis Ui (ano 1 do not mean Fltvatcdi m 
the hion mtluu ol last cei un which had ♦ it sinciil ir tlftcl of 
both causme aid cmsirg ‘he notk r of Tcn< arc too well- 
known lihtoiK il>v, and foe ob ctni splntual^ Xa lx tr^Mtcd at 
length in a hotik addnssta tc> younr laymen md itnians and 
not to Cl ivi men ^ i gia'cmen 

Of ^wOursc todiv ailc great «itifi I ycA!> of reaction irv 
delusion have eonc Iin onorc or U s ) and oui leek little 
ni ichines I aragod bits, them hum again altei a fashion as 
they did in the first hiif ol the mnetei.nth eentur\, the mere 
gengidphie aspect of the aflaii possesses Ps redeeming comic side, 
like tho^e patterns of brass marquetry, and bnc i-Hraques and 
the ormolu hoirors that meant ait’ to our humorlcs*" fore- 
fathers for indeed, none ean denv the presence of somethmg 
highly ludieious in the \eiy configurations that were scdemnly 
purported to icp/c'iem a vafteoUxed map of Tena Vui (‘it is, 
isn t It ) sidcsplitlinfe ‘to’^imfhgine that ‘Russia,’ inatcad of being 
a quaint synonym of fcstotv, the An^erican province extending 
from the Arctic no longer vicious ClreJc to the United States 
pioper, w^ bn Terra the name of a tounlry, transferred as if 


by some 
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pighti of laud across the ha-^ha of a doubled ocean to 



the opposite hemisphere where it sprawled over all of today’s 
Tdrtarv, from Kurland to the Kuiiles^ But (evtn more absurdly), 
if, in Icrrestnal spatial terms, the Amerussia of Abrahani Milton 
was split into its components, with tangible water and ice 
scpaiating the political, rathei than poetical, notions of ‘America* 
and ‘Russia,’ a more complicated and even more pieposieious 
discrepancy arose m repaid to time not only because the 
history ot each part of the amalgam did not quite match the 
histor> of each counterpart in us discrete condition but because 
a L,ap of up to a hundred years one wav or another existed 
between the two earths, a gap maiked by a bi/arre Lcmtusion of 
directional signs at the crossr lads of passing time with not all 
the no-longtis of one \ cild coi responding to the not-yels of 
the other It was owing, among other things to this '•cientifically 
ungraspablc' concourse of divergences that minds httn targes 
(ikU «ipt to unhobblc hobeohlins) rejected Ttna as a faa or a 
fantom and deranged mind'* (re,.id\ tc plunge into any aby'*s) 
accepted it in uipport and toKn of iheir own iriationality 
\s Van \een himself was to hnd out at the time ot his 
passionate rest ireh in tern loe\ (then a branch of p*‘>chiativj 
even the deepest thinkets the puicsl philosopiicrs P lar of Che sc 
and /dpatcr ot Aatdvaik wcie emcUionallv divided in their 
ultUude toward the po'sibilily that l!»eic existed ‘a distortive 
gh ^ of our disloited glebe’ a scholar who desires to remain 
unnamed h«s put it with sikh euphoni. wit (Hm’ Kverte- 
kveice a^ poor Mile I used to sav to Cravronsks In Ada s hand ) 
There were those whc> maintained that the disciepancies and 
‘false overlappings between the two worlds were loo numerous, 
and too deeply' woven intc^ the 'kein ot successive ^'vcnls, not to 
taint with trite fancy the theory of essential sameness, and there 
were those who retorted that tm dissimilarities only confirmed 
the live organic reality pertaining to the other world, that a 
perfect likeness would rather suggest a spcxulai, and hence spec- 
ulatory, phenomenon, and that two eh^^s^ eames with identical 
openings and identical end nioves might ramify tn an infinite 
number of variations, on one boaid and in two brains, at any 
middle stage of their irrevocably converging development. 

The modest narrator has to remind the rereader of all this, 
because in April (my favonte month), 1869 (by no riieans a 

21 



mirabilic year), on St George’s Day (according to Mile La- 
nviere’s maudlin memoirs) Demon Veen married Aqua Veen - 
out of spite and pity, a not unusual blend 

Was theie some additional spice Marina, with perverse vain- 
glory, used to affirm in bed that Demon’s senses must have been 
influenced by a queer sort of ‘incestuous* (whatever that term 
means) pleasure (in the sense ot the French plaisir^ which works 
up a lot of supolemcntary spina! vibrato), when he fondled, and 
savoicd, and delicattly parted and defiled, in unmentionable but 
^'ascinating way« flesh une chatt ) that was both that of his wife 
and that ol his mistress, the blended and bnghtenec charms of 
twin pens an Aquamanna both single and double, a mirage in 
an emu ate, a germinate gem, an org\ of epithelial alliterations 

Actually, Aqua was Ics’^ pretty, and far more dolly, than 
Manna Uuiiiui her tourteeu years of miserable marriage she 
:>ptnt a broken '>ciics of >tcadfy im reasing sojourns in sana- 
tonums \ small map of the Fuiopcan part of the British Com- 
monwcallli sav from Stol^ Scindiria\id to th# Rwicia Altar 
and PakimonUwia as wefi a> p'‘osl of the IJ S \ iiom \ stotv 
and Canadv to \igentiMa might be quite thickly piicklcd with 
enameled icd < r<*s>-flag pirn maiking, in her War of the Worlds, 
Aqua s hivuu i« She nnd pian> at one lime to seei a modicum 
of health f jud a little gra>l^hneSA p*ease, instead of th.' solid 
black ) m Sikh Anglo-Am^ i lean piotcctorjtes d'y the Balk ms and 
Indias, and might ever hoc tiicd the two S( ulhtni < ontinents 
that Ihiivc under oui lo nt dominion Of course, lartary, an 
indt pendent inlerno wliKh il the time >prcad from the Baltic 
and Black sea^ to the Paciti Ottan touiistieally unavailable, 
though Valta and Mtvn Tagh sounded strangely alti active 
But her real destination was Terra the Fair and thither slic 
trusted slie would fly on libellul i long wings when she died Her 
poor little letters from the homes of madness to her husband 
were somciimcs signed Madame Shchcmyashchikh-Zvukov 
(‘J-leart rending-Sounds’) 

After her tiisl bailie with insanity at Ex cn Valais 'he returned 
to America, and suffered a bad defeat, m the days when Van 
was still being suckled by a very young wet nurse, almost a 
child. Ruby Black, born Black, who was lo go mad too for no 
sooner did all the fond, all the frail, come into close contact with 
22 



him (as later Lucette did, to give another example) than they 
were bound to know anguish and calamity, unless strengthened 
by a stiam of his father’s demon blood 

Aqua was not quite twenty when th^ exaltation of her nature 
had begun to reveal a rroibid trend Chronologicall>, the initial 
stage of her mental illness coincided vMth itic first decade of the 
Great Revelation and altfioueh she might have found |ust as 
easii> anothei theme for hci delusion statistics shows that the 
Great and to some Intolctable Revelation aused mote insanity 
in the world than even an over prcixcupaiion with religion had 
in mediev»ti times 

Rcvtlation ran he m )ic pcrilou than Revolution Sick minds 
identified the notion ot a Teira plamt with that of another 
woild and this Other World got confused not on!> with the 
‘Ne>t Woild but with the Real World in us and bevond us 
Out euelianUrs wtr uemon ue noble i^ld^^eLnt eieatuies with 
translucent lahm and nnghtih beitaig wines hit in the 
cii hlctn sixties the N^w Relievers uiged one to nnacine i 'phere 
wheic our splcidid friends had fxen utterly dtcraded had be- 
come nothing but vieiou moiisiei' distrusting devils with the 
black scrota of (.arnivoia and the fangs ot serpenU itvikrs and 
toi mentors of female souls, while on the opposite side ot the 
(osmic lane a rainbow mist of angelic spiiiis inhabitants of 
swe» I Teira restored all the stalest but still potent mvths of old 
creeds, with leairangcmeiit foi meh^dvon of all tin cacophonies 
oi all the divinities and divim ever spawned in the marshes of 
this our SI fhciem world 

Siifrieicnt for your purpose, \an c nun ions nous (Note in the 
maigin ) 

Poor Aqua, whose fancies weie apt lo tall for all tne tangles 
of cranks and Christian >, envisaged vi\idl> a minoi hvmnist’s 
paradise a future America of alabaster buildings one hundred 
stones high, re^^emblmg a beautifui fiirniliirc s»ore trammed 
with tall white-washed wardrobe* and snorter fridges she saw 
giant flying sharks with lateral eves taking barely one night to 
carry pilgrims through black ether across an entire continent 
from dark to shining sea, before booming back to Seattle or 
Wark She heard inagie-musie boxes talking and singing, drown- 
ing the terror ot thought, uplifting the lift girl, riding do*vn with 

23 



the miner, praising beautv and godliness, the Virgin and Venus* 
in the dwellings of the lonely and the poor The unmentionable 
magnetic power denounced bv evil lawmakeis in this our 
shabby country - oh, everywhere, in Lstoty and Canady in 
‘German’ Mark Kcnnensie, as well as in ‘Swedish’ Manitobogan, 
in the workshop of the red-'-hirted Yul^oncts as well as in the 
kitchen of the red-kerchiefed Lyaskanka, and in ‘ h rench’ F stoty, 
from Bras d’Or to Ladore and veiy soon throuuhout both 
out Ameiicas, and all o\cr the other stunned continents wa^- 
used on Terra its ficeiy as water and air as bibles and brooms 
Two or three tenturie^ earliei she might have been just anothei 
consumable witrh 

In her erratic student vears Aqua had left fashionable Briwn 
Hill College, founded bv one of her less icputaWo ance’^lors to 
paiticipale { vs wa-» aKo fashionable) in some Social Imprcncment 
pioiect or another in the Sevtimya Tcintoiii She oigim/ed 
with Milton Abrahams invaluable help a Phiec Phiimacv in 
Belokonsk, and tell gii vchi ly in lovc there with a niciiricd m in, 
who after one summer of parvenu passion d^pen^cd to her in 
hh Camping Ford f^ar^onmen preferred lo give her up rathei 
than run the risk c^f endangering Ins soc lai vtuation in a phili line 
town where businessmin plavtd golf’ on Sunday and lx.longcd 
to ‘lodgev * The dicadf'ul sjckne s, rouuhiy dngnosed m Sei ease, 
and in that of other unfortunate people, a» m exttunc foim of 
mystical mania combined with f>istalienatton’ (otherwise plain 
madnesO crept ovei her by degices with mtcr\dls oi ecstatic 
peace, with skipped area'- of preeanouc sanitv with -iudcltn 
dreams of eternity certainty, which grew ever rarei and bnefri 

After her death in 1883, Van computed that in the course of 
thirteen 3 ears counting everv presum»'d moment of presence, 
counting the dismal visits to hci various hospitals as well as 
her sudden tumultuou^ appearances in the middle of the night 
(wrestling with her hu bind 01 the frail but agile English 
goveine^s ail the way upstairs, wildly welcomed b) the old 
appcmeller and final Iv making the nursery, wigk '•j slipperlcss, 
with bloodied fingernails), he had actually seen her, or been near 
her, all m all, for a length of time hardly exce« ding that of human 
gestation 

The rosy remoteness of Terra was soon veiled for her by 
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direful mists Her disintegration went down a shaft of phases, 
every one more i^^ckinp than the last, for the human brain can 
become the best toitinc house of all those il h is invented, estab- 
l^htJ and used m millions of >ears, in millions of lands, on 
millions of howling creatures 

She developed a morbid sensitivity to the hneuage of tap 
vc itci s\hich echoes sometimes (much as the blood aiccuu docs 
piedormitaniv) a fragment t'f human lingeinj. in one’s 

c !!'• while oiiL vsashc‘' one s hands after cocMai! cith strangers 
\ non hist nolKing this immediate, sustained and m her ^.ase 
lather ( ager and ino» king but ruill\ guPe harmless repla> of this 
oi that ent discourse, she feit Tickled at the thouimt that she, 
poor Aqua, had accidentally hit upon ‘^uch a simple method ot 
recording and transm ttini: sr»ecxh, sshilc tc^-hnologi >ts (die so- 
t died f rghead'') all vSv'ci the vtorld Acre fi>ing to make publicly 
I'dic anil Lommenially uw.udmg tlie oto-inclv tiihoiatc and 
still veiy expensoe, hydrodyrianiK tclcphopt^ and othei misirable 
giidgc* tbit vere to reptire thoH that hid gone A at rt\am 
uihathun (10 ''snn to the*' ikv I \ with the banpl^^ of ui un- 
inttitionahle ‘lainrner Soon, howtxti the rfi)thmif allv perfect, 
hut vcrbalW rathei blurred solubility ol f. luets began to acquire 
loo nuieh pcjtincnt sense The punts of the ssatci s 

enunciation grew in piupoition to the nuisann it inadt I'l itself 
It ^pokc scon alter she had lisVned, or brer» C'po-»ed, to some- 
!«odv t liking - not ncces ari'v t het tortd'K and expn %si\ely, 
a person wuh a rapid chaiaeteiisti^ voiec, md indis.duai 
Ol veiv fc*reii''n phravil inionatjon> some eompulnve narrator’s 
patter it a hu nble f)arl\, or a liquid '^olnoqus in a tedic'us play. 

Van’s love IS Vviiec, or <* “»it of poet»v heard at a lecture, inv 
lad, my prettv niv i >ve p»t' but especially the moic fluid 
and fiou Italian verse, for instance that ditty lecitcd between 
knee knocking and palpebra-ldting, by a haU-Russian, half- 
dotty old docliJ, doe. lOe, dittv, dotty, ballatetta, Jcboletta 
tu, vocc sbigottita spigotty e diasoieti * de lo eor dolcntc 

con ballatetta \a \a della stiulta, destnittamcntc 
rnente mente stop that lecord, or the guide v, ill go on dem- 
onstrating as he did thi> vciy inoining in Florence a sillv pillar 
commomoraiinc;, he said, the ‘elmo’ that biokc into leaf sshen 
they earned ^tone ’’cavy dead St Zeus by it through the gradual, 
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gradual shade, or the Arlington harridan talking incessantly to 
her silent husband as the vineyards sped by, and even in the 
tunnel (they can’t do this to you, you tell them. Jack Black, you 
just tell them ) Bathv^ater (or shower) was too much of a 
Caliban to speak distinctly or perhaps was too brutally anxious 
to emit the hot torrent ana get rid of the infernal aidor to 
bother about small talk, but the biirbly flow lets grew moie and 
molt ambitious and odious, and when at her fust home '^he 
hcaid one the most hateful of the visiting doctor > (the 
Cavalcanti quotei) ^^dllulou■»l> pout hateful inslructioris m 
Russian-lapj^ed German into her hateful bidet, shi dtcided to 
stop tuining on tap water altogether 

But that phase elapsed too (Jthei excruciations leplaced her 
namesake ^ loquiciou» quelK so eompleteK that when, dunne: a 
lucid interval she happ^^ned to open with hei wi ik little hand a 
J«i\abo cock for a drink of water, the tepid lymph replied lU ils 
own hrii?o withcKit i It ice of tiickerv or inima ly Firitof It was 
now the forming of soft black pit> \anmhrfii) in hei mind 

btiwicp Ine dimiiiintr s( ulptures of thought and rtt ollectitrn that 
tormented htr phenomenally, mental pmif and phvaeal pain 
lomcd hU(k ruby baud'* one making hc»" pray for sanity the 
othei, plead lor death Man midi objects lost their Mgndicancc 
or grew rram tro ij t onnolation'^, clothes h tngers were rediv the 
shouldei of det apUated Icllurians, lh( folds of \ lilankn she 
had kicked olT her bed look'd back at hci mra nfiilh with i 
•Jlyc on one d»'oopinu cychd and dxeaiy ^epioof in the hmp twid 
of a hvid hp The efTori to compu hciid th(‘ inloimation c in 
vtyed '‘Oinchow to peojile of genins by iht hands of a time piece, 
or piece of time became a« hopekss as tivmg to make out the 
agp language of a secret society or the ( hinese chant of thu 
young student with a non ( hiiicse guitai whom '.he had known 
at the time >he or hci sister had given biith to a mauve baby 
Bui lici niadness the majesty of her midness, still retained a 
mad queen’s pathetic coquetry You know. Doctor, I flunk 1 11 
need glasses '‘Oon, I don t know f lofty laugh) ‘I ju I can’t make 
out what my wrist watch says For heaven’s sake, tell me 
what It says^ ^h» Half-past for - for what*^ Never mind, never 
mind, “never” and “mind ’ are twins I have a twin sister and a 
twin son I know you want to examine my pudendron, the Hairy 
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Alpine Rose in her album collected ten years ago’ (showing her 
ten hngcr> gleefully proudly unisten') 

Then the anguish increased to unendurable massivity and 
nightmare dimensions making her scream and vomit She 
wanted (and was allowed, bless the hospil.il baibei. Bob Bean) 
to have her dark ruil hivtd ft an iquaminn*' pncklf, because 
they I'rew her porous skull and <uiled inside Jigsaw pieces 
of sk V or wall tame apart n > matter ho ^ delK ately put together, 
h»u a v.aieks juh or a nui c s dbosv cdi distinb •'o easily those 
lightweight fiagments wlurh bet erne inrompu heiisiblf blanes of 
anoiiyniou'' objeeh, e>t the blink ]>a is of Scrabble counters 
A inch he could not tirn over siinnv side up becau'-c her hands 
h u1 men ued b^ a niile numt with Hemon blael- eves Bui 
prt-,entlv I ink aiid pa n Inc a pan of ^fildien in 4 boisterous 
gane (inittect )ne las’ nriek hueditLf incl r ^ to 

mi ipiiljle* leh ('d ei behiu I Im di a m C >unt Tol to' Imia 
/</ tri a iiO\C ana eg u t i Ahu^ little vhiie iP Ad** 
q i(* the h 'list uni tn« ii r io*her lad the ame f«r { tame a* 
hei h m 

\i on* time Aqai believed tiat a stillborn nalc ml ant half a 
vtar oht a surpnscci Idtle fetus a fnh »f rubbei tlat ^hc had 
noKiueid in ha b uh in i heu h missann plam(\ narked \ 
ni he dmuis nter k imi ai f lU puber into \ huh dump, had 
on I h ban >a'ed and bri'j>.dit t > he* it Ihc Ninshaus with 
tie! s« ’lt s compiihieni' vraiped jo n blood oaken e )tton 
wool buT nLiieellv ahve and htalfhv t » lx recistcfee^ as rar son 
I cn Vtai \l other inoment-v >hv kh c noinetd ihit the child 
w i> lit r sister > be'in out ( I vedk»»wk, h nne in evhaustinG; yet 
hmhi lomiiitie bh/zaid »i a mountain refuge on Sex Kouec, 
nhae i l>r Mpinei gena il prietiUonc and genii in-lover, sat 
piovidentallv waiting "edr \ lude red Uove foi his boots to dr> 
Some eonlusion en>uea less than two veirs laf*' (Sepiembcr, 
1871 her pmud biain still retained dozens of d Ue*- when upon 
eseiping from h next refuge and some’ iw reichine her hus- 
banu ‘ unforuetidblc eouniiv liou>e (imitate a foreigner "Sti^nor 
Konauktot^ ay \ant gu la^o cii I hut ffeU ) she toe'k advan- 
tage ol his being massaged in the soluium tiptoed into their 
foimer bedroemi and expairnetd a dan-ious shock fut talc 
powder in a hdi- -*’1 glass container maiked eolortully Quclques 
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Fleurs still stood on hi r bedside table, her favorite flame-colored 
nlghtgo^^n lay rumpled on the bedrug, to her it meant that only 
a biief black nighlmare had obliteiated the ladiant fact of hei 
having slept with hei husband all along evei since Shakespeare's 
hiithda\ on a green lainy day, but for most other peopk alas. 
It meant that Manna (after C A Vronsky, the movie man, had 
left Marina for anothci long-lashed Khustcmk as he called all 
pretty starlet*) had conceived, rest hun h cas de it dite the 
brilliant idea of having D< mon divorce mad Aqui and marry 
Manna who thought happil/ and coirectb^ she was pregnant 
again Manna had spent a ruKuhtmushthn month sMtn hin jt 
Kilc/b but when she smut'I> divulged her inicnlioiis ijusl befv>ie 
Aqua i> airiv \\) he Ihie \ iitr out of the house Still late», on the 
list short lip of a u^^dcs*^ t>istcncc Aqua snipped ah those 
amhiguoin ittolh r tioi» ind touiid hcr'^ch read *u* iiul n re iding 
bjsiK blnduMv ter on kttcis m a liivunoie sina»to’M it 
Centaui An/ona He mvanahlv wiote in tiendi ealhng her 
pttiti ituimr ind ocscnbing the amusing school hr woiid Ik 
living at <«flei his thn keuth oirthd 1/ Sheluaidhi vote thioinh 
the nighiiy tinn tus iA hei new planfu^ n^t j ut in omniJ«> and 
itinnsokd h< i Ht l ill d <iti usuilh nuiinno or mami ucrni- 
in » the list >lui)k in f nghsh the hist in R j si n omclxKh 
had said that inpkls tnd lieialdic Uiacunculi r Owcuned ir 
trilingual fmiih( hi< tl»cie was ibsoluK l> no tic iitt ua 

now (except peril ip* in hatctid Jongde^ M trm ' hcll- 
d^velhng mind) that Xan Vc. htt He A^aa s, wed in 
Being unwilling to suflei .inothu lelapseaitei Ihn blessed state 
of peifeet mental »'<to,c nut kn(»wiiig it could not last did 
wfcit anodicr patieiii had done in chstaiP f /ann at i muvh l»>»s 
radunt and vas>eoine h )mc A iJr froid one of the admmis 
Unal cent lui * who miy have been an < migic brother with a 
pa spoi t f hangs d name of the Dr froit of Sign> Mondic i- 
Mondicu n the Ardennes 01 more hktly the same man b< cause 
they both came from Vienne, Iscie, and were only son (as her 
son was) evolved, or rather revived, the tnerap Mic device, 
aimed at establishing a group' feeling, of having the hnest 
patient*^ help the staff if Ihusly inclined’ A-|ua, in her turn, 
repeated exactly clever Eleonore Bonvaid's trick, namely opting 
for the making of beds and the cleaning of glass shelves I lie 
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dstoTium jn St Taurus, or whatever it was called (who cares - 
on* torj/els little thini^s very fast when afloat in inhnite non- 
thinftuev) vas, perhaps, mo*-c rrodern, v\iih a more refined 
desertic view, than th< Mond^-froid hlt-akhousc hoiscpittlc, but 
m both place" a demented patient rould outvvit m *>nc snap an 
imbecile pedant 

In Ics" thtin a ^^^eek Agua had accumnlattJ moie than two 
hundred tablets <»t dillLrcni pc«tciKv She k»icw n^ost ol them - 
iIk |C)une stfUilive^ and tlic *»fK^ that kiorl'fd »ou out from 
ciehipm t'll imdiimh* and '>cvei d \ai icties of Mipci n^r sc»poplKS 
th.il left vvu with hmpid hmb> aiui i k/*dcn head atrc» eight 
houis of n(»M-l)e/ni 2 :, and t dj'Ui which wa, ir it'^elf d.liehtful htit 
a btrlc Icthil if combined with a di »uuht of the cleansing fluid 
< onmen nils known is Mcron* aid i plump purple pill re- 
M ind'ii'i she hid to huigh ol dio^c witi* wbicii the htlle 
t-vp ern h neress in th* Siam h t*i)e » k'ai ti I adore ^hool- 
enb; pu’ to kco iH the spc^’lsmcn ii»d al! fhci. hhM'Ohounds 
0 die op( mug of die iu»‘(in<' sew^r I c^t onu hussbo*l\ 
iCMioeM hw in the riinldk ca the fie <0 uwa\ Dives'- Aqua 
ri-f K^ned hy. must procure fcM hcised ^ rnaximcMp neriod of 
•MidisPifPcd stupoi <Iscwheic thaii »n * glass house and t[»e 
Ct.MMny " pr of th it no p it <»t the pro|t t w i> simplified 
ana eucomageef iw ap*>fhe»‘ uir* nf or Joahic ca tli f>rrt Iho- 
lcsso» a I'>j SiL, Ihilci vhuin e\crN’'‘od\ vcULiatcd as a gieat 
guv .nd n* ar gcnn»> lu the iisu u s< use vd »uar-lKer Such p itients 
who pro'cd bv certam t\Murjings of diC * yelids and < thci sem»- 
pijc.itc paits Liinici tuc wtmtiol of m* d‘ il st k1ciU> that Sig (a 
slighllv iicfonncd hut not^ urihardsom old box) was m (he 
pUKe^s pr being <lrcanif of as a 'papa lie' 'pankc’f ol gnl 
boitiims and pnnk\ ^pitd^nn-u’-cr wi^u as'-un ed 1<x be on the 
wax (o halcntss »nd pvmnttcc^ upon -twakemne t< paiticipate 
m ncMiTia! ouidc'oi activities such picnic'- Six \\iu.i twitched, 
simulated a vawn opened lier light-blue eves ixvith those 
staitlinglv contia ty ict-black pupils that r»*ll\, hei mothei also 
hadi, i)ut on \ellow slack'- and a black bolero, walked thiough a 
little pinewood, thumbed a iicJc with a Mexican truck, found a 
siiilabie gpich in the chaparral and Ihcic, af'tci writing a short 
note, began plav.idly eating from ho*- cupped palm (he mulli- 
coJored contents .• her handbag, like any Russian country girl 
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lakomyashchayasya yagodami (feasting on berries) that she had 
just picked in the woods She smiled, dieamily enjoying the 
thought (rather ‘Karenmian’ in tone) that her extinction would 
affect people about as deeply as the abrupt, mystciiou>, ne'er 
explained demise of a comic strip in a Sunday paper one had been 
taking for years It was her la'- smile She was discovered mu( h 
soonci, but had also died much fastei than expected, and the 
observant Siggy, still in his baggy khaki shorts, ic ported that 
Sister Aqua (as foi ^ome reason they all called hf r) lay, as if 
bulled prchistoiic illy, in a fetus m-uteto position, a comment that 
seemed relevant to his student'* as ii may be to mine 

Her last note, found on hci and addressed to her husband and 
son, might have come tiom the sdlK^t pcisvm on this or that 
earth 

Autoufii hui \hniti toitv') I 1ni> eve rolling io> liivt timed the 
psykitsth right to enjo a lant^parlv with Herr iJoKtor Sig Nur c Itun 
the Ttnihlc ard stvtial patients in the nenrlibonni. nt r tpiney 
wood) whtTt 1 notictdcvi tl> thesimi 'ki nk likt stjTiijreis Nan tint 
vour DarUdiK inc<stoi iinportid to Aidis Park v\htn \ou will 
iambic ene ai no doi hi The hind-, ol a clock ev(n when out ol 
Older mist know and Id tiu lumbvSt little wat li Know when they 
stand otheiwis^. n^Phe lo \ dia< bulonlv i vh te lar with a tiKk mu 
tache simiiail) chtUmk (hiiridii being) nuist l-nuw wKie ^»e stands 
and let othvi^ 1 now ( thctv*isi uc is not c\(.n i kJoK tpieet) ot i ifuk - 
mK neither i he nor he but u tit of jt a pooi Kuh> ■n’v httk V in 
used to >dy of hci »ejiiity nclit huiM I poor Pim(e\\( t oinnm tt(\ 
kmitaim bv now do not knov/ wfieo 1 •'tan*! Henec I must t ill So 
adieu my d< TiF deai »oo andtaicwell poor D( nor I do not k nr w the 
date or the season but it is a reasonahlv and no doubt seasonably \uii 
day with a lo‘ of cute liUlc ants qituiiu? lo get it niv ptelt' pill 

[SigiifJ] My SI tei sistt r whn uptr' 
iz uJa < now i out of hell ) 

‘Tf we want lift’s sundial to '•how its hand, commented Van, 
devclopine the metaphor in the rose garden of Aidis Manor at the 
end of August, 1 884, we must always icmcmbcr that the strength, 
the dignity, the delight of man is to spite and despise tlie shadows 
and stars that hide their secrets fiom us Only the ridiculous 
power of pain made her sunender And I often think it would 
have been so much more plausible, esthetically, ecstatically, 
Estotidlly speaking - if she were really my mothei.’ 
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When m the micldlt of th( tvinrtkth ctj tnry \tn started to 
ru onstruct his deepest pa I he soon iK»liccd that such dot ills of 
his irfani^ as realty mittcicd (tor the pteial purpe^se the rccon- 
stiiKtion pur lied) could be Ixst Ireakd could net seldom he 
on^ ireated when icappe inn » it vai lou alt r staecs of his bo' - 
hood an<J south as odd n luxtapositim tint ie\i\ed the pait 
while vivil> UG the whole This i*- why hi> t isf love ha*^ precedence 
111 If over his first I id hint or had dre un 

He h 0 ill t turned tlintten fic haci never b^frre Lft the 
comtoits of the patcrnil i 'lof He hid ncvei before feili/ed that 
>ueh c.omf'uts nin;ht U( t be taken foi n inte d nKocfumni?in 
Mime ntiodi re \d> PI uU mctiphoi m i heiol^ iboui i boy 
nd 1 e hoo! ^ fev\ bloeks from the ‘•ehf oi grounds i widow 
Mrs f ipiiov who w IS f reneh but '^pokc f nelish with a Russu n 
ie«n* hill i shop of ohiei dart ind mo»c or kss antique 
uiinituie He nuted it on a bnphl wintc» dav ( isstal va'Cs with 
w Mils 1 1 1 sst^ tnd polden hr »wn astn^ weic sei here and there in 
r‘K foie oait cd the shop on a | ilt woo j eonsoie ori 1 1 lequcitd 
c 1 est on the shcl* of a eahinn o'* impK d( n * tl carpeted steps 
IttdiuG to the next fl )or wuere gieit vudubes and flashy 
die sers Swmi encircled a inguia eonpin> i 1 haip’* He satisfied 
liim^df that those flowers veie lailiei n ind tnoiulii ii puzzling 
that Siieh imitations d \ i pandei s» >clusi\tl\ to the eve 
instead of aKo copying the damp fat *eel )f live peld and leat 
^Mien he called next day U)i the obic^t tuiiieinenibered now, 
tiehtv >c irs later) thi he wanted »ep ire 1 oi dupiu ited it was 
not reid> or had not been obt uned Ip pissing he touched a 
halt opened rose ana wa. ehcaud of the stenie texti ic his finger- 
tips had eypected when cfiol Ide kissed them with pout ng lips 
Ms daughter saiu Mr> 1 ipirov who sav us surprise always 
puts a bunch of real ones amone the like pout atuapti k ciunt 
You drew the lokct As he was leaving she came in, a schoolgirl 
in a gray coat with bi )wn shoulder-length ringlets and a pretty 
face On another occasion (tor a certain pai f of the thing - a frame, 
perhaps - took an tifiniie time to heal or else the entue aiticle 

31 



proved to be unobtainable after all) he saw her curled up with her 
schoolbof ks in an aimchair a domestn. item among those tor 
sale He never spoke to her He loved her madl> It mu«^t hive 
lasted at least one term 

That was love normal and mysterious Less mystenoui and 
considerably more grotesque v ert the passions which several 
generalions of schoolmasters had failed to eradicate and which 
as late as 1883 still enjoyed an unparalleled vogue at Riverlme 
Every dormitory had its catamite One hy^te ical lid fiom I psala, 
cross eyed loose lipped, with almost abnoimally awK v aid limb‘ 
but with i wonderfully tf ndcr skin leyturc and the rou id cre imy 
charm of Bion/ino s ( upid (the bm one wh im a dc iighied Uyi 
discovers in a lady s bower) was much pii/cd aiid toituied bv a 
group ol foreign boys, mo<-tl> ( iieel and I nglish led by <" hesh«rc 
the lugby ace and paiilv out of biavaJo, pirtlv ouf c»f cuiK^sit' 
Vm surmounted his disgust and coldly wished their r(»u-,h 
orgi s Soon howe'er he ibandontd thus surioj^atc 1 ir a m )re 
n ituri! though cqi all hear lie divertissement 

ihc amng woman who sola bailey aigu and Luckv I v>u e 
magazine < in the comer { which by triditi')n wa n »t stmth 
out of boun<i» happened to lure a young helper and Che hue 
the son ol \ thijftv loiQ q iickly ascfitiincd thai this ut little 
wench could be had for a Kussiiii preen dollii Van was one of 
the hrd k> avail himsJf of hei fivors Ihc'-e were gr-ntul in 
semi darkm s anuuip ciatcs ird saeKs at the back ol ihi >liop 
after he uis The fact of his havmg lold her he was sr^ttcii anvi a 
libcitmc instead of touitccii and a viigin proved » soukc of 
cmbanassnicnl to oui hcl! i ikcr when he tried to blu ter h^ 
inexpcTience into quick wtiun but only succeed d in spilling on 
the welcome mat what she would have gladly helped him to tike 
indoors Ihing> went better >ix minutes liter after ( Iv shire and 
Zograph«)s were through but onlv at the next miting party did Van 
really begin to enjov her gentleness her ^oft ^weet erip and hearty 
joggle He knew ^he was nothing but a fubsy pig pink whorclet and 
would elbow her face iway when she attcinoted to ki>s him ifter 
he had fini^'hed and was checking with one quick hand, as he had 
seen C heshire do if his wallet was still m his hip pocket, but 
sc^mehow or other when the last of some forty convulsions had 
come and gone in the ordinary course of c-ollapsing time, and his 
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tram wa^ bowling past black and gieen fields to Ardis, he found 
hirnsclf endowing with iinsuspectuJ pottrv her poor image, the 
kiuhcn odoi of her aim^, the humid eyelashes m the sudden 
gleam of C heshirc’s lightei and even the creaky steps of old deaf 
Mrs Ciimbei in hei bediotmi up^aiis 

In an elegant hrsl-class compartment with one’s gloved hand 
in the velvet side loop one fe^tK very mijoh a man of the world as 
rmt surveys the capable landscape eapabK sittrnniing b> And 
cv^^y nn\\ and then the* pisscngcr nwnig eves paused toi a 
iiiomcnt d^ he listened m>vardK to a lulhei lUh uhich he sup- 
posed U* (coTie^tlv thdiil* 1 oTilv a niinoi irr'tation of the 
epithelium 


In lh< early afternoon lie di cciideM \Mth his » simca'cs into 
‘tn sonny pcie* (>1 the little rma’ si ition 'vhei«.i * ^l^(llng road 
d to \of's tldi whkt he vKting lor ’ne time ir h^ 
hk In a niiniatUK of tlie imagination ne nid sCvU a siddlcd 
lK>ise preputd for him ditic > js not even a trap The station 
mastei a stiHit sunniiinr ni m m a bi< un iindoi n v as sire the> 
e pv.ct(d him vith the e\tnin«. ti m .vhith sUmci but had a 
tea c n lU v.oiik1 nim Mf the lu'i in i m<»nieiit he added as he 
smiuned k the inxKuis engine dnvei Suddenly a hac^nc^^ coach 
drove up lo Mic I laiuvni and irtdhono adv ^airviP*! her stiav' 
hit aiKl iumhing at hei oun hash nad tor tht tram and just 
managed to boird it before it moves! So Van agreed to use the 
mean'- of tian'ipoita'n n miJc uaihblc to him bv a c hanee erca^ e 
in the textuie r)t lime uid sealed himstlf in the t>ld ^aleehe The 
half honi diive moved not unpleasant fie wa> t iken through 
pinewoods and over loekv ravines, vMth birds and cthe* animals 
singing in the flo\ » ring undei growth S indvt ks and laev shadows 
skimmed ovei his legs and lent a green rvviriklc to the brass button 
depiivcd of Its twin on the back of the eoachman’s woat They 
passed through Toifyinka, a dreamy hamlet consisting of thiee 
or foul l( g i/ibas, a milkpail icpair shop and a smithy smothered 
in jd'-iiiine The duvci waved to an invisible fuend and the 
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sensitive runabout swerved slightly to match his gesture They 
were now spinning along a dust> country road between fields The 
road dipped and humped again, and at eveiy ascent the old 
clockwork taxi would slow up as if on the brink of sleep and 
reluctantly ONcrcome its weakness 
They bounced on the cobblestones of Gamlet, a half-Russian 
village, and the chauffeui waved again, this time to a boy in a 
cherry tree Birches separated to let them pas«* across an old 
bridge I adoic, with its ruinous black castle on a crag and its gay 
nuilticoloied roofs turlhcr downslieam were glimpsed to be 
seen again manv times much later in life 

Presently the vegetation assumed a more southern aspect as the 
lane skirted Ardis Paik At the next turning, the romantic 
mansion ajipcaicd on the gentle eminence ot old novcb It wa^ a 
splendid eounl»y house, thice stones high, built o 1 pale bru I and 
piirphih stone, whose tinP and substance seemed <0 uitcn hangc 
their clfects m certain iivlils Ni^twillistanding liie vanety 
amplitude and animation of great tices that had lOffg icplaf cd the 
two regular K)\^^ of st>li/td sapling*- (thrown in by the rnind of 
the architect rather than ohsuved by tne c\c ot a oantcr) Vm 
immediately reeogni/ed Ardis Hall js depicted inlht two-hundred- 
year old ar^uaicUe that hung in his fathers dressing room the 
mansion sat on a nse overlook me an abstrac t mcadoa witn two 
tmy people n eof ked convernnu; nut la* fiom a nvli/ed cow 
None of the tamilv was at home when Van an ivcd ^ s< rvant 
in waiting took his hoi sc He cnlcied the (lOthie aichway of the 
hall where Bouteillan, tin old bald Imllcr wlui nnprorc>sionally 
now wore a mustache (dyed a rich eiavv blown), met him with 
gested delight he had once been the valet of Van s lather ‘ /e 
paui.\ he said '(/iw Monsieut ne me nt onnaif pas, and proceeded 
tc remind Van ot what Van had already recoPeeted unaideii, the 
farmannikin (a special kind of box kite, untraceable nt)wada>s 
even m the greatest museums housing the toys of the past) which 
Bouteillan had helped him to fly one day in a meadow dotted with 
buttercups Both looked up the tiny led rectangle hung for an 
instant askew in a blue spring sky The hall was famous for its 
painted ceilings It was too early for tea Would /an like him 01 a 
maid to unpack ^ Oh, one of the maids, said Van, wondering 
briefly what item in a schoolboy’* luggage might be supposed to 
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shock d housemaid The picluic of naked Ivorv Revery (a model) 
Who cared, now that he was a man 

Acting upon the butler’s suggestion he went to make a tottr 
du jardin As he followed a winding path, soundlessly stepping 
on Its soft pink sand in the cloth gumshoe'^ that were part of the 
school uniform, he came upon a person whom he recognized with 
disgust ds being his former f leiidi governess (the place swarmed 
with ghosts’; She was sitiing on a green ben< h under the Persian 
ill i s a parasol in one hand and m the cuher a hook Irom which 
^'he V as rcidmg aloud to a <^niall girl who was piel- mg htr nose 
and examining with drcamv satisfaction her f nger before wiping 
11 OP the edge of thr her h van decided da must he \idclia,’ 
the eldest of th< two hltk t ouans h< a a siippc ^cd to eet acquaint- 
ed with Actually it \^as L iicctU the vnanesi one a neutral lIiiM 
of eight with I fringe of ^nmy reddish blond h ir in<i a freckled 
button lor no e she had had rntumonn n spring and w ts still 
veiled by an nud air ot remotene s that c' ildren, especially 
iTPjush children utam h>r 'omc liinc after brushine thiough 
d^ath M!k fanvicr^ suddenl «»K*ked at Van over hei green 
‘‘jHCtiUlcs cini he haa to ctipt with anotlie^ v^aim welcome In 
cc*ntiast to Albert, she ha\j not chanced at ail the clavs she 
ti>ed to eomc three ‘nncs a vveek to Dart Veen s house in town 
with a bigful of books and the tim ticinuloiis poodlet (now 
dct‘a> that could not be Icdt beh nd h u id girttn.ng eves like sad 
hi lek olives 

Piesent’v they all stovllcd back, ih« governess spiking in 
rem.nisetnt gnef hiu big-chinncd big >sed held under the 
mono ol he*i parasol, I u^' giatmelv dragging a ga’den 1 oe she 
had found and vounc Vari n hr trim cmv m it and flowing tie, 
with his hands behind his hack, looking dc'wn at his ncativ 
stepping ruute tcct trying to place them in line, lor no special 
reason 

A victoria had stopped at the porch \ iadv, who resembled 
Van's motlici, anu a daik haired gitl ol elev u oi twelve, prceedca 
b> a fluid dackcl, were getting out Ada c<itricd an untidy bunch 
of wild floweis She wore a wliiie frock with a black jacket and 
there was a white bow in her long haii He never saw th.it diess 
again ana when mentioned it in relrc^spcetive evocation she 
invdriabJ> rctortec* lat he must have dreamt it, she never had one 
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like that nevet could have put on a dark blazer on such a hot 
day, but he stuck to his initial image of her to the last 
Some ten years ago, not long before or after his fourth birth- 
day, and toward the end of his mother’s long stay in a •sanatorium, 
‘Aunt’ Marina had swooped upon him in a public park where 
there were pheasants in a big ca ’C Stie advised his nurse to mind 
her own busmens and took him to a booth near the band shell 
where she bought him an emerald stick of peppermint candy and 
told him that if his father wished she would replace his mother 
and that you could not feed the birds without Lady Amherst’ > 
permission, or so he understood 
They now had tea m a prettily furnished corner of the otherwise 
very austere central hall from which rose the grand staircase 
The> sal on ch iirs upholstered m silk around a picttv tabic Ada s 
black jacket and a pink-ycllow-blue nosegav she had t omposed r »f 
anemones celandines and columbine*^ lay on a stool of oak The 
dog got more bit^ of cakt than il drd ordinarily Pux-i the 
mournful old footman who biought the cicanilTor the (riv\ 
berries resembled Van s teacher )f history h(|ce lones 
He resemble^' my leachci of history ’ said Nan when the man 
had t»one 

1 ihed to love nistory «-aid Marina, I lovvd to idcntih 
myself with fimous women There ^ a iad>biid on >our pi le, 
Ivan fcspcciaily with f imou' l’»cautic«* I incoln > >econd wife oi 
Quun Josephine 

‘Yts, I VC noticed it s bcauiifuhv done We vc got a '>imilai 
>et at home ’ 

*Sfnol (some cream) ^ I hope sou speak Russian? Manna 
asked Van as 'he poured him a cup tea 

Ncohotno no soMrshenno sxobodno (rcliKtanlly but quite 
fluently),’ replied Van, skf^ka ulihnuv\nis (witn a slieht smile) 
‘Yes lots of cream and three lumps of sugar 
‘Ad'i and I share your extravagant tastes Dostoevski liked it 
with ra ipbcrr> '•yrup ’ 

‘Pah, uttered Ada 

Manna’s portrait, a rather good oil by Tresham hanging above 
her on the wall, ^howed her wear ing the picture nai she had used 
for the rehearsal of a Hunting Scene ten years ago, romantically 
brimmed, with a rainbow wing and a great drooping plume of 
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black-banded silvci , and Van, as he iccallcd the cage in the park 
and his mother some>\here in a cage of her own, experienced an 
odd «^ense of mystery as if the commentators of hi^ destiny had 
gone into a huddle Marina’^ face was now made up to imitate 
her former look*', but fashions had changed he/ cotton dress was 
r rustic print, her auburn locks wcie bleaLj’ied and no longer 
rumbled down ner temples and nothing in her attire or adorn- 
ments echoed the dash of hir iiding crop m the picture and the 
reg iar pattern ol her biilliant plumage >\hich Tresham had 
rendered with ornitholfjgical sk*n 

Fhcie wa not much to lemcmbcr about that fir*t tei He 
noticed Ada's trick of hiding het tineern ills b\ listing her hand or 
sl-ctchmg It \Mth the pa*ni turned upwird when helping herself 
to a t^iscuii She was bo»*ed and embarrassed bv everything her 
mother said and when the l«^tter Mailed to talk about the Tarn 
oiheiwise the New Re^iCrvoir, lie noted that Ada was no longer 
SitMn*' ncxlto him but tandinga little wav ofl with her back to the 
tta tible at an open casti icnt with the dim waisted dog on a 
chair puiiiig over splaved front paws out into the garden too, 
and she was asking it in a pnvate whisper what it was it had 
sniffed 

ou can <ec the Tarn fiom tiic librarv window sa d Marina 
‘Pre^entb Ada will show >ou all the rooms in Ih*^ house Ada"^* 
(She pronounced it the Ru lan Wci\ with two deep dark ‘/r s, 
making it Sxjund rather like ' uaoi ) 

‘You tan catch a glint of it trom here too :>aid Ada turning 
her held and po/Itcc urs</, introducin ' tn vit a to Van who put 
his cup down wiped his mouth with a tin^ embioidei *d napkin, 
and stufTmg it into his trousci pocket, went up to ihc dark- 
haiieJ, pale aimed cirl ^s he bent hrwaid her the was thiec 
inches lailei and the double o^ that when she rnamed a Gicck 
( atholic, ana his shadow hc*d the biidal ciovvn over her from 
behind), she moved her head to make him move his to the 
required angle and her haii touched his na a In h*s first dreams 
of her this re-enacted contact, so light, so brief, invaiiably proved 
to be beyond the dreamei’s endurance and like a lifted sword 
signaled hre and violent release 

‘Finish vour tea, my precious,’ called Manna 

Presently, as M ma had promised, tiie two children went 
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upstairs, ‘Why do stairs creak so desperately, when two children 
go upstiirs,' she thought, looking up at the b.ilustrade along 
which two left hands progiesscd with strikingly similar flips and 
glides like siblings taking their first dancing lesson 'After all, we 
were twin sisters, eveiybody knows that ’ The same slow heave, 
she in front, he behind, took hem over the last two steps, and 
the Stan case was wlent igain ‘Old fashioned qualms,’ said 
Manna 
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Ada showed 'ncr '^hy guest the gird liVarv on the second floor 
the pride ot \idn and Ikt I ivonu ‘hinw^c whsh hci mother 
never 'T'lired tnaving her i‘wn <ct >f a IhonsmJ and On* 

Plavs II her houd<^*'ri and which ReJ \ cen a a ntni« ntahst md 
a poltroon ^harned not carinr t '» riiU intt* the gln^st (»t his father 
who h id died thei t of a ^trc\ c and a\^o because he f luno nothing 
so d» pressing is dk voile Ud work* )f unic^ollcttiu anthois 
although h« did n(»t m!*id *n vKca^lonal visit* >r admninn the 
places- ttdl bookcase and sho<t labmct ii di;k piduic ana 
pale busts dv ten chrji c f caivtd walnut and tv o nohle tables 
inlaid w'th eb<»nv In a a’mt of scholirl^ Minlighl a bot nikal 
atlas upon a leading desk lav on a colorul \ idle oi or duds 
A kind or divan or dayb^^d covered in bl ick vdvet wiiti two 
>tllow (UshK)n>, was plaicdiriaifces^ below « pi ifc giasswindow 
which oflcrcd a generous view of the banal park and tlx in in- 
made lake A pan <»l vaniUcstkks. mere phanlon^ of nutal 
and tallovv, stood, or >Hcined to stand on the broad wmd*^w 
ledet 

A corridor leading cfT the hhfury would have taken our silent 
exploteis t<r Mr and Mis \cen^ apartments in the we'-t wing, 
had they pursued their investigations in that direction Instead a 
semi-secrel little stdKcase spiraled inem from behind a rotitory 
bookcase to the upper floor, she pale-thighed, above him, taking 
longer strides than he three steep steps bchinu 

The bedchambers and adjacent accommodations were more 
than modest, and Van could not help regretting ht was too young, 
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apparently, to be assigned one of the two guest rooms next to the 
hbiary He recalled nostalgically the luxuries of home as he 
considered the revolting objects that would close upon him in the 
solitude of summer niglil^ fver /thing 'struck him as being 
intended for a cringing cretin, the dismal poorhouse bed with a 
medieval headboard of dingy wood, the self ct caking wardrobe, 
the squat commode of imitation mahogany with chain-linked 
knobs (one nii sing), the bhnkct che^t (a shctpi^h escape from 
Ihc hnen loom) and the old bureau who^t domed front flap was 
loci' I d oi stuck lie found the knob m erne of its useless pigeon- 
hole'^ and handed it to Ada whcj ihre\\ it out of the window Van 
haU ntvci encountered a towc' hoi*e before ncsci su:n a wash- 
si ind made spcciallv for the bilhicss A round looking-glass 
above it was ornamented wth gill gesso *^idpes, a salanic snake 
ciKirckd iIk poicelain ba'.in (tv'in of the one in the mrls’ wash- 
rv oin icrn>s the pas'^ai^e) An elbow < haii with a high back and a 
hed'idc tool snp])ortin« a bras'- candltstuk w.th a grease pan and 
handle (who c double he had stemed to have >ccn nuitoied a 
moi lent u>o where comjdctcd the v\<>]st and main part of the 
hn nble i quipmtnt 

Tfics went bad to the corridor she tossing her hair, he 
clci^'inv; his throat burther down, a door ot some playroom or 
nurs'd \ stood ajai and stiiicd to anri fro as litde I ueettc peeped 
out one ru>sct knee showing 1 hiii the doorlcaf flew open but 
she daited insjde ,\nd awa> C vibalt - tiling boats adoined the 
white tiN s ol a sto^c and as hti sistj. r and nt passed b> that open 
dotir <1 to> baircl orgm invilinglv wc t into action With a 
stumbling little minuet Ada and Van r mined to ♦he ground 
floor this time all the wav down flif suinptuous staircase Of the 
nuny amcaors aionr the wJl, ^he pointed out her favorite, old 
Pnnee Vscshiv /einsk (1 699 P97/, frund of Linnaeus and 
authoi of Fiota ladofua, who was portrased in tKh oil holding 
his barely pubescent bride and her blond doll in his sitin lap An 
enlaigcd photogiaph, soberK framed, hum ather ineongnious- 
l>. Van thought) nexi to the rose hud-lovet in his embroidered 
coat The late Sumercchniko , Ameiican piecursoi of the 
Luinicie biolheis, had taken Ada's maternal uncle m profile with 
upchecked violin, a doomed youth, after his farewell concert 

On the first floor yellow draw mg room hung with damask and 

39 



furnished in what the French once called the Empire style 
opened intc» the i^arden and now, in the late alternoon, vas 
invaded across the threshold by the large ICiif shadows of a 
paulownia tree (named, by an indifferent linguist, explained Ada, 
aflei the patronymic, mistaken loi a second name oi surname of 
a harmless lady, Anna Pavlovni Romanov daughter r)f Pavel, 
nicknamed Paul minus-Pcter, why she did not kno\\, a ^.ousin of 
the non-linguist s maslei, the botinical Zemski, Fm going to 
scieain, thought Van) A china cabinet encaged a wlmle /oo ot 
small animals among which the oiyx and the okapi, complete 
with scientilic niincs wcic e pcually recommended to luni by 
bis chaiming hut unpo'sihlv pictenlious companum Fquall> 
fascinating was a tive told sciecn with bright paintings on its 
blaci* paneb reproducinu the hrst maps of toui Uid a h ilf 
coiilm Wc nov\ pas^ intv) the music room v^ith its nttlc usvd 
piano and a ioiner io<^ii ci4ed the (uin Room unit lining a 
stulKd Shs.tland pon^ which an aunt of Dip Veen ' v, maiden 
name foigtiitcn thant 1 og, once rode (>n the >thei oi somi 
other. Side o^ the nc>usc wastla ballnaim agios'-v wasteland with 
wallfloAc* chairs Ruidc^r iuiwb> { numo thitati! dsFingcncv 
wioi() The mews cs ♦hcv verc imprt)pcilv called in I adore 
c o'jntv wcie aichitevtuialK lalhci coiilusmg in ihe case vd 
Arciis Hall A latticed gallery lookid actos its garlanded 
siioulder intc the gaidcn aid fumed sharply n)Wird the d'i\t 
hlsLwhcic an elegant loggia, lit h' U>ng windc w** led now longue 
tied Ada and inudefjhlv horv^cl Van aito i dov\ci of rocks a 
sham giotto with tern clinging tc i^ shimcle*sK, and an 
artificial cascade boj rowed ^rnm some biook or book, or Van s 
huinmg bladdei (after all the confounded lea) 

The icix mts’ guarler ^ texecpl tho^'eoftwo painted and powdei- 
cd maid'- v ho had room« upstaiis) weie on the couifvaid side of 
the grouncl Poor and \dd said she had visited them once in the 
exploiative stage of her childhood but ail she remembeied was a 
canary and ar anuent machine for grinding coffee beans which 
settled the matter 

Thc> zoomed upstairs again Van popped into a wateiclosct - 
and cmeiged in much better humor A dwarf Haydn again pla>ed 
a few bars as Ihc') walked on 

The attic This is the attic WeLome to the attic It stored a 
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great number of trunks and caitons, and two brown couches one 
on top of the other like copulating beetles, and lots of pictures 
standing in ct>rneis or on shelves with thur faces against the wall 
like huinilialed children Rolled up in its case was an old 'jikker* 
or skimmer, a blue magic lug A^ith Arabian deigns, faded but 
still enchanting, which Uncle Dmiels fathu had used m his 
boyhood and later flown when diunk Because o| the many 
collisiono, collapses and other accidents especially numerous in 
sum ^ skies ovei id>llic Adds )ilkcr were banned b> the air 
patrol, but four years later \ in who lo\cd that sport bribed a 
local niechanc to clean the thing »clOiid «ts hawking tubes, and 
gt nt rally bring it bad into iiumc older and mans a summei day 
wc»»ild they spend, hr Acla and he It inring ovci grove and river 
or gliding at a safe tcii-foot alliliide above surfaces of roads or 
rnot'^ How coiTiK the wobbling d'kh-diMng cyclist how wuid 
the aim flaihrr and slipping i himiicv sweeps 

\agiid\ impelled bv the hclinc ihai as long d, thev were 
inspecting (nc Ik>usc the/ wcu at '< ast,d( »ng somahinv keeping 
UD a semblance of coiru iiln» ad<on whicu despite the brilliant 
coTiver -.at lonal gitt^ both po sessed, would cicgencratc into a 
dc>peratc vacu am of sdl-eonswious lodfirg v itn no othei lesource 
than afketed wit fltllowed bv ulence Ad \ did not spare him the 
basement whuc a big bellied robot thiobbul manfullv heating 
the p.pcs that meandered to the hose MU hen ind to » he two drab 
batliKK ms, and did their pooi be^t U Kup the castle lubitable 
on leshve vrit> in winter 

* Voj have not sce» an v thing yct^’ nitd da f here is still the 
roof ’ ’ 

But that IS going to be our list climb today,' said Van to 
himself himly 

Owing to a mixture of uverlappma stvlcs and idcs (not easily 
explainable in non-tcchnical Urms to non-iool-lovcr ) as well as 
to a hipha/aid continuum, sc' to spcik, of unovatic^.s ihe loof 
of Aidis Manor posented an mdesenhabk cvintusion of angles 
and lc\eU, of tin-gieen and fiii-gia> surfaces, of scenic ndges and 
wind'pioof nooks You could clip and kiss, and suivey in 
between, the reservoir, the groves the mcddc)ws, even the inkline 
of larches dial maiked the boundary of the nearest estate miles 
away, and the ugly tic shapes of more or less legless cow* on a 
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distant hillside And one could easily hide behind some projection 
from inquisitive skimmers or piUurc-tdkmg balloons 
A gong bronzilv boomed on a terrace 
For some odd leason both childien were relieved to Icam that 
a stranger was expected to dinner He was an Andalusian arehi- 
tett whoiT» Uncle Dan wanted to plan an ‘artistic swimming 
pool for Ardis Manor Uncle Dan had intended to come too, 
with an interpieter, but had caugl ♦ the Russian hup (Spanish 
liu) instead, and had phoned Manna asking her *o be vei> nice to 
good old AIoii'^o 

‘You must hflp me’ Manna told the thiUlu n with a woniul 
frown 

‘1 could show him a caps perhaps ’ sud Ada tuniint; to V m, 
‘of an ibst)lntel\ i intastitalK lovely //urm* l\ Imp ut 

I abiadof of I xtrcmiduta golden giaprs <invl i sir inyt lost 
against i bla<^k bickgiound E>an sold »t to iJemon ind Dtm^ n 
has pn>miscd to give it to mt on my tdiecnth bull id »v ' 

We also have >ome /mb nan fruit saio ^ m mutlv 1 m 
gennes I beheve mdafigofs^pts wPti a w isp imoi it oh, w< li 
dazzle th< old boy itb shop t< 11 * 

Jhe> did not Mona' a tins wi/cnui i in t i uoiihic p-ti j 
tuxedo poke onlv Spmish while tht sum oi ^pt-n.sl wont his 
hosfv knew < ireclv exre« ded half a dozen V in h d ( \ 

liule hisEet) and tiuhunom ^ (thundercloud' 1 whu h both amt 
fn m «n tn iti^aniXx ‘piatK it tif i lovclv Spuu>t noeir m >f 
hi> ihnribook' ^df^ rcmcii bcr»,d hia f/o ti butti flv 

and die name* of tvo or three buds (bslcd m t»mitho)ui n. u 
guuks> such a> p^hmu pigeon or ruMjf fri tl tier Minna 
kncv aroma ana ^wmhe and ar andoirii il tun \ uh i j 
hanging in the middle In < m^eoia ntc inc t tbic t ilk eon'isttd of 
long t'lmpy Spang h pni pionouiiced very loud bv thexoiublc 
anhitect v ho thoupht he was dealing with verv deal people, and 
of a smatter of French intentionalK but \ciinl> itahim/cd b' his 
\ Klims Once the difficult dinner over, Aionso inv-=slMMUd hv the 
light of three to.ches held bv two footmeu a po'sihU site for an 
expensive pool, put the plan of the grounds hack into his hruf- 
case, and after kissing by mistake Ada s hand in the liark, 
hastened away to catch the last southbound ttain. 
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Van had uonc lo bed, sandpapcr-eycd, soon aftei ‘evening tea,’ 
a pia^.ticall> tea-less summeitnnc meal wh«ch came a coiipie of 
hours after dmnci and tht occi.ircnee of Vvhich seemed to Manna 
as natural and inevitable as that of a snnsel before night This 
routine Russian feast consisted in the Ardis household of 
ptostokxmha ftranslafed b^ rnglrli g<>vcrne’>ses as curds-and- 
whc' and by Mile 1 anvieie as /mr cm died milk'), whose 

thin crcani'Sinooih upper uver little Mi>s Ada deIn atci> hut 
avidU (Ada, those advcjh> qualified inanv actions of yours*) 
skimmed ofl with her special v- mopDgrammed sdver >poon 
and hiked up before ittaeKing the mmc amorphous junkety 
depth*' of the stuH, Viith this lanie coaise biaeK peasant bread, 
diiskv kliihntka H rapana clatiot), and nuge, bright-ied garden 
ctiawberncs (a cro^''* between t\\o othei lra^*ciria species) Van 
had herdh laid bis cluck 0*1 his looi flat pillov whs*ii he was 
violf mb amused bv a eUmou le caiobpt bright wa/bles, sweet 
wr istlcs chnps inPs fv>ittei*> lasiime civV* ana lender chew 
chew which he assumeu not "ithiiit a non-Audubon's 
'ipprehensio’i, Ada c\Hjld, ind would bicak up into the right 
ViMte*- of the right bnd^ He slipped into Joafen, eoliccted soap, 
ronib and towel ano, eortaming his nudilv in a te’i> eJoth robe, 
*clt hn bi'dioo n with the iniention of c'vwngfoi a dip in the brook 
fic had nbscivcd on the cve Ific eenndor i.<oek locked amid nn 
auroiai nlcnec biuken indooi^onK l>v the snoicc oinaig fro’n die 
governcs- mom Aftei a moment of hesitation he \isitccl the 
nuiseiv 'valei eloset I lien, the mad avuu and ruh sun 4 >t at 
him thiouph \ na/iow wasement He was quite well, quae wclP 
As he descended the giand staiicaso, Geneial Duimanov's fathci 
acknowledged \ au with gi as e eyes and pa'>sed him on to old Prince 
Zeimki amt other ancestors all disercctK attentive as those 
museum guards wht) wat< li the only tt/urid in a dun old palace 
The fioni door proved to be bolted and chained He tried the 
glassed and gulled side door of a hluc-gar landed galleiy, it, too, 
did not yield Eteing still unaware that undci the stairs an in con- 
spicuous recess concealed an assoitment ol spare keys (some vciy 
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old and anonymous, hanging from brass hooks) and communi- 
cated though a toolroom with a secluded piirl of the garden, Van 
wandered thiough several receptum looms in seaich of an 
obliging window In a cornet loom he found slandine at a tall 
window, a young chambermaid whom he had glimpsed (and 
promised himsell to investigate) on the preceding evening She 
wore what his father termed with a scmi assumed leer ‘sirubret 
black and fnssonct frill , a l(»ttoiscshcII ct>inb m hei chestnut 
hair caught the amber light, ih* French window wa^* open, and 
she was holding one hand starred with a tmv aqiiamaimc rather 
high on the janib as she looked at a sparrow that was h<^pping 
up the paved pat*-* r<.»vvard the bit of bab> toe*d biv iiit sh« had 
thrown to him Her luineo profile, hci eutt pink nostrd her long, 
French lilv-whitc neck, the outline both full and fi il of her 
figure (male Inst dots n ti go ver\ far for doscriptrve telkiti's’) 
and espetkliv llu s«najc ^.ense of oppi>rtimt h^en < tiKntd V«r 
so rot usriv th he could riot resist v lasprng tire wrrst of her r 
tiglit sleeved urn 1 »ecmg ind toUiiining lu Th» • of 

her dtnicinoi l! it ,1 1 had sliimo hisappjoadi tin i ni.ncd 
her atti ntivc (houeh almo t tvebit^wL^*' fia hiw ird h n ind 
asl-ed hill if !e would !,k< i \.up of tc i Ixfoii l^t ik‘ i f No 
What was hc» imu ^ HI uielu but Mik L.arvrt < e ll» tl bet 
*( endiiPon btc mse her docHnesatU ^oc iMly ‘atuie»(ii se* mo 
bee uise ‘he l*i<»kt md misl im things anti confii ed fin \tr Hs 
Ioo>r utin revtukd hs J^*^ire this tould nt'< t spt a girl 
notice t ven ii col u blinu, and he die v up s"|j! c) isci while 
looking over her Ivad for r ^ ntubk cou»-h to t iki h qn n t me 
part of this maeieii uiuui wncit r/r pl.it t i in iSiiva 
renicrnbrante'- ctn kl lx dfearn < hanged inh* a xtiuestered 
setw^glit noof 'he wieided out hjs k i onipktei> and 
deliverc I a littk sohw iu> in hei adt I idor m I rineh 

'’Mon iLiit a qtnn t an* /» enns if mot u at di^~ 

rnuf Mordant i' a nobleman 1 an \ p\>t)r pe it digetr’s da 'gh- 
tci Mon sum a ta(( sans doufi dt s fill s dt Ut ulk qmnt u nioi, 
je sun v/o/,t ou pen s (ii ftmt Pf plus were I to fall in love with 
you I n‘eari realN in love and I imght aUs if vou pO'>cssed 
me nen qu luu pttiU fois it would bt lor me onlv grief, and 
infernal fire, and dcspaii, and even death Monsieur finale ment, 
J might add that 1 have the whites and must sec le Doc tear 


44 



Chromque, T mean Crolique, on my next day off Now wc have to 
separate, the sparrow has disappeared, I see, and Monsieur 
Bouteilian has entered the next room, and can perceive us cIcMrly 
in that miiror above the sofa behind that silk screen ’ 

‘forgive me giil,’ murmured Van, whom her j.lrange, trigic 
tone had singularly pul off as if he «vcre taking part in a pia^ in 
wl >eh he wa^ the prineipal actor, but of which he could only 
recall that one scene 

The butler > hand in the mirror took down a decanter from 
nowhere and wa^ withdi iwn Van k knotting the cold of his 
robe pis->ed through the f ren.h window into tlic green rtality 
of the garden 


8 


On the St me moininp or a couple of davs later on the teiri'^e' 
\f i \ t ihn( f( lut uu{ hii aid Mile I an i< re \ u hing A la, 
who'.v, vouiie liips disoinicJU ifrkcO irom hock IXn t let 
>1 m ounn st nuntonbi \hcn the wcithcr i*^ so tine Take him 
bv (K hand Cn> md hov him the ^hiic ladv in >our fivorite 
la If and the mountain and ih aicit \k 

Ad i turned to him witli i diriic» The loiich of hei eoid hneers 
and d imp palm and iJic '•ell cr iscious way she tossed hack her 
hail a tiuy walked down the main ivenuenf the piik made him 
sf'I* v-onsci > 11 ', tc i* iiui undei ihc pretext of picking up a fir tone 
he J encaged n hand He thICs^ tl e cone it a worn ii of rn ublc 
bending over i '■taninos [>ul on‘v managed lo frighten a bird that 
perched on flu hum of her broken ja'’ 

Tfjcu IS nothi! g molt banil in the oild ' sud Ad*, ‘than 
pitching Stones at a hawfii h 

Sony ’ aid Van I did rot intend tr> scait ih it bird But then, 
I m not i (ountrv lad wh<» knows a cone iron a stone Whit 
game< tn* fond doe' she e\f»cel u lo pld> ’ 

^J( / replied Ada I nallv don’t care vtrv n ueh how 

her pool mind w< rks Cuc/k caefu 1 supp nc or climbing trees ’ 
‘l)h 1 m good dt th it slid Van, in fact, I can even braehialc ’ 
‘No, she said, *wc are going to play my games Oames 1 have 
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invented all by myself Games Lucctle, T hope, will be able to 
play next year with me, the poor pel Come, let us start. The 
present seiie<‘ belongs to the shadow-and-shine group, two of 
which I'm going to shovi you.’ 

M see,' said Van 

‘You will in d moment,’ rejoined the pretty piig ‘First of all 
wc must find a nice stick ’ 

‘Look,' said Van, still sm rting a bit, ‘there goes another 
haw-haw hnch ' 

Bv then they had reached the fond-pomt - a small arena en- 
circled b\ flowcibeds and lasmine buslies in heavy bicKim Over- 
head the arms of a Imuen stiel<hcd tow-aid rhost of an oak like 
a green-spa nelcd beauty flying to meet her strong fattier hanging 
bv his led r^-om the trape/c Fvtn then did botti undd aand 
that kind ot licavenh slutl, even then 

‘Something t at her aciobatir about those branche* ur ihcre, 
n<i ’ he said {Hunting 

\ c'^,’ '■he answered I discovered it lone ago Tl c tcM» i-» the 
flving Italian lad^ , and th** old oal* aclics th^ iild >chr. but 
still witches her cviTv time' (mipo^ ible to reprbdncc the iiuhf 
int('uation wntle icndcnng the cntiic sense attei r igbi dtv ados* - 
fmt she djd say ^omethiru? c«travae«*nt, somctlnrie m*iic of 
keeping with her lendM <iiH as llicv looked u[' ind then df>v n) 

1 ookmg down and ec' tie in«»w iih ishaipgKCP t.iU borrowed 
trom the pecmies, \da explained the fii i lmhh 

IIh. shadows of ioa\e» on the sand v.s(re vaiinu>K inteirujitcd 
h\ roundlds of live light i he p*a>ci « h(oc his louiu'it* tla fvst, 
the bjighlcst he could find and riiniK «'urlinvd it with the pojnt 
ofhisstHK whereupon the veil >w round lieht would appearti grow 
cfuivt' like the hrimnvpg suitace of souk eoldtn dve Then the 
pldvet deliLifcIy MO(»pc‘d out the earth with his stkk or fingers 
withm the roundlcf The level o* that gleaming infusion dc tdhuf 
would magically '^ink in its ”oblc*l o* carlh and finalJ^ <)wu)dlc to 
one precious drop That playei won who made the most goblets 
in, say, twenty minutes 

Van asked suspiciously d that wa«^ all 

No, It was not As she dug a firm litlle circle aruuud a particu- 
laily fine goldgout, Ada squatted and moved, squatting, with her 
black hau* falling over her ivory-smooth moving knees while her 
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haunches and hands worked, one hand holding the stick, the other 
brushing back bothersome strands of hair A gentle breeze 
suddenly eclipsed her fleck When that occuned, the player lost 
one point, even if the leaf or the cloud hastened to move aside. 
All npht What was the othci game ^ 

The other game (in a singsong voiccj might seem a little more 
complicated To play it propel ly one had to wait foi p m to 
provide longer shadows The player - 
‘Sti>p saving ‘the plaver ” It is eithei you or me * 

‘Say you You oiitlnic ms shadow behind me on the sand 
1 mo\f You outline it again Then you mark out the next 
boundaiy (handing him the stick) If I now move baci* 

You Know,' said Van tnrownig the stick away, personally 
I tlimK these are the m^'st bonnp and stupid games anvbods has 
e\ci invented anvwhtre an> tim(,am r)r p m 
She said nothing but her nosliils narrowed She rettiesed the 
stick and stuck it back funouslv where it belonged, deep into the 
loam io a giattful flower t<' which >he looped il with i silent 
no 1 She walked back to the house tie wondered it tjer walk 
would ho moic gia^oful when •‘ht ciew up 

! ni j ndc biutai bov plca'^e tc^rgivt mt ’ he said 
Siie inclined her neaJ without looking bicK In token of pt rtial 
rteoncilidtion ihe showed him two siuids honks pas.,ed into iron 
rinas on two tulip-tree trunks between which before •'tie wa^ bom, 
anoihei bov, aKo Ivan, h^r mother s bi oilier used to sling a 
hail 111 lock in which he dept in rniosjmnier when int nights 
be dine u alb sultry thn was the latitude ot Sicily, aifci all 
A splendid idta iid \an B\ the way, dti uietlies burn one 
if l»icy flv intt» you I in just iskiug JunI a it\ bov s mIu question ' 
She showed him uexi vHmc the hau uoek a 'huK set cf 
hammock’*, a canvas »aek lull ot >trong, sott nets ~ was stored 
thn was in the corner of a basement toc>lroom behind the lilacs, 
the key was conec lied in this hole heie which last scat was stuffed 
bv the nesl of a Uiid no need to identify it A pouPer of sunlight 
daubed with guener paint a long gicen box where Cioquet imple- 
ments wcic kept bill the balls had been uled down the hill bv 
some rowdy children, the little lirnmins, who wcie now Van’s 
age and had grown very nice and quiet 

‘A> wc all are at that age,' said Van and stooped to pick up a 
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curved tortoiseshell comb - the kind that girls use to hold up their 
hair behind; he had seen one, exactly like that, quite recently, but 
when, in whose hairdo? 

‘One ot* the maids,' said Ada. ‘That tattered chapbook must 
also belong to her, Le:^ Amours du Docteur Mertvago^ a mystical 
romance by a pastor.’ 

‘Playing croquet with you,’ .said Van, ‘should be rather like 
using flamingoes and hedgehogs ’ 

‘Our reading lists do not match,' replied Ada. ‘That Palace in 
Wonderland was to me the kind of book everybody so often 
promised me 1 would adore, that I developed an insurmountahle 
prejudice toward it. Ha ve > ou read any of Mile Lanvicre’s stor ics ? 
Well, you will. She thinks that in some former Hindooish state 
she was a boulcvardicr in Pans; and writes accordingly. We can 
squirm from here into the front hall by a secret passage, hut I 
think we are supposed to go and look at the grand thCnic which is 
really an elm.' Did he like clnis*^ Did he know Joyce's tu>em about 
the two washerw'omen? He did, indeed Did he like if' He did. 
In fact he was beginning to like veiy much arbors and ardois and 
Adas The> rhymed Should he mention it ? 

‘And now,’ she said, and stopped, staring at him. 

‘Yes?‘ he said, ‘and now ’ ’ 

‘Well, perhaps, 1 ought not to try to divert you - after you 
trampled upon those circles of mine, but I'm going to relent and 
show you the real marvel of Ardis Manor; my larvaiium, i{\ in 
the room next to mine' (which he ncvei saw, never how odd, 
come to think of it !). 

She carefully closed a communicating door as they entered into 
what looked like a glorified rabbitrv at the end of a marble-flagged 
hall (a converted bathroom, as it transpired). In spile of the 
place’s being well aired, with the heraldic stained-glass windows 
standing wide open (so that one heard the screeching and catcalls 
of an undernourished and horribly frustrated b»rd population), 
the smell of the hutches - damp earth, rich roots, old greenhouse 
and maybe a hint of goat - was pretty appalling. Before letting 
him come nearer, Ada fiddled with little latches and grates, and a 
sense of great emptiness and depression replaced the sweet fire 
that had been consuming Van since the beginning of their innocent 
games on that day. 
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*Je raffole de tout ce qui rampe (I’m crazy about everything that 
crawls),’ she said. 

‘Personally,’ said Van, ‘I rather like those that roll up in a 
muff when you touch them - those that go to sleep like old 
dogs.’ 

‘Oh. they don’t go to sleep, quelle idee, they sy\oon, it’s a little 
syncope,’ explained Ada frowning. ‘And I imagine it may be 
quite a little shock for the younger ones.’ 

‘Yes, 1 can well imagine that, too. But I suppose one gets used 
to it, by-and-by, I mean.’ 

B'lt his ill-inlormed hesitations soon gave way to esthetic em- 
pathy. Many decades later Van remembered hav ing much admired 
the lovely, naked, shiny, gaudily spotted and streaked sharkmoth 
caterpillars, as p(.»isonous us the mullein flowers clustering around 
them, and the flat larva of a local catocalid whose gray kncibs and 
lilac plaques mimicked the knots and lichens of the twig to which 
It clung so closely as to practically lock with it, and, of course, the 
little Vaporer fellow, its black coal enlivened all along the back 
with painted tufts, red, blue, yellow, of unequal length, iike those 
of a fancy toothbiush treated with certified colors And that kind 
of simile, with those special trimmings, reminds me today of the 
entoniological entries in Ada’s diary ■ which w^e must have some- 
where, mustn’t we, darling, in that drawer there, no? you don’t 
think so? Yes! Hurrah! Samples (your round-checked script, my 
love, was a little larger, but otherwise nothing, nothing, nothing 
has changed): 

‘The retractile bead and diabolical anal appendages of the garish 
monster that produces the modest Pus*, Moi belong lo a most un- 
catcrpillaiish catei pillar, with f.ont segments Si taped like bellow's and a 
face resembling the lens of a tolding camera. If you gently stroke its 
bloated smooth body, the sensation is quite silky and pleasant - until 
the irritated creature ungratefully squirts at you an acrid fluid from a 
slit in its throat.’ 

‘Dr Krolik received from Andalusia and ki. gave me fi\e young 
larvae of the newly dcscribrd very local Carmen Tortoiseshell. They 
are delightful creatures, of a beautiful jade nuance with silvery spikes, 
and they breed only on a semi-extinct species of high-mountain willow 
(which dear Crawly also obtained for me)/ 


A.-3 
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(At ten or earlier the child had read - as Van had - Les Malheurs 
de Swann, as the next sample reveals) 

*I think Manna would stop scolding me tor my hobby (“There’s 
something indecent about a little girPs keeping such revolting pets 
. “Normal young ladies should loathe snakes and worms, et 
cetera) if 1 could persuade her to overcome her old-tashioned squeam- 
ishness and place simultancousb on palm and pulse (the hand alone 
would not be roomy enough’) the noble laiva of the Cdttle>a Hawk- 
moth (mauve shades ot Monsieui Proust) a sevcn-inch-long colossus 
flesh ct>lorcd, with tuiqnoise arabesques, rearing its hyacinth head in a 
stiff ‘Sphinxian” attitude ’ 

(Lovel> stuff* said Van, but c\en 1 did not quite assimilate it, 
\shen I was young So let us not bore the booi who flips thiough 
a book and thinks ‘what a hoaxer, that old V V ’’) 

At the end of his so remote, so near, 1884 summer Van before 
leaving Ardis was to make a \ isit of adieu to Ada s larvaimm 

The porcelain-whitt, eye spotted Cowl (ot !^huk ) larva, a 
highly pii/ed gein had safciv achieved its next metamorphosis, 
but Ada s unique Lorelei 1 inderwing had died, paral>Ad b> some 
ichneumon that had not been deceived by those clever promin- 
ences and fungoid smudges The multicolored toothbrush had 
comfortably pupated within a shaggy cocoon, piomisinga Persian 
Vaporer latei m the autumn The two Puss Moth larvae had 
assumed a still uglier but at least moie verinian and in <i >ense 
venerable aspect then pitchfoiks now limply tiailiim behind 
them, and a purplish flush dulling the ( ubistry of fheir cxtiava- 
gant colors, they kept ‘ramping' rapidly all ovei the floor ol their 
cage in a surge of prcpupational locomotion Aqua had walked 
through a wood and into a gulch to do it last year A ficshly 
emerged Nymphalis iurmtn was fanning its lemon and amboi- 
brown wings on a sunlit patch of giating, only to be choked with 
one nip b> the nimble fingers of enraptured and heartless Ada, 
the Odetlian Sphinx had turned, bless him, into an ele])hanloid 
mummy with a comically encased trunk of the gucrmantoid type, 
and Dr Krolik was swiftly running on short legs after a very 
special orange-tip above timberJme, in another hemisphere, 
Antocham ada KroIik (1884) - as it was known until changed to 
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A. priitwitzi Sliimper (1883) by the inexorable law of taxonomic 
priority. 

'But, afterwards, when all these beasties have hatched,’ asked 
Van, 'what do you do with them?’ 

‘Oh,’ she said, 'I take them to Dr Krolik’s assistant who sets 
them and labels them and pins them in glassed trays in a clean 
oak cabinet, which will Ixj mine when I marry. I shall then have a 
big collection, and continue to breed all kinds of leps - my 
dream is to have a special Institute of Fritillary larvae and violets 
- ail the special violets they breed on. 1 would have eggs or larvae 
rushed to me here by plane from all ovei North America, with 
their foodplants - Redwood Violets from the West Coast, and a 
Pale Violet from Montana, and the Prairie Violet, and Eggle- 
stone's Violet from Kentucky, and a rare white violet from a 
secret marsh near an unnamed lake on an arctic mountain where 
Krolik’s Lesser Fritillary flics. Of course, when the things emerge, 
they are qiiile easy to mate bv hand - you hold them > for quite 
a while, s(»metimcs - like this, in folded-wing profile’ (showing tl^e 
method, ignoring her poor fingernails), ‘male in your left hand, 
female in your right, or vice versa, with the tips of their abdomens 
touciiing, but they must be quite fresli and soaked in their 
favorite violet’s reek.’ 
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Was she really pretty, a< t\velve? Did h^' want - would he ever 
w'ant to caicss her, to really caress her? Her black hair cascaded 
over one clavicle and ihc gesture she nndc of shaking it back and 
the dimple on her pale cheek were revelations with an clement of 
immediate recognition about them. Her pallor shone, her black- 
ness blazed. The pleated skirts she liked were becomingly short. 
Even her bare limbs were so free from suntan that ore’s gaze, 
.stroking her white shins and forearms, c'uld follow upon them 
the regular slants of fine dark hairs, the silks of lier girlhood. The 
iridal dark-brown of her serious eyes had the enigmatic opacity 
of an Oriental hypnotist’s look (in a magazine's back-page 
advertisement) and seemed to be placed higher than usual so that 
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between its lower rim and the moist lower Iid a cradle crescent 
of white remained ^^hen she stared straight at you Hei long 
eyelashes seemed blackened, and in fact were Her features were 
saved from elfin prettmess by the thickish shape of her parched 
lips Her plain Irish nose was Van’s m minialuic. Her teeth were 
faiily white, but not veiy even 

Her poor pietty hands one could not help cooing with pity 
o\er them - rosy in compansun to the translucent skin of the 
arm, i osier even than the elbow that seemed to be blushing for 
the slate of her nails she bit them so thoroughly that all vestige 
of fiee margin was replaced by a groove cutting into the flesh 
with the tightness of wite and lending an additiona' spatule of 
length to hei naked hngcrtips I ater, when he was so fond of 
kissing her cold hands she would clench them, allowing his lip'> 
nothing but knuckle, but he would fiercely pry her hand open 
to get at those flat blind little cushions (But, oh my, oh, the long, 
languid, rose-and siKer, pointed and pointed, delicately stingmv 
onyxes of her adolescent and adult years') 

What Van experienced in those hist strange ^ays when she 
showed him the house and those nooks in il where they wck to 
make love .o soon combined elements of lavishment and 
exasperation PavFhment br(airse of her pale, voluptuous, 
impermissible skm, her hair, her legs her angular movements, her 
ga/eilt-grass odoi the sudden black stare of her wide-sct eyes, 
the rustic nuditv under her dress, exasperation - because bclvvecu 
him, an awkward schoolboy of genrus, and that precocious, 
afleeted, impenetrable child there extended i void of light and a 
veil of shade that nu force could overcome and pierce He* swore 
wretchedly in the hopelessness of his bed as he focused his 
swollen senses on the glimpse ol her he had engulfed when, on 
then second excursion to the top of the house, she had mounted 
upon a captain s trunk to unhasp a soil of illuminator through 
which one acceded to the roof (even the dog had once gone theie), 
and a bracket or something wrenched up her skirt and he saw - 
as one secs some sickening miracle in a Bibhe<il fable or a noth s 
shocking metamorphosis that the child was darkly flossed He 
noticed that she seemed to have noticed that he had oi might 
have noticed (what he not only noticed but retained with tendei 
tenor until he freed himself of that vision much later - and m 
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strange ways), and an odd, dull, arrogant look passe<l across her 
face: her sunken checks and fat pale lips nmoved as if she were 
chewing something, and she emitted a yelp of joyless laughter 
when he, big Van, slipped on a tile after wriggling in his turn 
through the skylight. And in the ^sudden sun, he realized that 
until then, he, small Van, had been a blind virgin, since haste, 
dust and dusk had obscured the mousy charms of his first harlot, 
so often possessed. 

His sentimental education now went on fast. Next morning, 
he happened to catch sight of her washing her face and arms 
over an old-fashioned basin on a rococo stand, her hair knotted 
on the top of her head, her nightgow'n twisted around her waist 
like a clumsy corolla (.»ut of w'hich issued her slin back, rib- 
shaded on the near side. A fat snake of porcelain curled around 
the basin, and as both the reptile and he stopped to watch Eve 
and the s<^ft wogglc of her bud-breasts in profile, a big mulberry- 
colored cake of soap slithered out of her hand, and her black- 
socked foot hooked the do(»r shut with a bang which was mrire 
the echo of the soap's crashing against the marble board than a 
sign of pn<hc displeasure. 
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Weekday lunch a! Ardis Hall. Luccia between Marina and the 
governess: Van between Marina and Ada, Dack, the goldcn- 
biown stoat, under ihc table, either between Ada and Mile 
l.anviere, or between Lucette and Mann t (Van secictly disliked 
dogs, especiall> at meals, and especially that smallish longish 
freak writh a gamey breath). Arch and grandiloquent, Ada would 
be describing a dream, a natural history wonder, a special 
belletristic device - Paul Bourget’s "monologue mteneur'' borrow- 
ed from old I.eo - or some ludicrous blunder in the current 
column of Elsie dc Nord, a vulgar litera. > dcmimondaine who 
thought that Lyovin w'cnt about Moscow in a naf*o!'nh fnlup, ‘a 
mu7hik\ sheepskin coat, bare side out, bloom side in/ as defined 
in a dictionary our commentator produced like a conjurer, never 
to be procurable by Elsies. Her sp>ectacular handling of subordi- 
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nate clauses, her paienthetic asides, her sensual stressing of 
adjacent monosyllables (‘Idiot Elsie simpl> can*t read'') all this 
somehow finished by acting upon Van, as aitificial excitements 
and exotic torture-caresses might have done, in an aphrodisiac 
sinistral direction that he both resented and perversely enjoyed 

‘My precious' her mother called her, punctuating Ada’s dis- 
course with little ejaculations ‘TerribK funn\^' ‘Oh I adore 
that’’ but also indulging in more admonitory remarks, such as 
‘Do sit a wee bit straighlcr or ‘Lor, my precious (accenting the 
‘eat’ with a motherly urge very unlike the malice ot her daugh- 
ter’s spondaic sarcasms' 

Ada, now sitting straight incurving her supple s| me in her 
chair then, as the dream or adventure (oi whatever die was 
relating) reached a climax bending over the place from which 
Price had prudentlv removed her plate and suddcnlv all elbows, 
sprawling lorwaid invading the table then leaning back ex- 
travagantly making months illustrating long, long with both 
hands up up’ 

‘Mv prcciOLi‘ iou haven’t tried the - oht l^ricc brim? 
the ' 

The what ^ Ihe "opc foi the fakir’s bare bottomed child to 
climb up m the mcltine blue ^ 

‘It was sort long lom» 1 mean (intc irupting htisclf) 
like a tentu le no let me >ee (shake ol head, leik of fi... tines, 
as if unknolting a tanekd sl^cin with one guuk tug) 

No enormous purple pink plums one with i wet jellow 
burst split 

And so there I was ’ (the tumbling hair the hand flyine to 
the temple sketching but not terminating the brushmg-oll-stiand 
stioke then a sudden peal ot rough-nppled laughter ending m a 
moist cough) 

‘No but ''Cnously, Motfier, you mu<^t imagine me utterly 
speechless, scrcaminy speechlessly as 1 realized 

At the thud or fouith meal Van a’so leah/ed something Far 
from being a bright lass showing oflT for the benctil of a new- 
comer, Ada’s behavior was a desperate and rather clever at- 
tempt to prevent Manna from appropriating the conversation and 
transforming it into a lecture on the theater Mar na, on the other 
hand, while awaiting a chance to trot out her troika of hobby 
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horses, took some professional pleasure in playing the hackneyed 
part of a fond mother, proud of her daughter's chaim and 
humoi, and herself charmingly and humoiously lenient toward 
then brash cucumstantiality %hc was showing off not Ada’ 
Ard when Van had understood the true situation he would lake 
advantage of a pause (which Manna wa-* or the point filling 
with some choice St.mislavskiana) to launch Adi upon the 
troubled waters of Botany Bay, a voyage which at other lime he 
dieadcd, but which now proved to be the safest and easiest 
course tor his girl This wa^ paitiiularlv important at dinner, 
ih.cc I ucette and hci go*ernc>s had an tarlici c\cning meal 
upstuis, so that Mile I anvieic was not Ihcic, .it those cnfical 
moments and ciruld not he rclud on to take over ’rum laeging 
Ada With i brec/y account of her worV on a new noveda ot her 
compositicai (her famous Diamond Sicklaci vas in the last 
polishine stagt) oi v iih mimoncs < f \ an s i irlv boyhood >jch 
is dio'^c eminently d<.ceptah’eon,stoiiccrnim> ho he’oscd Russian 
tt to; who uentlv courted Mhc I wrok decadent Russian 
vci>c m spnme rhythm and d anl in R is^ in o’lludc 

\an That ytllow thnicum (pouiMi g at a Hovcrct prettify 
depicted on an } cKcicfOWii piatt> is it a buttcif ip ^ 

\da No Thit yellow flown is thcc(»mmon Mai^h Mangold, 
Caltha oalustns In th.s country peasml n isc dl d ( owslip '* 
thouph of cuursi Itic true Cowslip Piomda \*ti r a dillcient 
t»l iui altogcim r 
I see said \ an 

‘Vt" indeed begin Manna when I wd'^ i»U\ mg Ophelia the 
fact that I had once c'lllteted flower 

'Helped, no doubt Niid Adi Nnw the Rnssi in w<'vt<i for 
marsh mangidd n Kwos p (whuh nu/hik'- in 1 irtary mis- 
apply poor ' h\cs to the buttercup) oi else hid tJuvisa^ a** used 
guile piopeib in Kaluga, ISA’ 

‘Ah said \an 

‘As in the v ise of mans tkwci*^ ’ Ada Acnl ori wth a mad 
scholar ^ quiet smile, the untortuiiate bre ‘ name of our plant, 
som ' d (an has been tiadueed oi >hall wc say transfigured 
‘Mowers into bloomeis, punned Van Veen 
Vt \ous tn pne mc\ infautsf" put m Marina, who had been 
following the torver nation with difheultv and now, through a 
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secondary misunderstanding, thought the reference was to the 
undergarment 

‘By chance, this very morning,’ said Ada, not deigning to 
enlighten her mother, *our learned governess, who was also 
yours Van and who 

(First time she pronounced it at that botanical lesson*) 

IS pietty hard on LngliNh speaking iransmongrelizcrs - 
monkeys called * ursine howlers ’ - though I suspect her reisons 
arc moie chauvinistic than artistic and moral drew niy atten- 
tion m> wavering attention to some really gorgeous bloomer 
as you call them Van in a Mr Fowlic s wi disant literal version 
- called sensitive in a recent Flsian rave sensitive’ of 
Miniom a poem by Rimbaud (which she fortunatel> and 

fai sighted ly made me learn by heart, though I suspect she 

piefers Musset and Coppee) 

‘ U fohes \cnc\ Lt dc^ p/hftis ’ quoted Van 

triumphantlv 

‘Lgu zactlv (mill ickinc Dan) Well I invicic allow > nu to 
read him only in the fcmlletin anthology the sfcme vou have 
apparently but I shall obtain his oemus ( ample n \ vti> soon oh 
very soon much sooner than anvbody think'* Incideiit ill> she 
vmII coi le down aUei tuckint in f ucettc our dailini? coppcihead 
who bv now should be in her grten nightgown 

mo\ picided Manna I m sure Van cannot be inter- 
ested in luecltc' nightdress’ 

the nuanei of willows and counting the little sheep on hci 
del dc ht which Fowlie turns int ' the sA v s htd insleid of 
‘ htd teller But to vo hick to out pool flower The foigcd 
huts d Of m that eolketion o* fouled 1 leneh is the transform ition 
of soud d tali (our marsh muigold) into the ismine eaic of the 
water although Ik hid it hi' disposil dozens of s>nonvms 
such a*” mollyblob rnarybud inaybuhhle and many othei 
nick names associated with fertility feasts, whatever those 
arc 

On the other hand said Van one can well imagine a simi- 
larly bilingual Mib' Rivers cheeking a french veisum of say, 
Marvell s Oardtn 

‘Oh, cried Ada, ‘I can recite “le jardin” in my own trans- 
version - let me see - 
56 



Fn vain on s'amuse a gafjner 
VOka la Bate du Palmier 

to win the Palm, the Oke, or Bayes shouted Van 
‘Y(»u knovs, childien * interrupted Manna resolutely with 
calinmi: j^estuies of both hands, ‘when 1 was your di;e Ada and 
mv 1)1 other wa^ )our ape Van, we talked about croquet and 
ponies, and puppies and the last fite-d infant^^ and the next 
picnic and oh millions of nice normal thinps but never, never 
of old f rcnch botanists and God knows what'* 

But vou lust said vou collected flowers 'f , ud Ada 
‘Oh just one •‘ca on, somewhere in Swit7erldnd I don t re- 
menibei when It does not maMcr now 

The lefcitnc# \ IS to f\an Duirnano/ he hid died of lung 
cancer veai'^ apo in a sanatorium (not f ir tn’im Ex soo cwhtrc in 
Swit'crland " here Van w o born cipht vr iis later i Manna often 
mentioned I\an who lud been a tamous violinist at eiphteen, 
but without iiiv special show of emotion so th U Vda now noUd 
w>th surprise tint her inuiher •> he ivs maK up had '‘lartCfl to 
th.iw undci a sudden (looct o* tcir^ fmnbc sopk illcmv to flat 
drv old flowers in at‘ ick of hiv tc\cr or -!entnnit*s as a 
imhtK I itu diapriosis nupht hive shown »ctrospcchvelv) Sne 
blew her nose with the H^und ot an ekphatit uS she said herself - 
ind lure Mile I arivicre cunc lown lor mflee and recollections 
ft Van as a bamhin ufKi'iqiu v fio uloreci a hiuf tha 

precious dear’ (ulhcitc Sw nn r la I ( \hu dt Caudle (and 
who had learned iM b\ hms h t > r^Uase the adoration *s ^clOn 
<is the kerr'sene lamp ha<i left the niob le tudifiorn in his black 
nurse li^ti 
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A few lavs after \ans aiMval I nek Dan came !■> the mom- 
inp train Irom t wn lor his hibitual w v^end stay with his 
family 

Van happened to run into him as Uncle Dan was crossing the 
hall The butler \crv chaimingly ("hought Van) signaled to his 
mastei wno the tall bo> was by setting one hand three feet from 
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the ground and then notching it up higher and higher - an 
altitudinal code that our young six-footer alone understood. Van 
saw the little red-haired gentleman glance with perplexity at old 
Bouteillan, who hastened to whisper Van’s name. 

Mr Daniel Veen had a curious manner, when advancing 
toward a guest, of dipping the fingers of his stiffly held right 
hand into his coat pocket and holding them there in a kind of 
purifying operation until the exact moment of the handshake 
came. 

He informed Van that it was going to rain in a few minutes, 
‘because it had started to rain at Ladore/ and the rain, he said, 
‘took about half-an-hour to reach Ardis.* Van thought this was 
a quip and chuckled politely but Uncle Dan looked perplexed 
again and, staring at Van with pale fish-eyes, inquired if he had 
familiarized himself with the environs, how many languages he 
knew, and would he like to buy for a few kopecks a Red C ross 
lottery ticket? 

‘No, thank you,’ said Van, ‘I have enough of my own 
lotteries’ - and his uncle stared again, but sort of sideways. 

Tea was served in the di awing room, and everybody was 
rather silent and subdued, and presently Uncle Dan retiicd to 
his study, pulling a folded newspaper out of an mnci pocket, 
and no sooner had he left the room than a window llcw open 
all hy itself, and a powerful shower started to drum upon the 
liriodendron and inipcrialis leaves outside, and the conversation 
became general and loud. 

Not long did the rain la^.t - or rather stay: it continued on its 
presumable way to Raduga or Ladoga oi Kaluga or L,uga, 
shedding an uncompleted rainbow over Aidis Hall. 

Uncle Dan in an overstuffed chair was trying to read, with 
the aid of one of the dwarl dictionaries foi undemanding tourists 
which helped him to decipher foreign art catalogues, an article 
apparently devoted to ovslermg in a Dutch-language illustrated 
paper somebody on the train had abandoned opposite him - 
when an abominable tumult started to spread from room to 
room through the whole house. 

The sportive dackel, one ear flapping, the other upturned and 
showing its gray-mottled pink, rapidly moving Kls comical legs, 
and skidding on the parquetry as he executed abrupt turns, was 
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in the act ot carrying away, to a suitable hiding place where to 
worry it, a sizable wad of blood-soaked cottonwool, snatched 
somewhere upstairs Ada, Manna and two maids were pursuing 
the mciry animal but he was impossible to corner among all the 
b.* oqiic furniture as he tore through innumeiable door>\dys 
Suddenly the whole chase veered past Uncle Dan’s armchaii and 
shot out again 

‘Ciood Lord’’ he exclaimed, on catching sight of the gory 
trophy, ‘somebodv mud have chopped olT a thumb* Patting his 
thighs and his ^hair, he sought and retrieved from under the 
footstool the vestpockel wordbook and went bacl< to his paper, 
but a second laUr had to look up gmotc, which he had been 
groping for when didurbed 

The ^implitity of its meaning annoved him 

Through an open french aoor Dack led his pursuers into the 
garden There, on the thud lawn, Ada ovcitook hirr \ilh the 
tlyme plun ’t used in \meiicin footbaM a kind of Rugby 
gam cadets plavcd at one timt on the wet turfv banks ot the 
Goodion Riv< r Simultancuuslv Mile lanvicrc rose tiom the 
bench whcic she fiad been pumi? I iicctic > Imgciriails, and 
pointing her scissors at Blanche who Jiad rushed up with a paper 
bag she accused the >oung slallern of a daring piccedent - 
namclv of hiving once dropped a hairom in Liicettc s cot, tm 
mathw !onv comuu fad lit bk snr I it^femt a /< Marina, 

however who had h Russian noPlcwe^man s moihid fear of 
‘offending an mlerioi dccicMtu the mcident dosed 

mhotosnaya yobar^a crooned \da witii great 
aspnfdor> and sibilatory cmipha^is she ^atheiecl inic' ker arms 
the now iootlcss, but complete!) unabasl d, bad dog 
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Hammock and U mev eighty sears late le could still recall 
with the voung pang ol the oiiginal |ov his falling in love with 
Ada Mcmoiy met imagination halfwa> in the hammock of his 
boyhood’s dawns At ninety-four he liked retracing that first 
amorous :>umnier not as a dream he had just had but as a re- 
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capitulation of consciousness to sustain him in the small gray 
hours between shallow sleep and the first pill of the day. Take 
over, dear, for a little while. Pill, pillow, billow, billions. Go on 
from here, Ada, please. 

(She), Billions of boys. Take one fairly decent decade, A 
billion of Bills, good, gifted, tender and passionate, not only 
spiritually but physically well-meaning Billions, have bared the 
jillions of their no less tender and brilliant Jills during that 
decade, at stations and undet conditions that have to be con- 
trolled and specified by the worker, lest the entire report be 
choked up by the weeds of statistics and waisl-high generaliza- 
tions. No point would there be, if we left out, for example, the 
little matter of prodigious individual awareness and young genius, 
which makes, in some cases, of this or that particular gasp an 
unprecedented and unrepeatable event in the continuum of life or 
at least a thematic anthemia of such events in a work of art, or 
a denouncer's article. The details that shine through or shade 
through the local leaf through the hyaline skin, the green sun 
in the brown humid eye, tout cen, wsyo eto, in tit tnd toto, must 
be taken into account, now prepare to take ovei (no, Ada, go 
on, ,\a zashishahya: I'm all enchantment and ears), if we wish 
to convey the fact, the fact, the fact that among those billions 
of brilliant couples in one cross section of what you will allow 
me to call spacetime (for the convenience of reasoning), one 
couple IS a unique super-iinjierial couple, ^verhimperaturskava 
cheta, in consequence of which (to be inquired into, to be painted, 
to be denounced, to be put to music, or to the queslicm and 
death, if the decade has a scorpion tail after all), the particu- 
larities of then lovc-niaking influence in a special unique way 
two long lives and a few readers, those pensive reeds, and their 
pens and mental paintbrushes Natural history indeed! Un- 
natural history - because that precision of senses and sense must 
seem unpleasantly peculiar to peasants, and because the detail 
is all: The song of a I'uscan Firecrest or a Sitka Kinglet in a 
cemetery cypress; a minty whiff of Summer Savory or Ycrba 
Buena on a coastal slope; the dancing flitter of a Holly Blue or 
an Echo Azure - combined with other birds, flowers and butter- 
flies: that has to be heard, smelled and seen thiough the trans- 
parency of death and ardent beauty. And the most difficult: 
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beauty itself as perceived through the there and then. The males 
of the firefly (now it’s really your turn, Van). 

The males of the firefly, a small luminous beetle, more like a 
wandering star than a winged insect, appeared on the first warm 
black nights of Ardis, one by one, here and there, then in a 
ghostly multitude, dwindling again to a few individuals as their 
quest came to its natural end. Van watched them with the same 
pleasurable awe he had experienced as a child, when, lost in the 
purple crcpuscule of an Italian hotel garden, in an alley of 
cypresses, he supposed they were golden ghouls or the passing 
fancies of the garden. Now as they softly flew, apparently 
straight, crossing and recrossing the darkness around him, each 
flashed his pale-lemon light every five seconds or so, signaling 
in his own specific rhythm (quite different from that of an allied 
species, flying with Photmus ladon'Nsis^ according to Ada, at 
Lugano and Luga) to his grass-domiciled female pulsating in 
photic response after taking a couple of moments to verify the 
exact type of light code he used. The presence of those magnifi- 
cent little animals, delicately illuminating, as they passed, the 
fragrant nighl, filled Van with a subtle exhilaration that Ada’s 
entomology seldom evoked in him - maybe m result of the 
abstract scholar’s envy which a naturalist’s immediate knowledge 
sometimes provokes. The hammock, a comfortable oblong nest, 
reticulated his naked Kidy either under the weeping cedar that 
sprawled over one corner of a lawn, and granted a partial shelter 
in case of a shower, oi, t»n safer nights, between two tulip trees 
(where a former summer guest, with an opera cloak over his 
clammy nightshirt, had awoken once bc\ luse a stinkbomb had 
burst among the instruments in the ho. >ecart, and striking a 
match. Uncle Van had seen the bright blood blotching his 
pillow ). 

The windows in the black castle went out in rows, files, and 
knight moves. The U>ngest occupant of the nursery water closet 
was Mile Larivii;rc, w'ho came there with a rose-oil lampad and 
her buvard, A bueze ruffled the hanging, of his now infinite 
chamber. Venus rose in the sky; Venus set in his flesh. 

All that was a little before the seasonal invasion of a certain 
interestingly primitive mosquito (whose virulence the not-too- 
kind Russian contingent of our region attributed to the diet of the 
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French winegrowers and bogbcny-eaters of Ladore), but even 
so the fascinating fireflies, and the stiJI more eerie pale cosmos 
coming through the dark foliage, balanced with new discomforts 
the nocturnal or deal, the harassments of sweat and sperm associated 
with his stuffy room Night, of couise, always remained an ordeal, 
Ihioughout the near -century of his life, no matlei how drowsy or 
drugged the pooi man might be - for genius is not all gingerbread 
even for Billionaire Bill with nis pointed bcardlet and styli7ed 
bald dome, or crust> Proust who liked to decapitate rats when 
he did not feel like sleeping, or this bnlliant or obscuic V V. 
(depending on the e>s*ght of reaifers, also poor people despite 
our Jibes and their jobs), but at Ardis, the intense life of the star- 
haunted sky tiounlcd the boy's night so much that, on the whole 
he felt grateful when foul weather or the fouler gnat - the Knm- 
atKsk V Komai of oui miuhikseiXMl the Moustiqne mouoMU of then 
no less alliteiatisc retaliatory drove him hack to his bumpy 
bed 

In this our dry repoit on \'an Vc‘cn s early, too caily love for 
Ada Veen thoie is ntithcr reason, nor room far rnciaphvsical 
digiessu n >c^ let it be obsersed (just ^vhilc the lucifers lly mil 
throb, and an owl hoots also most r>iYthmically in the nearby 
park) that \an, who at the time had still not icalK tasted the 
Tenor of Terra - vaguely attributing it, when analv/ing Ins dear 
unforgettable Aquas torments to peimciOus fads and popular 
fantasies even then at fouitccii, recogm/cd that the old nivlhs, 
which willed into helpful King a whirl of world> (no mailei how 
sillv an<I mystical) and situated them within the gra^ m«ltci of the 
star-suffused heavens, contained, perhaps, a glowworm ot sliange 
truth His nights in the hammock (wheic that other pooi youth 
had cursed his blood cough and sunk back into dreams of p»owl- 
ing black spumas and a crash of symbols in an orchal orchestra 
as suggested to him by career pli>siuans) were now haunted not 
so much by the agony of his desire for Ada, as by that meaning- 
less space overhead, underhead, everywhere, the demon counter- 
part of divine time tingling about him and through him, a , it was 
to retingle - with a little more meaning fortunately in the I.ist 
nights of a life, which I do not regret, my love 

He would fall asleep at the moment he though ‘ he would never 
sleep again, and his dreams were young As the first flame ot day 
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reached his hammc»ck, he woke up another man « and very much 
of a man indeed. ‘Ada, our ardors and arbors' - a dactylic 
trimeter that was to remain Van Veen's only contribution to 
Anglo-American poetry sang through his brain. Bless the starl- 
ing and damn the stardust* He was fourteen and a half; he was 
burning and bold; he would have her hercely some day! 

One such green resurrection he could particularize when replay- 
ing the past. Having drawn on his swimming trunks, having 
worked in and crammed in all that intricate, reluctant multiple 
nir'chinery, he had toppled out of Ins nest and forthwith en- 
deavored to determine w'hethcr her part of the house had come 
alive. It had He saw a flash of crystal, a fleck of color. She was 
having \a petite collation da matin alone on a private balcony. 
Van found his sandals - with a beetle in one and a petal in the 
other - and, thiouch the toolroom, entered the cool house. 

f'hildrcn i^f her l>pc contrive the purest philosophies Ada had 
w'orked out her owm little system Hardl> a week had elapsed 
since Van's arnvaJ when he was found worthy of being initiated 
in her web of wisdom An individual’s life consisted of certain 
cLissilicd things* ‘real things' which w^ere imfrcqucnt and price- 
less, simply ‘things' which formed the routine stulT of life; and 
‘ghost things,' also called ‘fogs,' such as fever, toothache, dread- 
ful disappointments, and death Three or more things occurring 
at the same time formed a ‘tower,' or, ‘f they came in immediate 
succession, they made a ‘briUgc ' ‘ Real rowers’ and ’re*il bridges’ 
were the io>s td htc, and when the towers came m a series, one 
expciicMiced supreme riqUuie, it almost never happened, though. 
In some cucumstances, in a certain light, ncutia! ‘thing' might 
look or even actually become ‘real' oi else, converse!}, it might 
coagulate into a fetid ‘fog.’ When thejov and the joyless happened 
to l-ic intermixed simultaneously oi along the ramp of duration, 
(»ne was confronted with ‘ruined toweis’ and ‘broken bridges.’ 

The pictorial and architectural details of her metaphysics made 
her nights easier than Van's, and that morning - as on most 
mornings he had the sensation of reruinii a irom a much more 
remote and grim country than she and her sunlight had come 
from. 

Her plump, stickily glistening lips smiled. 

(When I kiss yo>' here, he said to her years later, 1 always 
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remember that blue morning on the balcony when you were 
eating a tat t me an mwi^ so much better in French 
The classical beauty of clovei honey, smooth pale translucent, 
freely flowing fiom the spoon and soaking my love s bread and 
bultci in liquid brass The crumb steeped in nectar 
Real thing*? he asked 
Tovver ’ she answered 
And the \\asp 

The w rsp was investigating her plate Its body was thiobbing 
We shall tiv to eat one latei ^hc obsciscd but it must be 
^orgici to taste good Of course it can t sting vour tongue No 
animil will touch i peisoii s tongue When a lion has hnished a 
traveler bones and all he ah\a\s leives the man s tongue lying 
like that in the desert (making a negligent gesture) 

I douht It 

ft t wt 11 known in> ^cry 

Her h 11 w IS well biushtd tint di\ ino sheened daiHy in 
Conti ist with the lusteiless oallor of hvi neck ind i nn Si e vvoie 
the stuped Ui snii* a Inch in hi^ lone fantasies heespt iall\ liked 
to peel oil hei twisting t >iso The oilcloth w divided into blue 
and white squares \ sine it of honev stained whai lemamed ot 
the butter in its cool cf<Kk 

All right And the third Red Ihine 

She (orsideicd him ^ fi^rv dioplet in ihc wel* of her nouth 
con adored h»in A three coh>icd \elve* ' lolct of which he I id 
done an aquarelle on ih e\( (onsiderci^ him fioni its fluted 
(rvstil She uiid nothing She itekeil he i spread fmgej> si 11 lotik 
ing at him 

Van getting no answer left the Pakonv Sottiv her tower 
crumbled m the sweet *>ilcnt sun 
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For the big picnic on Adas twelfth b»rthvJay and Idas forty- 
second font (k f(t( the child was pcimittcd to wear her loliti 
(thus dubbed after the little Andalusian gipsy of that name m 
Osberg s novel and pronounced, incidentally, with a Spanish (/ 
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not d thick English one), a rather long, but very airy and ample, 
black skirt, with red poppies or peonies, ‘deficient in botanical 
reality,’ as she grandly expressed it, not yet knowing that reality 
and natural science are synonymous in the terms of thr, and only 
this, dream 

(Noi did yon, wise Van Her note ) 

She had stepped into it, naked, while her leg' were till damp and 
‘piney after a special lubbing with a washcloth (morning baths 
being unknown under Mile Laiivieres refi;iine) and pulled it on 
with a brisk jiggle of the hips which prenoked hci governess’s 
lamiliar rebuke man ne U tti mount pas iommt i,a (fuund m rnets 
ta iiipt ' (ffie petite ft Ik dt homu manon ct Pli contra the 
omission of panties ignored b> Ida 1 arivierc a bosomy 
woman of great and repulsive beauts (in nothing hut corset and 
gaiUicd siockmi’s at the moment) who w is not above making 
seeict conce^'sions to the he it of the doi? day* heisclf, hut in 
tender Ada s case the practice had ckprciabic effects The child 
tiled lo tissudiie the rash in the soft crch W'lth all its accompani- 
ment of ni-K' itchv not alto<»e(hcr unplcasui ible sensations, by 
tightiv stMddlin<* tiK cool hinb cl i Shattal apple tiee much to 
Van s disgust as we shall see moie than once Besides the *olda, 
she wore a short sleeved white black stuped leiscv i Poppv hat 
(hanging behind her back from an elastic around hci throat) a 
velvet ha'ibanct and a pair i f old sandaK Ncithe* hvmene, nor 
Sophistication of lisle weir, a' Var kept observing Ivpical of 
the Areiis household 

She lumb'ea out of liei tree like a hoopoe when thev ah weie 
ready U> tart Hum huirv my bud, angel The English 
coaehmin Ben Wright wt still tone sobti (ha\mg had tor 
breakfast onlv one pint of ate) Blanche who Jiad been to a big 
picnic at least once ('^hen lushed to Pmcglen to unlace Made- 
moiselle who h id fainted) now nerf(»med the less clamorous duty 
of eai tying away snarling and viilhing Dack to her little room 
in the tuiict 

A ehaiabanc had alreadv eonveved two ‘ootmen thiee aim- 
chairs and a number of hampers to the Mtc of the picnic The 
novelist, wealing a white satin dress (made by Vass ot Manhattan 
for Marina who had lately lost ten pounds), with Ada sitting 
beside her, and Lu -f^tte, tre^ en heaute in a white sailor blouse, 
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perched next to sullen Wnght, drove there in the cal^(he Van lode 
behind on one of his uncle’s or grand-uncle's bicycles The forest 
road remained reasonably smooth if >ou kept to its middle lun 
(still sticky and dark after a lainv dawn) between the sky-blue 
ruts» speckled with the reflections of the same birch leaves whose 
shadows sped ovci the taut naenne silk o* Mile 1 aiiviere’s open 
sunshade and the wide brim Adas rather lakishly donned 
white hat Now and then L ucette from beside bliic-coaled Ben 
looked back at Van and made slacken speed little signals with the 
flat of one hand as she had seen her molhei dr» to Ada when 
fearing she w(>uld crash with hci pony or bicycle into the back 
of the carnage 

Manna came in a red molouar of an earl> runabout tvpe, 
operated b> the butler vers vuiilv as if it wert some ian< v 
varier> of corkscrew She looked unwontcdlv smart in a mins 
c:ra> flannels and sat holdimr the palm of hci gloved hand on the 
knob ol a cloiKkd as the cai wobbling a htllc an ivui the 
very cdue of the pirnic site i pMuiCsque glark m an old I'ine 
wood ciit bv ravishiiii'K lov<.l\ ravines A strarmctule butterfly 
passtd from ths opposite >ide oi ihv woods alone the lumno 
dirt u>id and w is tollowcd picstnllv bv a I indaii lioni wlm^ 
emerged one by (mic nimbly oi slowiv uependiitg on ai^c and 
condition the Liminni twin<‘ tluir young pregnarit aunt (nart i- 
tionallv a grcit buuicn) and a L^ovf riie<*s, white h tired Mme 
forcstier the school tnend of M uhiJdc in i lortlKoming stuiy 

Three adult gentlenitn moiMnu were expected but never 
turned up Uneic Dan, wh(» missed the rnornun* tiaiu 1r >m 
Colonel 1 rmiruii, a widowei whose liver he said in a r'olc, was 
bcliavinc like a fuchituf:, and lu> doctor (and ehC',' partner) the 
famous Dr Krolik, who c<illed hiniscll Ada s touit icwiiei, and 
indeed brought her his birthday present tarty on the following 
day - thice exquisitely carved chry’^alicK ( IncstimibU gems’ 
cried thiodtily Ada tensing her brows) all of which were to \icld 
before long spr‘cimens of a disappointing ichneumon instead of 
the Kibo fritillaiy, a recently disco\e»ed laiity 

Stacks of tender crustlcss sandwiches (perfect rectangles live 
inches by two), the lawny coipse of a liirkcv, black Russian 
bread, pots of Gray Bead caviar, candied violets, little raspbeiry 
tarts, half a gallon of Goodson white port, another of ruby, 
66 



watered claret m thermos flasks for the girls, and the cold sweet 
tcd of happy childhoods - all this is more readily imagined 
than described One found it instructive [thus in the ms Ed ] 
One found it instructive to place side by side Ada Veen and 
Giacc Crminin the skimmed-milk pallor of Ada and her coeval’s 
healthy hot flush, the straight black \Mtchuench-hair of the one 
and the brown bob ol the other, my love’s lackluster grave eyes 
and the blue twinkle behind Grace’s horn-rimmed glasses; the 
foimcr's naked thigh and the latter’s long red stockings, the 
gipSy skirt and the sailor suit Still more instiuclive, perhaps, was 
to note how Greg’s plain features had been transposed practically 
intact into his sistei’s aura where thes acquire i a semblance of 
girlish ‘gond looks’ without impaiiing the close resemblance 
between sailoi b(^> and maiden 

The i urns of the turkev , the port wine w hich only the governesses 
had touched, and a broken Sevres plate were quickly ren o\ed by 
the servants A cat appeared fiom under a bush, staicd in a '.hock 
of intense sui pi ISC, and despite a (. hoiin of ‘kitrs kittv, vanished 
Picscntly MIk I unvierc asked Vela to accompanv her to a 
secluded spe^t There the fullv rlul ladv vsith her voluminous 
dress retaining its stat< Iv folci'- but giown as it were an inch longer 
so th It it now hid her piunclla shoes slo(»a Mock-still over a 
concealed downpour and a m >incnt later reverted to hot nc»rmal 
height On then wav back the weil-mcunmu pedagogue explained 
to Ada that a gnPs twelfth birth lav a suitable occasion to 
discuss and foresee a tiling whi^h, she said, was going to make a 
filU of Ada an\ dav now ^d t who had been sufticicntly 
instructed about it bv a s< ht)ohteaclie» s» montns cailicr. and 
who in fact had had it aluadv twice, now astounded her poor 
governess (who could nc\er cope with Ada s sharp and strange 
mind) by declaiinr" ih it it was all bluif and nuns' nonsense, that 
those things hardl> ever happened to normal girls today and would 
certamlv n it «hcui in her < asc Mile Lanvicrc, who wa a remark- 
abi> stupid person (in spite or perhaps becavi^c of her v>ropcnsity 
for noveli/inn) intJi(all> passed in review iti own experience 
and wondeied for a lew dreadful minutes it perhaps, while she 
indulged in the arts, the progress ot science had not changed that 
of nature 

The eaiiy afternoon suii found new places to brighten and old 
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places to toast Aunt Ruth dozed with her head on an ordinary 
bed pillow provided by Mme Forestiei, who was knitting a tiny 
jeisey for her charges' future half-sibling Lady Erminin, through 
the bothersome afterhaze of suicide, was, reflected Manna, 
looking down, with old wistfulness and an infant’s cuiiosity, at 
the picnickers, under the glonous pine verdure, trom the Persian 
blue of her abode of bliss Tlt^ children displayed their talents. 
Ada and Giacc danced a Russian fling to the accompaniment of 
an ancient music box (which kept halting in mid bat, as if fccall- 
ing other shores, other, radial, waves), Lucelte, one fist on hei 
hip, sang a St Male fidici song, Greg put on his sister > blue 
skirt, hat and glasses all of which tiansfoimed him into a very 
sick, inentallv retarded Grace and van walked on his hand*- 
Two years earlier when about to begin his hrsi prison term at 
the fashionable and brutal boarding school, to which othci Veens 
had gone before him (as far back as the davs w hen Wa^hingtonia'^ 
were Wellingtonias ), Van liad resobed to stuov some anking 
stunt that wc^uld give him an immediate and biiHiant ascuidani v 
Accordinglv, a^tcr a conference with r)cn>on, h^ing Wing the 
latter s wrestling niasur, taught the ^tiong lad to v iik on hr 
hands by mean* of a special plav of thu shoiildci mu^cU a f^'ick 
that neces'‘Jtaiccl loi its acquirement and impio/crntnt nothing 
short of a dislocation of the cat vatic «* 

What pleasLiic (tliu* in the ms) Ihe pleasure of suddenly 
discovering the nt^ht knack of top A tuiw locomotion w r rrt»hcr 
like learning to nur afici m mv a piiiifiii and igiionui lous tall, 
those dclightiul glider^ CccUed Magic irpct> (or iikkcrs’) that 
were given a bov on his twelfth birthda> in iht adventurous davs 
before the Oieat Reaction and tnen what a breathtaking long 
neural caress when one became airborne h»r the hr>t time and 
managed to skim over a havstacK, a tree, a burn a barn while 
Grandfather Dedalus Veen, lunning with upturned face, flounshed 
a flag and fell into the horsepond 

Van peeled off his polo 'hirt and took off his shoes and socks 
The slenderness of Ins toiso man h»ng in tint if not in tcxtuie the 
tan of hr tight shorts ^ontiastcd with the handsome bo> s 
abnormally developed deltoids and sinewy forearms Four years 
later Van could stun a man with one blow of c (her elbow 
His leversed body gracefully curved, his brown legs hoisted 
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like a Taientine sail, his joined ankles tacking. Van gripped with 
splayed hands the brow of gravity, and moved to and fro, 
\eenng and sidestepping, opening his mouth the wrong way, and 
blinking in the odd bilboquct fashion peculiar to eyelids in his 
abn</mial position Even moic extraordinaj> than the variety 
and velocity of the movements he made in imitation of animal 
hind legs was the effortlessness of his stance. King Wing v^arned 
him that Vekehelo, a Yukon professional, lost it by the time he 
was twenty-two, but that summei aftcinoon on the silky ground 
ol the pmegladc in the magical heart of Ardis, under Lady 
Erniinin s blue c>c, fourteen \cai-old Van treated us to the greatest 
performance we have ever seen a biachiambulant give Not the 
faintest flush showed on his face oi neck’ Now and then when 
he detached his i>igans ol locomotion tiom the lenient eiound, 
and seemed acluallv to clap his hand in midair in a miraculous 
parodv of a ballet lump one wondcied tf this dieamv indolence 
of IcMtalicm was not a it suit c»’ the ca^th s canceling ib pull in a 
fit of dhscnl minded benevolence IrndcntalN one uii lous con- 
sequence of ccitain mu ocular changes and osteal ‘rcclicks caused 
bv the spec I d irainirmwith which VVint had lacked him was Van's 
inabililv in lalti >cais to shnic hi-^ shoulder^ 

QucMions foi study and disi.us'.ion 

1 Did hath palms leave the gioiind when \ an, v\hilc reversed, 
seemed actually to skip on his hands'^ 

2 Was \an\ adult incapicuv to ^hrug’ things off onlv 
physical OI did it eoirc'pond’ lo seme «icnct>pdl charactei of 
hi'' unde I soul ^ 

Wh\ did Ada buist mto tear'^ at th height of Vans per- 
formance ' 

F inalK Mile I aiivicie rt i 1 hei /ei Ri\ure tie Ihamants a story 
she nad )ust tvpcd otd foi 71k Qiahtc Qiiarttth The pretty and 
rcfinid wife ot a secdv clcik Poriows a necklace from a wealthy 
woman friend On the wa> home from the ofhee party she loses it 
1 or ihut> OI torts hoiiible vcais the unfoitimatc ht sband and 
wite labor and eci nomi/e to lepav the dc they accumulated 
in the purchase ol .i hall-million franc necklace which they had 
secretly substituted for the lost cne when letuining the jewelbox 
to Mmc } Oh, how Mathilde’s heart fluttered - would Jeanne 
open the hox^ She did not When decrepit but victorious (he, 
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half-paralyzed by a half-century of copte in their mansarde^ she, 
unrecognizably co«irsened by the cashing of floors a prand eau), 
they confess everything to a white-haired but still young looking 
Mme F the latter tells them, in the last phrase of the tale ‘ But, 
my poor Mathilde, the necklace was lalsc it cost onl> five himdied 
francs’’ 

Manna’s contribution was moie modest, but it too had its 
charm She showed Van and Lucette (the otheis knew all about 
it) the exact pine and the exact spot on its rugged led trunk where 
in old, very old days a magnetic telephone nested, communicating 
with Ardis Hall After *hc banning of ‘cuiients and circuits, she 
said (rapidly but freely, with an actress’s desinvolturc pionounc- 
ing those not quite proper words - while puzzled I ucette tugged 
at the ske\e of Van of Vann hka, who could explain everything), 
hei husband s grandmother, an engineer of great genius, ‘tubed* 
the Redmount nil (running tust below the glade fium a hill 
above ^idis) She made it cany vibiational \ih^\cr\ (prismatiL 
pulsations) through a system of platinum segment Ihest pro- 
duced of course only one wav messages and installation 
and upkeep of the ‘drums (cYlind<is> cost she said a kw s e\c, 
so tnai the idea wa dropped, howevei templing the posMbilitv of 
infoiming a picnicking Veen that his bouse was on file 

As if U) tonhirm many peoples discontent with national and 
mtei national policies (old Gamaliel was bv now prett/ gaga), the 
little icd car came chugging hack from Aidis Hall and (he butler 
jumped out with a message Monsifur had just ainvcd with a 
birthday pic«cnt bu Madcmciselic Ada but nobody could iigiiie 
out how the complicated object worked and Madame must help 
The butler had bi ought a ictler which he now placed on a pocket 
tiay and presented to Manna 

Wc cannot recomtitute (he exact wording of the message, but 
we know it said that this thoughtful and very expensive gift was 
d liugc beautiful doll - unfortunately, and strangely, more or Ic' > 
naked, still moic strangely, with a hiaced right leg and a band- 
aged left arm, and a boxful of plaster jackets and rubbei acces- 
sories, instead of the usual flocks and frills Directions m Russian 
or Bulgarian made no sense because they were not in the modern 
Roman, but in the old Cynllitsa, a nightmare alphabet which Dan 
had never been able to master Could Manna come over at once 
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to have suitable doll clothes cut out of some nice silk discards 
her maid had collected in a drawer he had discovered and wrap 
the box again in fresh tissue paper? 

Ada, who had been reading the note over her mother's shoulder, 
shuddered and said: 

‘You toll him to take a pair of longs and carry the whole 
business to the surgical dump ' 

^ Bcdnyachok ! Poor, poor little man,' exclaimed Marina, her 
eyes brimming with pity. ‘Of course I'll come. Your cruelty, Ada, 
is sometimes, sometimes, 1 don't know - salanic!' 

Briskly walking her long cane, her face twitching with nervous 
resolution, Marina marched toward the vehicle, which presently 
moved, turning and knocking over an einptv half-g illon bottle 
as its fender leafed through an angry hurnberry bush in order to 
avoid the parked calcdw. 

But w^halcver wrath there hung in the air, it soon subsided. Ada 
asked her governess for pencils and papci. I.>ing on his stomach, 
leaning his cheek on his hand. Van looked ai his love's inclined 
neck as she plaved anagrams with Ciracc, who had innocently 
suggested ‘insect.' 

‘Scient,' said Ada, writing it down, 

'Oh no!’ (Objected Grace. 

*Oh yes! I'm sure it exists. He is a great scient. Dr bnlsic was 
.scient m insects,’ 

Giace meditated, tapping her puckered brow' with the eraser 
end of the pencil, and came up .•ith: 

‘Nicest!’ 

‘Incest,' said Ada msjtantlv. 

‘1 give up,' said Grace. ‘Wc need a dictionary to check your 
little inventions.’ 

But the glow of the afternoon had entered its most oppressive 
phase, and the first bad mosquito of the season was rc.sonantly 
slam on Ada’s shin by alert Lueette. 1 he charabanc had already 
left with the armchairs, ihe hampers and the munching footmen, 
E.ssex, Middlesex «md Somerset; and no. Mile Lariviere and 
Mme Foreslier were exchanging melodious adieux. Hands waved, 
and Ihe twins with their ancient governess and sleepy young aunt 
were carried away in the landau. A pale diaphanous butterfly 
with a very black body followed them and Ada cried ‘Look!’ 
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and explained it was closely related to a Japanese Parnassian. 
Mile Lariviere said suddenly she would use a pseudonym when 
publishing the story. She led her two pretty charges toward the 
caleche and poked sans facons in his fat red neck with the point 
of her parasol Ben Wright, grossly asleep in the back under the 
low-hanging festoons of foliage. Ada tossed her hat into Ida’s lap 
and ran back to where Van stood. Being unfamiliar with the 
itinerary of sun and shade in the clearing, he had left his bicycle to 
endure the blazingbcams for at least three hours. Adamounted it, 
uttered a yelp of pain, almost fell olT, googled, recovered - and 
the rear tire burst with a comic bang. 

The discomfitured machine was abandoned under a shrub to 
be fetched later by Boutcillan Junior, yet another household 
character. Lucette refused to give up her perch (accepting with 
a bland little nod the advice of her drunken buxfellow who v\ds 
.seen to touch her bare knees with a good-natured paw); and there 
being no strapontin^ Ada had to content herself with Van's 
hard lap. 

It was the children's first bodily contact and both w'crc em- 
barrassed. She settled down with her back to Van, resettled as 
the catriage jerked, and wriggled some more, ai ranging her 
ample pine-smclling skirt, which seemed to envelop him ainlv, 
for all the world like a barber’s sheet. In a trance of awkwaid 
delight he held her by the hips. Hot gouts of sun moved fast 
across her zebra stripes and the backs of her bare arms and 
seemed to continue their journey through the tunnel of his own 
frame. 

‘Why did you cry'?' he asked, inhaling her hair and the heat 
of her car. She turned her head and for a moment looked at 
him closely, in cryptic silence. 

(Did I? I don’t know - it upset me somehow. I can't explain 
it, but I felt there was something dreadful, brutal, dark, and, 
yes, dreadful, about the whole thing. A later note.) 

* I’m sorry,’ he said as she looked away, ‘ I’ll never do it again 
in your presence.' 

(By the way, that ‘for all the world,’ I detest the phrase. 
Another note in Ada’s late hand.) 

With his entire being, the boiling and brimrring lad relished 
her weight as he felt it responding to every bump ot the road by 
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softly parting in two and crushing beneath it the core of the 
longing which he knew he had to control lest a possible seep 
perplexed her innocence. He would have yielded and melted in 
animal laxity had not the girl’s governess saved the situation by 
addressing him. Poor Van shifted Ada’s bottom to his right 
knee, blunting what used to be termed in the jargon of the 
toiturc house ‘the angle of agony.’ In the moiirnful dullness of 
unconsummated desire he watched a row of izbas straggle b> as 
the caledic drove through Gamlet, a hamlet. 

‘I can never get used <my faired said Mile Laparure, ‘to the 
co!‘trast between the opulence of nature and the squalor of 
human life See that old mouiik dechanie with that lent in his 
shirt, see his miserable cabane. And see that agile swallow ’ How 
happy, nature, how unhappy, man* Neither of you told me how 
you liked my new' story? Van?' 

‘It’s a good fairy talc,’ said Van. 

‘It’s a fairy talc,’ said careful Ada. 

' Allans cioNcf' cued Mile I arivieic ‘On the lontiary every 
detail IS realistic VVe have here the drama of the petty bourgeois, 
with all his class caies and class dreams and class piide ’ 

(Tine, that mmht have been the intent apait rrom the pointe 
assassincy but the story lackeil ‘realism’ wit/wi its ovsn terms, 
since a punctilious, penny-counting employee wraild have found 
out, fust of all, no matter how, qmtte a tout a la le/oe, what 
exactly the lost necklace had cost. That was the fatal flaw in the 
Lanviere pathos-piece, but at the ti ne young Van and >ounger 
Ada could not quite grope for that point although thev fell 
instinctively the falsity of the whole affair.) 

A slight commotion took place on the box Lucette turned 
around and spoke to Ada. 

*I want to sit with you. A///c rut nrudohno. / at ne^o nehorosho 
pakhnet (I'm uncomfortable here, and he does not smell good).' 

‘Wc’ll be there in a moment,’ retorted Ada, 'potprpi (have a 
little patience) ’ 

‘What’s the matter?’ asked Mile Larivierc. 

‘Nothing. II put .’ 

‘Oh dear! I doubt strongly he ever was in that Rajah’s service ’ 


A. -4 


73 



14 


Next day, or the day after the next* the entire family was having 
high tea in the garden Ada, on the grass, kept trying to make 
an anadem of marguerites toi the dog while Lucettc looked on, 
munching a crumpet Marina remained foi almost a minute 
wordlessly stretching across the tabic hei husband’s stiaw hat in 
his direction, finally he shook his head, glared at the sun that 
glared back and retired with his cup and the Toulouse Lnqunn 
to a rustic scat on the other side of the lawn under dii immense 
elm 

‘I ask m>sclf who can that be,’ murmured Mile Lanviere from 
behind the samovar (which expressed fragments of its sur- 
roundings in demented fantasies of a piimitive genic) as she 
siittcd her eyes at a pait of the drive \isible between the pilasters 
of an opon-woik gallciv Van lying pi one behind Ada, lifted 
his eyes from his book (Ada s cojiy of Atala) 

A tall rosv-faced youngster m smart riding breeches dis- 
mounted from a black pony 

‘It s Greg's beautiful new pony,^ said Avia 
Greg, with a well bred boy easy apologies, hid brought 
Marina’^ platinum lighter whici* his aunt had discovered in her 
own bag 

‘OoodiHJss f ve not even had time to nii>s it Hc»v^ is Ruth 
Greg said that both Aunt Ruth and Grace were laid up with 
acute indigestion not because of your wonderful sandwiches,’ 
he hastened to add, but because of all those burnbcrries lhe> 
picked in the bushes 

Mar na was about to jmgle a bronze bell for the footman to 
bring some more toast, but Greg said lit was on his way to a 
party at the Countess de Prey’s 
‘Rather soon {skonnato) ^he consoled herself,’ rem.irked 
Manna, alluding to the death of the Count killed in a pistol duel 
on Boston Common a couple of years ago 
‘She’s a very jolly and handsome woman,’ said Greg. 

‘And ten yeais older than me,’ said Manna 
Now Lucette demanded her mother's attention. 
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‘What are Jews?* she asked. 

‘Dissident Christians,’ answered Marina. 

‘Why is Greg a .iew?’ asked Lucette. 

‘Why-why!’ said Marina; ‘because his parents are Jews.* 

‘ ^nd his grandparents? His arrierc grandparents?’ 

‘I really wouldn’t know, my dear. Were your ancestors Jews, 
Greg?’ 

‘Well, I’m not sure,’ said Greg. ‘Hebrews, yes - but not Jews 
in quotes - 1 mean, not comic characters or Christian business- 
men, They came from Tartary to England five centuries ago. 
M> mother’s grandfather, though, was a French marquis who, 
i know, belonged to the Roman faith and was crazy about banks 
and stocks and jewels, so I imagine people may have called him 
im jmt' 

'It's not a very old religion, anyway, as religions go, is it?* 
said Manna (turning to Van and vaguely planning to steer the 
chat to India w'here she had been a dancing girl long before 
Moses or anybody was born in the lotus s^^amp). 

‘Who cares ' said Van, 

‘And Belle' (Luceite’s name for her goveineSvS), ‘is she also a 
dizz> Christian?’ 

‘Who cares,' cried Van, ‘who cares about all those stale 
mvths, what docs il matter - Jo'e or Jehovah, spire or cupola, 
mosques in Moscow, oi bronzes and bon/cs, and clerics, and 
relics, and deserts with bleached camel tibs? They are merely 
the dust and mirages of the con munal niinJ.' 

'How did this idiotic conver'.ation start in the first place?’ 
Ada wished l«) be told, cocking her he: d at the partly orna- 
mented dackel or ruksik. 

"Mca culpa,' Mile Lanvit^rc explained with otfended dignity. 
‘All 1 said, at the picnic, was that Greg might not care for ham 
sandwiches, because Jews and Tartars do not eat pork.’ 

'The Romans,’ said Greg, ‘the Roman colonists, who cruci- 
fied C'hnstian Jew's and Barabbits, and other unfortunate people 
in the old days, did not touch pork either, b.jr 1 certainly do and 
so did my grandparents.' 

Lucette was puzzled by a verb Greg had used. To illustrate it 
for her. Van joined his ankles, spread both his arms horizontally, 
and rolled up his eyes. 
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‘When 1 was a little girl,’ said Marina crossly, ‘Mesopotamian 
history was taught practically in the nursery ’ 

‘Not all little girls can learn what they are taught,’ observed 
Ada 

‘Arc we Mesopotamians'^’ asked Lucelte 

‘We are Hippopotamians,' said Van. ‘("ome,’ he added, ‘we 
have not yet ploughed today ’ 

A day or two before, Luceite had demanded that she be 
taught to hand-walk Van gripped her by hei ankles while she 
slowly progressed on hci little red palms, sometimes (ailing with 
a grunt on hei face or pausing to nibble a daisy Dack barked in 
strident protest 

*£r poutuinr,' said the sound-sensitive governess, wincing, ‘I 
read to her tAice begur's adapiation in fable form oi Shakes- 
peare s play abr^ut the wicked usurci ’ 

‘Slie also knows m> revised monologue of his mad king,' said 
Ada 

C c hemt IQ} dm fliwtt cn mat, 

\tcii f*ihi\ir 

himms liimtcn janian famais iamai\ 
i\ nft f ( sf vertf n CKt \ctt ncstvitt^ 
ti e t MU 

‘Oh that's good,' exclaimed Greg with a veritable s >b of 
admiration 

‘Not so Lncfuichio, children^’ cried Manna in Van- and- 
Lucette s diiection 

'fjlc dcvuni pcwptc, she is getting ciiinson,' commented the 
governess ‘1 sustain that these indecent g>ninast cs arc no good 
for her ' 

Van his eyes smiling, his angel-stiong hands holding the 
child s cold-cairot ^oup legs just above the insteps, was ‘plough- 
ing around with Lucelte acting the sullow Hci bright hair hiiniz 
over hei face, her panties showed from under the hem of her 
skirt, yet she still uiged the ploughboy on 

"Budet budet, that'll do,' said Marina to the plough team 

Van gently lei her legs down and straightened her dress She 
lay for a moment, panting 

‘1 mean, I would love lending him to you for a ride any time. 
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For any amount of time. Will you? Besides, I have another 
black ' 

But she shook her head, she shook her bent head, v^hile still 
twisting and twining her daisies 

‘Well,’ he said, getting up, ‘I must be going Good-bye, 
everybody Good-bye, Ada 1 guess it’s your father under that 
oak, isn’t it?’ 

‘No, it’s an clm,“ said Ada 

Van looked across the lawn and said as if musing - peihaps 
\Mth lust a faint touch of bnjish show-ofT 

i d like to stc that lwi)-Licc sheet too when I nclc is through 
with it I was supposed to play for mv sclioni m yesterday’s 
cncket game Veen sick, unable to bat, Rivulant humbled ' 




One afn moon they were climbing tl e gh iirnbcd shattal tree 
it the bott<»ni of tlu gaiden Mile Lamien and huie f ucclte, 
seitcned b> i lapmc of the o>ppics b t iua within c'lrshot, 
were plaving grace hoops One glimpsed now and then above 
or thiough the lohage the knimine ho(^p passing from one 
unsec-n sending to «notlicr The hrsl cuadi of the season 
kept tivmg out Its mstmment \ silvci and sable skybab squinel 
sat sampling a cone on the bad* of a htm^h 

Nan in blue gvm suit having worked hn way up to i fork 
just under his agile playniate (who natur 1> ivas bettci acquain- 
ted with the trees mtiicatc map) but no being iblc to see her 
face, betokened mute comi mnication bv taking her ankle be- 
tiveen finger and thumb as s/n' would have a closed butterfly 
Hei baie foot slipped and the two panting youngsters tangled 
ignoininiously among the blanches, in a shnwe*" drupes and 
leaves, clutching at Cvich oinci and the next mouKnt, as they 
regained a sembi ince ot balance, hi« e ’ ssionless tacc and 
ciopped iiead weic between her legs and a last fruit fell with a 
thud - the dropped dot ot an inverted exclamation point She 
was wealing his wiistwatch and a cotton frock. 

(‘ Remember?’ 
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‘Yes, of course, I remembei you kissed me here, on the 
inside 

‘And you started to strangle me with those devilish knees of 
yours 

‘I was seeking some sort of support 

That might have been true but according to a later (con- 
siderably later*) version they were still in the tree and still 
glowing when Van remo\ed a silk thread of larva web from his 
lip and remaiktd that such negligence ol attire wa^ a form of 
hysteria 

Well answered Ada straddling her favorite limb as we all 
know by now Mile I a Ri\ierc de Diamant*' has nothmr agunst 
a hvsterieal little girl s not wearing pantaUts dunng Iwdiu} clc 
la caiuciile 

1 refuse to share the ardor of your little cinieule with an 
appit tree 

It IS iciliv the Irec of Kno^ied^e this specimen wa im 
ported last summer wi ipped up m brocade liom the Fdcn 
National Park where Dr Kiolik s ^on is \ ringer <fnd biceder 

Let him rmge and breed b> ill me ms s iid V m (her rulunl 
histoiv had long begun to vex on his icr\cs; bi t 1 sweu no 
apple trees grow in Iraq ’ 

‘Right but that s not i true apple tree 

( Right ind wiong commented Ada acun mueh latci We 
did diseiiss the matte* but could not have permitted >0111 self 
su h \u1lmi repartees then At \ time when the ehisUst of 
eh mces allowed you to ^natch a thiy sa\ i lust sh> ki s’ C)h, 
tor shame And btsidc^^ Ihcie v is no National l^irk in Iraq 
eighty years ago True ^aid Van And no eatei pillars bred 
on that tiee in our oichird True my lovely and lirveless’ 
Natural history was past history by that time ) 

Both kept diaries Soon after that foretaste of I- now ledge an 
amusing thmg happened She was on her way to kiolik s hoiMc 
with a boxful of hatched and chloroformed butterflies and had 
just passed through the 01 chard when she suddenly slopped and 
swore (choftf) At the same moment Van, who had set out in 
the opposite direction for a bit of shooting practice in a neaiby 
pavilion (where there was a bowling alley and o her recreational 
facilities, once mueh used by other Veens), also came to an 
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abrupt standstill. Then, by a nice coincidence, both went tearing 
back to the house to hide their diaries which both thought they 
had left lying open in their respective rooms. Ada, who feared 
the curiosity of Lucette and Blanche (the governess presented 
no threat, being pathologically unobservant), found out she was 
wrong - she had put away the album with Us latest entry. Van, 
who knew that Ada was a little ‘snoopy,' discovered Blanche in 
his room feigning to make the made bed, with the unlocked diary 
lying on the stool beside it. He slapped her lightly on the behind 
and removed the shagreen-bound book to a safer place. Then 
Van and Ada met in the passage, and would have kissed at some 
earlier stage of the Novel’s Fvolution in the History of 1 iterature. 
It might have been a neat little sequel to the Shattal T.'ce incident. 
Instead, both resumed their separate ways - and Blanche, 1 
suppose, went to weep in her bower. 
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7 heir first free and frantic caresses had been preceded by a brief 
period of strange craftiness, of cnngmg stealth. The masked 
offender was Van, but her passne acceptance of ine poor boy’s 
behavjoi seemed tacitly to acknowledge its disicputahlc and even 
nioii^tious natuie. A few weeks later both wcie to regaid that 
jihase of his courtship with anuiscd vc ndescension ; at the time, 
however, its implicit ^.owdiditc puzzled her and disiicsscd him - 
n»ainl> because he w'as keenly conscious ’fher being pu/zled. 

Although Van had nevci had the oc^as m to witness an>thing 
close to virginal I'evolt on the pari of Ada - not an easily 
frightened oi civerfastidious little girl (Vc roHotc de tout ce qui 
rompe"), ho could rely on two or three dreadful dreams to 
imagine her, m real, oi at least lesponsiblc*. life, recoiling with 
a wild look as she left his lust in the lurch to summon her 
governess or mother, or a gigantic lootm** / fnot existing m the 
house but killabic in the dream punchabic with sharp-ringed 
knuckles, puncturablc like a bladder of blood), after which he 
knew he would be expelled from Ardis - 

(In Adiv’s iiand. I vehemently object to that 'nof overfasthii- 
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ous.’ It is unfair in fact, and fuzzy in fancy. Van’s marginal note: 
Sorry, puss; that must stay.) 

- but even if he were to will himself to mock that image so 
as to blast it out of all consciousness, he could not feci proud of 
his conduct: in those actual undercover dealings of his with Ada, 
by doing what he did and the way he did it, with that unpub- 
lished relish, he seemed to himself to be either taking advantage 
of her innocence or else inducing her to conceal from him, the 
concealer, her awareness of what he concealed. 

After the first contact, so light, so mule, between his soft lips 
and her softer skin had been established - high up m that dap- 
pled tree, with only that stray ardilla daintily leavesdropping - 
nothing seemed changed m one sense, all was lost in another. 
Such contacts evolve their own texture; a tactile sensation i'* a 
blind spot; we touch in silhouette. Henceforth, at certain mo- 
ments of their otherwise indolent day*-, in certain rccuircnt 
circumstances of controlled madnes’^, a secret sign was erected, 
a veil drawn between him and her - 

(Ada* They aie now practically extinct at Ardi^. Van: Who? 
Oh, I see ) 

- not to be removed until he got rid of what the necessity of 
dissimulation kept degrading to the level of a wretched itch. 

(Och, Van!) 

He could not say afterwards, w'hen discussing with her that 
rather pathetic nastiness, whether he rcall)- feared that his 
avounune (as Blanche was to rcfei later, in hei bastard fiench, 
to Ada) might react with an outburst of real or well-feigned 
resentment to a stark display of desire, or whether a glum, 
cunning approach wa^ dictated to him by considerations of pity 
and decency toward a chaste child, whose charm was too com- 
pelling not to l>c tasted in secret and too sacred to be openly 
violated; but something went wrong that much was clear. The 
vague commonplaces vague modesty so dreadfully m vogue 
eighty years ago, the unsufferable banalities of shy wooing 
buried in old romances as arch as Arcady, those moods, those 
modes, lurked no doubt behind the hush of his ambuscades, and 
that of her toleration. No record has remained of the exact sum- 
mer day when his wary and elaborate coddliugs began; but 
simultaneously with her sensing that at certain moments he steod 
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indecently close behind her, with his burning breath and gliding 
lips, she \\as aware that those silent, exotic approximations must 
have started long ago in some indehniti and infinite past, and 
could no longer be stopped by her without hei acknowledging 
a tacit acceptance of their routine lepetition in that past 

On those relentlessly hot fulv afternoons, Ada liked to sit on 
a cool piano stool of ivoried wood at a white-oilcloth d table in 
the sunny music room her favorite botanical atlas open before 
her and c()p> out in color on creamy p ipei some singular flower 
She might choose for instance an insect mimicking oichid 
which she would piocccd to enlarge wilh lemarkablt skill Or 
else she combined one ^peclas with mother (unrecorded but 
po sibic) inticKiucine odd Im'c chance and tvsists that seemed 
almost rnoibid in so young a cir! so nal'cdK dressed The long 
beam slanting in frf>ni tht french window glowed in the faceted 
tumbler in the tinted water «ind on the tin of the paintbox - 
and while she dclicatcK piinUd an tvespot oi the lobes o* a lip, 
tapivirous ( onccntralion ciused the tip d her tongue to curl at 
the corner ol her mouth and as the sun looked on the fantastic, 
bldvk blue brown h iircd child sreiicd ni her tuin o mimic the 
mirroi of Venus blossom Hei flims> loo e uock happened to 
be dccplv cut out bch nd that whenc\er she concivcd her back 
while moving her prominent scapulae to and fro and tilting her 
head as with an poised b»u n she sin\e>ed he'* damp achieve- 
ment OI with the out'-idc of hu Icli wiped a strand of hair 
(dl her temple \ m v\ho h la d? iwn up to her seat \s close as 
he claied could see uovmi he i sleek nscllufi as far as her v_occ>x 
and inhale the w iimtn of her entue bo Ills heart thumping 
one miserable hand deep in his tiouscr , ockcl wl ere he kept 
1 purse with hall a dozen ten dollar cold pic cs to disguise his 
tatc he bent over her is she Knt e'‘vc» hci woik Vei> lightly 
he let his pirchcd lips ti ivcl down her warm haii and hot nape 
It was the swcctc t the strongest the me>st invsicnous sensition 
that the bo\ had ever expciienctd nothing in his sordid \cncr> 
of the past wmte could duplicate that ei s ny tenderness, that 
dcspiii of desne He we>uld have lingered forcvei em the little 
middle knob of rounded delight on the bacK of her ncek, had 
she kept it inelincd torever and had the unfortunate fellow 
been able to endure much longer the ecstasy of its touch under 
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his wax-still mouth without rubbing against her with mad 
abandon The vivid crimsoning of an exposed ear and the gradual 
torpor invading her paintbiush were the only signs - fearful 
signs of her feeling the increased pressure of his caress Silently 
he would slink away to his room, lock the door, grasp a towel, 
uncover himself, and call forth the image he had just left behind, 
an image still as safe and bi*^ht as a hand-cupped flame - 
earned into the dark, only to be got rid of theie with savage 
zeal, after which, drained for a while, with shaky loins and weak 
calves. Van would return to the puritv of the sun suffused loom 
where a little mrl, now uhstening with sweat, was still painting 
her flower the marvelous flower that simulated a bright moth 
that in turn simulated a scaiab 

If the relief, an^ lehef, of a Iad’<^ ardor had been Van s sole 
concern, if, in oihei words, no love had been involved, our 
yoLinc friend mmht have put up - for one casual summer with 
the nastiness and ambiguity of his bchavioi Bui since Van loved 
Ada, that complicated lelcasc could not be an end m itself oi, 
rather, it was onlv a dead end, because unsharcdfhcc lusc hor- 
ribly hidden, bevause not liable to melt into any Hibscquent 
phase of inconiparablv greater rapture winch, hkc a mist> sum 
mit bevond the fieice mountain pass, promised to be the true 
pinnacle of his perilous iclaiionship with Ada Dunne that mid 
summei week or fortnieht notwithstanding lho>e daily buturfly 
kisses on that hair, cm that neck. Van felt even farther removed 
from her than he had been on the eve of the day when Ins mouth 
had accidentally eome into contact with an inch of hei skin 
tiaidlv perceived bv him sensudll> in the ma/c of the shattal ticc 

But nature is motion and growth One afternoon he came up 
behind her in the music room moic noiselessly than ever before 
because he happened to be barefooted and, turning her head, 
little Ada shut hei eyes and pressed her lips to his rn a fresh-rose 
kiss that entranced and balflcd Van 

‘Now lun along,’ she said, ‘quick, quick, I’m busv,’ and as 
he lagged like an idiot, she anointed his flushed forehead with 
her paintbrush in the semblance of an ancient hslotian ‘sign of 
the cross ’ ‘1 have to finish this,’ she added, pointing with her 
violet-purple-soaked thin brush at a blend of Ophrys scoiopax 
and Ophrys veenae^ ‘and in a minute we must dress up because 
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Manna wants Kim to take our picture - holding hands and 
grinning’ (grinning, and then turning back toherhidc<»us flower). 
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The hugest dictionary in the libraiy said under Lip ‘Either of 
a pair of flcshv folds surrounding an oi ifice ' 

^4l1cyshlv hniile, as Ada called Monsieur I ittrc, spoke thus 
Pat tie exteneiae et chattwe qui /ntnu te contour cie la houche 
Ics denx horch cl urn plaic simple^ (we simpis ^peak with 
otii wounds, wounds pKxreatel * t^ cst le memhrf qui leche' 
J)earcst Lmile’ 

A tat little Russian encyclopedia was solclv concerned with 
puha^ lip, as meaning a distiict court in ancient L>aska oi an 
aictic gulf 

riicir lips wtic absuidlv similar in s^lc tnt and ti^^sue Van's 
upper one resembled in ^hape a lone-vinatd sea biid coming 
directl> at you, while the nethci lip tat ind ^u!Ien gave a touch 
of bnitahtv to his usual expression Nothine of that brutality 
existed m the case of Ada s lips, hut the bow shape of the upper 
OiK and the largeness ol (ho lower one with its disdainful 
pi eminence and optique pink repeated Van's r outh in a femi- 
nine key 

Duimg uur children’s kissing phase (a not particulaily healthy 
foitnighi of long me sv embraces) some odd pudibiind screen 
cut them off, so to spc‘ak from each ot ' r's raging bodies But 
contacts and icactions to comae P could i help ( »>nimg ihiougl* 
like a distant vibration of dcspeiate signals Endlessly, steadily, 
delicately. Van would biush his lips against hers, teasing their 
bin nine blocmi, ba(k and foith, nghf left lile death, reveling 
in the contidst between ihc airv tenderness of the iioen id>ll and 
the gloss congestion of the hidden flesh 

Thcie wcie otfu r kisses I d like tc^ tas v he said, ‘the msidc 
of your mouth God, how I’d like to be a goblin-si/ed Gulliver 
and explore that cave ’ 

‘1 can icr*d you my tongue,’ she said, and did 

A large boiled st*‘awbcirv, still very hoi He sucked it m as far 
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as It would go He held her close and lapped her palate Their 
chins got thoroughly wet 'Hanky,' she said, and informally 
slipped her hand into his Houser pocket, but withdrew it quickly, 
and had him give it himself No comment 

(‘ I appreciated youi tact,’ he told her when they recalled, with 
amusement and awe that laptuie and that discomfort 'But we 
lost a lot of time - iiretiievable opals ’) 

He learned her face Nose, cheek, chin - all possessed such a 
softness of outline (associated letrospectivelv with keepsakes, 
and picture hats, and frightfully expensive little couitesans in 
Wicklow) that a mawkisn admirer might well have imamned 
the pale plume of a reed that unthinking man pascaltnzra 
shaping hei profile, while a more childish and sensual digit wt)uld 
have liked and did like to palpate that nose cheek chin Re- 
membrance, like Rembrandt is daik but festive Rcmembcied 
onc^ dress up toi the occasion and sit still Mcmoiy is a photo 
studio de luxe on an infinite Fifth Power Avenue The fillet of 
black velvet binding her hair that day (the day ot the mental 
picture) hi ought out its sheen at the silk of ihc lentple and along 
the chalk of the parting It hung lank and long over the neck 
Its flow disioined bv the shoulder , so that the m it white of he*^ 
neck through the black hic»n/e stieam showed in triangular 
elegancy 

Accentuating her nose’s slight tilt turned il into Lueeltes, 
smoothing it down, int(' Samoyed In both sisters the fiont 
teeth were a tiiflc too large and the nether lip too fat for the ideal 
beaul> of marble death, and because their noses were perman- 
cntl> stuffed both girls (especially later at fifteen and twelve) 
looked a little dreamy or da/ed in profile The lustcrless white 
ness of Ada's skin (at twelve, sixteen, twenty thii tv-three el 
cetera) was incomparably rarer than Lucette's golden bloom (at 
eight twelve, sixteen, twenty-five hms) In both, the long pure line 
of the throat coming str light from Manna, tormented the senses 
with unknown, ineffable promises (not kept b\ the mother) 

The eyes Ada s dark brown eyes What (Ada asks) aie eyes 
anyway*^ Two holes in the mask of life What (she asks) would 
they mean to a creature from another corpuscle or milk bubble 
whose o’^gan of sight was (say) an internal parasite resembling 
the written word ‘deihcd*? What, indeed, would a pan ot 
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beautiful (human, lemunan, owlish) eyes mean to anybody if 
found lying on the seat of a taxi*> Yet 1 have to describe yours. 
The ins black brown with amber specks or spokes placed 
around the serious pupil in a dial arrangement of identical hours. 
The eyelids sort of picaly, v skladochku (rhvming in Russian 
with the diminutive of her name in the accusative case) Eye 
shape languorous The procuress in Wicklow, on that satanic 
night of black sleet, at the most tragic and almost fatal point of 
my life (Van, thank goodness, is ninetv now in Ada^s hand) 
dvelt with peculiar force on the long eyes of her pathetic and 
adorable grandchild How 1 used to seek, with what tenacious 
anguish, tiaces and tokens of my unfoigettable love in all the 
brothels of the world’ 

He discos^cied her hands (forget that nail-biting business) The 
pathos of the carpus, the giace of the phalanges demanding help- 
loss genuflections, a mist of brimming leais, agonies of un- 
resolvable adoration He touched her wris» hke a d>ing doctor 
A guict madman, he caie^scd the parallel stiokes oi tlie delicate 
down shading the biuncttes loicaim He went back to her 
knuckles I ingeis, please 

1 am sentimental she saiti 'I could dissect a koala but not 
its baby I like the woids damo/el, eglantine, elegant 1 love when 
you kiss my elongated white hand ’ 

She had on the back ol her left hand the same small brown 
spot that maikcd his right one She w is sure, she said - either 
disingenuoush or giddih it dcsccndea riom a biiihmark Manna 
had had removed surgicallv from that ver> place vears ago when 
in love with a cad who complained it rese iblcd a bedbug 

On veiy still afternoons one could hcai the prc-tunncI foot of 
the two-two to Toulouse from the hill, where that exchange can 
be locah/cd 

“(ad IS too strong,’ remarked Van 

‘1 used It fondiv ' 

‘Even so I think I know the man He has less heart man wit, 
that's a fact ’ 

As he looks, the palm of a gipsy asking for alms fades into 
that of the almsgiver asking for a long life (When will film- 
makers reach the stage wc have reached '0 Blinking in the green 
sunshine under a birch tiec, Ada explained to her passionate 
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fortuneteller that the circular marblings she shared with Tur- 
genev’s Katya, another innocent girl, were called ‘waltzes’ m 
California (‘because the senorita will dance all night*) 

On her twelfth birthday, July 21, 1884, the child had stopped 
biting her fingernails (but not her toenails) in a grand act of will 
(as hei quitting cigarettes was to be, twenty years later) True, 
one could list sonic compensat ons - such as a blessed lapse into 
delicious sin at Christmas, when Culc\ chateauhnandi Brown 
does not fly A new and conclusive lesolution was taken on New 
Year's f \e after Mile lansicre had threatened to smear poor 
Ada’s hngertips with 1 rench mustaid and tie green, yellow, 
oiange, red, pink riding hoods of wool around them (the vcllow 
index was a UomatlU) 

Soon after the birthday picnic, when kissing the hands of his 
little sweetheart had become a tender obsession with Van, her 
nails, although still on the squaiish side, became strong enough 
to deal with the excruciatinc itch that local children experienced 
m midsummer 

During the last week cd July, there emerged, ^ith diabolic il 
regularity, the female of C haltaubiiand s mosquit(> t" bateau 
bnand (Charles), who had not been the fiist to he bitun hv 
It but the firt to bottle the oflender, and with cr'c'> of 
\indictive exultation to cans it to Professor Brown who wrote 
the rather slap-banu Original Deseriptii)n f small hiaek palpi 
hyaline wing^* ycUowy in ceitain lights whuh should be 
extinguished if one keeps iipen the ka>ements (fjerman printer '} 
. ’ The Boston Fntomo/oifist for August, quick work, 1840) was 

not related to the great poet and memoirist born between Paii'> 
and Tagnc (as he d better, said Ada, who liked crossing orchids) 

\fon enfuTit^ ma saur 
Sontie a ! ipms %eur 
Du ftrand c h( nr a I arm , 

Sonf'i a la montuitne, 
a la doureur - 

- of scraping with one’s claws oi nails the spots visited by that 
fluffy-footed msect characterized by an insatiable and reckless 
appetite tor Ada’s and Ardelia’s, Lucclie’s and Lucile’s (multi- 
plied by the itch) blood 
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The ‘pest’ appeared as suddenly as it would vanish. It settled 
on pretty bare arms and legs without the hint of a hum, in a 
kind of rccueiUi silence, that - by contrast - caused the sudden 
insertion of its absolutely hellish proboscis to resemble the brass 
crash of a military band. Five minutes after the attack in the 
crepuscLile, between porch step and cricket -crazed garden, a 
fiery irritation would set in, which the strong and the cold 
ignored (confident it would last a mere hour) but which the weak, 
the adorable, the voluptuous took advantage of to scratch and 
scratch and scratch scruinptiously (canteen cant). "Sladko! 
(Sweet!)' Pushkin used to exclaim in relation to a dilferent species 
in Yukon. During the week following her birthday, Ada's un- 
fortunate fingernails used to stay garncl-stained and after a 
particularly ecstatic, Jost-to-the-worid session of scratching, 
blood literally streamed down her shins - a pity to see, mused 
her distressed admirer, but at the same time disgracefully fascina- 
ting - for we are visitors and investigators in a strange universe, 
indeed, indeed. 

The girl's pale skin, so excitingly delicate to Van's eye, so 
vulnerable the beast's needle, was. nevertheless, as strong as 
a stretch of Samarkand satin and withstood all sclf-fiaying at- 
tempts whenever Ada, her dark eves veiled as m the erotic trances 
Van had already begun to wimcs.s during their immoderate 
kissing, lier lips parted, her large teeth lacquered with saliva, 
scraped with her five fingers the pink mounds caused by the rare 
insect's bile - lor it h a rather rare and interesting mosquito 
(described - not quite simultaneously - by two angry old men ~ 
the second w'as Braun, the Philadelphian cipierisi, a much better 
one than the Boston professor), and rare and lapturous was the 
sight of my btioved trying to quench the lust of her precious skin, 
leaving at first pearly, then ruby, stripes along her enchanting 
leg and briefly attaining a drugged beatitude into which, as into 
a vacuum, the ferocity of the itch would rush v ith renewed 
strength. 

‘Look here,' said Van, ‘if you do not .stoi* now when ! say one, 
two, three, I shall open this knife' (opening the knife) ‘and slash 
my leg to match yours. Oh, please, devour your fingernails! 
Anything is more welcome.' 

Because, perhaps. Van’s lifestrcam was too bitter - even in 
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those glad days - Chateaubriand’s mosquito never caied much 
for him Nowadays it seems to be getting extinct, what with the 
cooler climate and the moronic diaining of the lovely rich 
marshes in the L adore region as well as near Kaluga, Conn, 
and Lugano, Pa (A short series, all females, replete with their 
fortunate captor's blood, has recently been collected, 1 am told, 
in a secret habitat quite far (n m the above-mentioned stations. 
Ada’s note ) 
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Not onlv m oar -trumpet age in what Van called their dot dot- 
dotage but even more so in their adolescence (siimmei, ’8S8) 
did thr> sccK a c»choIarlv excitement in e->tabl idling tin past 
evolution (summci, 1884) of their love the initial slaets of 
revelations, (he fieak dist lepancies in gap[>> chionci^raphus She 
had kept onlv u few mainly hoianical ind efttomoloiMcai 
pages of her diarv, because oi reloading it she had louna its tone 
false and finical he had d^sttoyed his cntiiclv because of its 
clumsv, schoolhoyish style combined with heedless, and false, 
cynicism Thus they had to iclv on oral iiadition, on the mutual 
conection of common memoiics ‘And do you remember a ti 
ponmi\h , et h somun^-tti (invariably with that implied coaetta 
of ‘and, introducing the bead to be threaded m the torn neck 
lace) became with them, in their intense talks the sMndaid 
acvicc for beginning cverv other sentence ( alcndar dates were 
debated sequences sifted and shifted, sentimental noUs com- 
pared, hesitation'' and resolutions passionately analyzed 11 thetr 
recollections now ana then did not tally this was often c>wing to 
sexual diffeienecs lathei than to individual temperament Both 
were diverted by J lie's young fumblings, both saddened by the 
wisdom of lime Ada tended to see those initial stages as an 
extiemcly gradual and diffuse growth, possibly unmitural, prob- 
ably unique, but wholly delightful in its smooth unfolding which 
precluded any brutish impulses or shocks of shame Van's 
memory could not help picking out specific episodes branded 
forever with abiupt and poignant, and sometimes regrettable, 
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physical thrills She had the impiession that the insatiable 
delectations she arrived at, v/ithout having expected or sum- 
moned them, were experienced by Van only bv the time she 
attained them that is, after weeks of cumulative caresses, her 
first physiological reactions to them she dcmurclv dismissed as 
related to childish practices which she had indulged in before 
and which had little to do with the glor> and tang of individual 
happiness Van, on the contraiy, nnt only could tabulate every 
informal spasm he had hidden from her before the> became 
lo'wrs, but stressed philosophic and moral dislinclions between 
the diattcnng foicc of self abuse and the overwhelming softness 
of avowed and shared love 

When we remember our former selves thwre is alwajs that 
little figiiic with Its long shadrjw stopping like an iimertain 
belated visitor on a lighted threshold at the far end of an im- 
ptccablv narrowing corndoi Ada saw herself theie as a wonder- 
eyed Wtuf with a bedraggled nostgiv Van saw himsclt as a 
nadv voLing satvi with clumsv hoove'- and an ambiguous flue 
pipe ‘But I wasoniv twche Ada would (i \ wlicnsomemdcliidte 
detail was bi ought up I wa^ in inv fillecnth >eai, sadly 
said Van 

And did the young ladv ncall he asked pioducing mcla- 
phoiicallv some nolt^ from his pocKt thi verv tiist lime she 
giic'jsed that hci sh> young fousin (then ofhciul lelationship) 
w IS physitdlK excited m hu pi sen ♦ though dcieiith swathed 
in layers of linen and woo) nd nor in Loniact wiMi the \oung 
ladv ' 

She said frankly no she did not indt * could not because 
at eleven, despite tiying numbtrlcs': time, to unlock with every 
key in the house the cabinet in which Walter Daniel Veen kept 
‘lap & Ind ciot pi mts as seen distinctly labeled through the 
gia/ed door (the ko to which Van found for her in a twinkle - 
taped to the hick of the pediment) she had still been rather hazy 
ibout the w IV human beings mated Sb^ was \erv observant, 
of course, and had closely examined varn u-. insects m iOfufa^ 
but iit the period discussed clear txamoles of mammalian malc- 
ntss had rarely come to hei notice and had remained unconnected 
with any idea or possibility of sexual function (such as for 
example the time ^he had contemplated the soft-looking beige 
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beak of the Negro janitor’s boy who sometimes urinated in the 
girls' water closet a! hei first school in 1883) 

Two other phenomena that she had observed even earlier 
proved ridiculously misleading She must have been about nine 
when that elderly gentleman an eminent painter whom she toiild 
not and uouJd not name, came several times to dinner at Ardis 
Hall Her drawing teacher. Miss Wintei green, respected him 
greatly, though actually her natures mattes were considered (in 
1888 and again 1958) incomparably siipeiioi to the works ol the 
celebrated old lascal who diew his diminutive nudes mvaiiably 
fiom behind fia-picking, peac h- but locked nymphets stiammir 
upwaid, or else rock-climbmg giil scouts m bursting shoit^ 

‘I know exactly ’ inieriupted Van angrily, whom you 
mean, and would like to pUcc on record that even it his delicious 
talent is in disfavor todav, Paul I Ciigmcnt had evtiy nghl 
to paint schoolguls and poolgiils from any snk he pleased 
Pi ocLCd 

tver> time (said uniuffied Ada) Pit Pigment came, she 
cowered v^hen hcanne him trudge and snort anePpint upstaii • 
ever ncarei like the Maimoical Cniest, that immcmoiial ghost, 
seeking her, rrsing for hci m a thin, que»-uloiis voice not in 
keeping with marble 

‘Poor old chap, niunnuicd Van 

Hjs method of c<>ntdct, she said puiufu on afotde << tlutm-ia 
and Tm cert nnl' mu makine oflensivc toinparuons, vas to 
insist, with maniacal force that he help her iCcch loi something 
anvthine, a little gift he had bioughi, boubop , oi simply some 
old toy that he d picked up from the flooi ot the nursery and 
hung up high on the vail oi a pink candle biirmnt? blue that lie 
commanded hci to blow out on an arbre dc Noel, and despite 
her gentle protest % he vyould raise the child by her elbows, taking 
his lime, pushing, grunting, saying ah, how hi aw and pretty 
she was this went on and on until the dinnet gong boomed oi 
Nurse entered with a glass of fiuit juice and what a lehei it was, 
for cveiybody conceined, when in the couisc of that fraudulent 
ascension her poor little bottom made it at last to the ciackling 
snow of his sbiitfront, and he dropped hei, and buttoned his 
dinner jacket And she remembered - 

‘Stupidly exaggerated,’ commented Van. ‘Also, I suppose, 
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artificially recolortd in the lamplight of later events as revealed 
still later ’ 

And she lemembered blushing painfully when somebody said 
poor Pig had a very sick mind and ‘a hardening of the artery,’ 
that IS how she heard it, or perhaps "heaitciy , but she also knew, 
even then, that the artery could become awfully long, for she had 
seen Drongo, a black horse, looking she must confess, most 
dejected and embarrassed bv what was happening to it right in 
the middle of a rough held with all the daisies watching She 
thrnight, arch Ada said (how truihlulh was another question), 
that d foal wa^ dangling, with one bhek lubki leg free, out of 
Dropgo s bellv because she did not undc'-stand that Drongo was 
not a maic at all and had not got a pouch as the kangaioo had in 
an illustration she worshipped but then hci English nurse 
expl lined that Dioiigo was a ^erv sick hoi'-v diid everything fell 
into plate 

‘line’ said Van ‘thafs cdtainlv usemating, but I was 
thinking of the lirsi time vou mieht have ^u''p^<-tcd f was also a 
•>ick pic o! hoise I am recalling ne com nurd the round table 
in the round ros> glow and \ou kiKclinc next to nu on a chair. 

I was perched on the chan s swr Ihnc ariu and vou were building 
a house of cards and vour e\c?' movement was magnihed, of 
course, as in a trance dieim ^I<*h hut ilso trtmendiiudv vigilant, 
and I po^IllveI> leveled in the giil ouo? of vour hire arm and in 
that of your hair whkh now is niurcle»ea by some popular 
peifiimc I date the cvcnl aiound lone 10 a rainy evening less 
than a week iltci m\ liiM arrival at Aidi*- 

‘I rcmcmbei the cuds she siid and he light and the noise 
of ihe rain and vour blue ( ishmciC pjllc ver but nothing else, 
ne^thmg odd e r impropei r/mr came later Besides, only in brench 
love stones us tfu^simrs I unit nt ve^unc ladies 

‘Well, I did while vou went on with v nii deliealc work Tactile 
magic Infinite patience ) inaertips talking cravit' Badly bitten 
nails m\ ^wect horgive these notes, 1 cannot lea! ly cxpiess the 
discomfort of buiky, sticks desiie You s c I was hoping that 
when youi castle toppled vou would make a Russian splash 
gesture of sui lender and sit down on my hand ’ 

‘It was not d castle It was a Pomtieian Villa with mosaics 
and pdinungs ins«de, because I used only court cards from 
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Grandpa's old gambling packs. Did 1 sit down on your hot hard 
hand^’ 

‘On my open palm, darling A pucker of paradise You re- 
mained Mill foi a moment, fitting my tup. Then you rearranged 
your limbs and reknelt ’ 

‘Quick, quick, quick, collecting the flat shining cards again to 
build again, again slowly? We were abominably depiavcd, 
wcren t we*?' 

‘All bright kid'' are depraved T see you do recollect 

‘Not that particulai ociaaon but the apple tice and when 
you kissed inv neck tt tout h ustt And then - /dtavst\uytc 
apojioz^ the Night of the Burning Barn* 
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A soit ol hoirv iiddle (/<s Soph snxt^ di Sophu b^ Mile Stfp- 
chin in the Bibliotliequt Vieux Ktsc suits) did the Burning 
Bam come before the Cockloft ni the ( ockloft tome Inst On 
first’ Wc had long been kissing eou^^ins when the fire tarted In 
fact 1 was getting some t hate lu Baignet cold ertan from 
L adore tor rn> poor chapped lips And wt both were roused in 
oui separate room^ b\ htr ciying an J(u‘ luU 28 ^ August 4 ? 

Who tiled ? Slopchin eiiea ? I anvieit cried Lansinc ? An- 
swer ’ ( oing that the barn flamhait ' 

No she was fast abla/c I nican a'^lccp I know «>aid\an it 
was she, the hand piinted handm iid who used your watei 
colors to touch up her c^cs or so LariMue said, who accu cd 
her and Blanche of tanladic sms 

Oh ol course’ But not Manna’s poor Fiench it was our 
little goose Blanche Yes, she iiished dc^wn the coiridor md lost 
a minucr-tiinimed slippei on the grand staircase, like Aslictte 
in the English veision 

‘And do you rememner. Van, how warm the night was 
'‘Lsdichvo hi ' (as if I did not 0 1 hat night because ot the blink-* 
That night because of the bothersome blink of remote sheet 
lightning through the black hearts of his slec; ing-arbor. Van 
had abandoned his two tulip trees and gone to bed in his room. 

92 



The tumult in the house and the maid’s shriek interrupted a rare, 
brilliant, dramatic dream, whose subject he was unable to recol- 
lect later, although he still held it in a saved jewel box As usual, 
he slept naked, and wavered now between pulling on a pair of 
shorts, or draping himself in his tarlan lap robe He chose the 
second course, rattled a matchbox, lit his bedside candle, and 
swept out of his room, leady to save Ada and all her larvae The 
conidor was dark, somewhere the dachshund was barking 
ecstdiicallv Van gleaned from subsiding cues that tlic so-called 
‘baronial barn, a huge beloved structure three miles away, was 
on lire fift> cows would have been without hav and Lanviere 
without her midd«iy coffee cream had it happened later in the 
season Van h It slighted ThevVe all gone and left me behind, as 
old r lercc mumbles at trie end of the ( herry Orchard (Manna 
was an adequate Mmc Ranevski) 

With the tutan toga aiound him, he accompanied his black 
double down the acccssoiv spiral stairs leading to the library 
Placing a baic knee on the shaggy divan undei the window, Van 
difw back the hcaw red curtains 

\ hide Dan a cigar in his teeth, and kerchiefed Manna with 
Hack in her clutch deriding the watchdogs were in the process of 
setting out between raised arms and swinging lanterns in the 
runabout as led as a fire cnginf*’ only to be ovei taken at the 
(lunching curve of the drive bv thiee tnglish fot'tmen on horse- 
bacK with three 1 rcnch maids en croupe The entire domestic 
stall seemed to be taking off to enjoy (he fire fan infrequent event 
in oui damp windless region), using every contiaption available 
or imaginable tdegas, tdeseats, roadboats, tandem bicycles and 
even the clockwork luggage caits with which the stationmastcr 
supplied the family in memory of hiasmus Veen, then inventor. 
Only the governess (as Ada not Van, had bv then discovered) 
slept on through cveiylhing, snoiing with a wheeze and a haikle 
in the room adjacent to the old nursciv where little I ucette lay for 
a minute awake before i unning alter hci dream and jumping into 
the last furniture van 

Van, kneeling at the pictuic window, watched the inflamed 
eye of the cigar recede and vanish That multiple departure . , . 
Take over 

That multiple departure really presented a marvelous sight 
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against the pale star-dusted firmament of practically subtropical 
Ardis, tinted between the black trees with a distant flamingo 
flush at the spot where the Bam was Burning. To reach it one had 
to drive round a large reservoir which I could make out breaking 
into scaly light here and there every time some adventurous 
hostler or pantry boy crossed it on water skis or in a Rob Roy or 
by means of a raft - typical raft ripples like fire snakes in Japan ; 
and one could now follow wt^h an artist's eye the motoicdi’s 
lamps, fore and aft, progressing east along the AB bank of that 
rectangular lake, then turning sharply upon reaching its B 
corner, trailing away up the short side and creeping back w'est, 
in a dim and diminishca aspect, to a middle point on the far 
margin where they swung north and disappeared. 

As two last letainers, the cook and the night watchman, scur- 
ried across the lawn toward a horseless trap or break, that stood 
beckoning them with erected thills (or was it a luk'^haw ? Uncle 
Dan once had a Japanese valet). Van was delighted and shocked 
to distinguish, right theic in the inky shrubbery, Ada in hei long 
nightgow'n passing by with a lighted candle in hand and a 
shoe in the other as if stealing after the belated ignicolisls It was 
only her reflection in the glass. She dropped the found shoe in a 
wastepaper basket and joined Van on the divan. 

‘Can one sec anything, oh, can one scc?‘ the dark-haired 
child kept repeating, and a hundred barns bla/ed m her amber- 
black eyes, as she beamed and peered in blissful curiosity He 
relieved her of her candlestick, placing it near his own longer one 
on the window ledge ‘You ate naked, you are dreadfully 
indecent,' she observed without looking and without any em- 
phasis or reproof, whereupon he cloaked himself ugliter, Ramses 
the Scotsman, as she knelt beside him. For a moment they both 
contcmpialed the romantic night piece framed in the window. 
He had started to stroke her, shivering, staring ahead, following 
with a blind man’s hand the dip of her spine through the 
batiste. 

'Look, gipsies,' she whispered, pointing at three shadowy 
forms ' two men, one with a ladder, and a child or dwarf - 
circumspectly moving across the gray lawn. They saw the candle- 
lit window and decamped, the smaller one walking a reculons 
as if taking pictures. 
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‘I stayed home on purpose, because I hoped you would too - 
it was a contrived coincidence,' she said, or said later she'd said 

- while he continued to fondle the flow of her hair, and to massage 
and rumple her nightdress, not daring yet to go under and up, 
daring, however, to mold her nates until, with a little hiss, she 
sat down on his hand and her heels, as the burning castle of 
cards collapsed. She turned to him and next moment he was 
kissing her bare shoulder, and pushing against her like that 
soldier behind in the queue. 

First time 1 hear about him. I thought old Mr Nymphobot- 
tornijs had been my only predecessor. 

Last spring. Trip to town. French theater matinee. Made- 
moiselle had mislaid the tickets. The poor fellow probably 
thought ‘TartutTe' was a lart or a stripteascr. 

Cc(/iu n*est pas si hete, an jond. Which was not so dumb after 
all. Okay. In that scene of the Burning Barn - 

Yes? 

Nothing. Go on. 

Oh, Van, that night, that moment as we knelt side by side in 
the candlelight like Praying f'hildren in a very bad picture, 
showing two pairs of soft-wnnklcd, once arboreal-animal, soles 

- not to Cjrandma who gets the Xmas card but to the surprised 
and pleased Serpent, I remember wanting so badly to ask you 
for a bit of purely scientific information, because my sidelong 
glance - 

Not now, it's not a nice sight right now and it will be worse 
in a moment (or words to that cflect). 

Van could not decide whether she really was utterly ignorant 
and as pure as the night sky - now drained of its fire color - or 
whether total experience advised her to indulge in a cold game. 
It did not really mattci. 

Wait, not right now, he replied in a half-muffled mutter. 

She insisted: 1 wannask, I w'annano - 

He caressed and parted with his fleshy folds, parries tr^s 
chaniues^ in the case of our passionate siblings, her lank loose, 
nearly lumbus-length (when she threw back her head as now) 
black silks as he tried to get at her bed-warm splenius. (It is not 
necessary, here or elsewhere, there was another similar passage, 
to blotch a teasonably pure style with vague anatomical terms 
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that a psychiatrist remembers from his student days. In Ada’s 
later hand.) 

‘1 wannask/ she repeated as he greedily reached his hot pale 
goal. 

‘I want to ask you,’ she said quite distinctly, but also quite 
beside herself because his ramping palm had now worked its 
way through at the armpit, and his thumb on a nipplet made her 
palate tingle: ringing for the maid in Georgian novels ~ incon- 
ceivable without the piesence of elettncita - 

0 piotcst. You cannot. It is banned even in Lithuanian and 
Latin. Ada's note.) 
to ask you . . 

‘Ask,’ cried Van, ‘but don't spoil everything’ (such as feeding 
upon you, writhing against you). 

‘Well, why,’ she asked (demanded, challenged, one flame 
crepitated, one cushion was on the floor), ‘why do you get si> fat 
and hard theie when you - ’ 

‘Get wheie? When I what?’ 

In order to explain, tactfully, tactually, sh^ beliv-(Unced 
against him, still more or less kneeling, her long h.ui getfinc^ in 
the way, one eye staring into his car (their reciprocal positions had 
become rather muddled by then). 

‘Repeat!' he cried as if she were far awsay, a reflection in a 
dark window. 

‘You will show me at once,’ said Ada firmly. 

He discarded his makeshift kilt, and hci tvaie of voice cJiangcd 
immediately. 

‘Oh, deal,’ she said as one child to another. ‘It's all skinned 
and raw. Does it hurt? Does it hurt horribly?’ 

‘ Touch it quick,’ he iinploied, 

‘Vdii, poor Van,’ she went on in the nariow voicv. the sweet 
girl used when speaking to cats, catcrpillais, pupating puppies, 
‘yes. I'm sure it smarts, would ii help if I’d touch, are you 
sure?’ 

‘You bet,’ said Van, *on nest pm bete a ce powf (‘there are 
limits to stupidity,’ colloquial and rude). 

‘Relief map,’ said the primrose prig, ‘the rivers of Africa.’ 
Her index traced the blue Nile down into its jungle and traveled 
up again. ‘Now what’s this? The cap of the Red Bolete is not 
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half as plushy, In fact* (positively chattering)* ‘Fm reminded of 
geranium or rather pelargonium bJooni.’ 

‘God, we all arc,' said Van. 

‘Oh, I like this texture. Van, T like it! Really 1 do!’ 

‘Squeeze, you goose, can't you see Fm dying.’ 

But our young botanist had not the faintest idea how to 
handle the thing properly - and Van, now in extremis, driving it 
roughly against the hem of her nightdress, could not help 
groaning as he dissolved in a puddle of pleasure. 

She looked down in dismay. 

‘Not what you think,’ remarked Van calmly. ‘This is not 
number one. Actually it's as clean as grass sap. Well, now the 
Nile is settled stop Speke.' 

tl wonder. Van, why you arc doing your best to transform 
our poetical and unique past into a dirty farce? Honestly, Van! 
Oh, 1 am honest, that's how it went. 1 wasn't sure of m> ground, 
hence the sauciness and the simper. Ah, pnrlrz pour \ou\ /, dear, 
can a^nn that those famous hngertrips up your Africa and to 
the edge of the world came considerably later when I knew the 
Itinerary by heart. Sorry, no - if people remembered the same 
they would not be different people. Tliat‘s-how-it-wcnt. But 
wc are not ‘different Think and dream arc the same in Frcncn. 
Think of the douceur. Van! Oh, I am thinkino of it, of course, 

I am - it was all douceur, my child, my thyme. Thai^ better, said 
Ada ) 

Please, take over. 

Van stretched himself naked in the now motionless candle- 
iight. 

‘Let us sleep here,’ he said. ‘They won't be back before dawn 
relights Uncle's cigar.’ 

‘My nightie is trempee," sl'e whispered. 

‘Take it off, this plaid sleeps two.' 

‘Don’t look. Van.’ 

‘That’s not fair,’ he said and helped her to slip it up and over 
her hair-shaking head. She was shaded with a mere touch of 
coal at the mystery point of her chalk-white body. A bad boil 
had left a pink scar between two ribs. He kissed it, and lay back 
on his clasped hands. She was inspecting from above his tanned 
body the ent caravan to the oasis of the navel; he was decidedly 
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hirsute for so young a boy. Her young round breasts were just 
above his face. I denounce the philistine's post-coital cigarette 
both as a doctor and an artist. It is, however, true that Van was 
not unaware of a glass box of Turkish Traumatis on a console 
too far to be reached with an indolent stretch. The tall clock 
struck an anonymous quarter, and Ada was presently watching, 
cheek on fist, the impressive, though oddly morose, stirrings, 
steady clockwise launch, and ponderous upswing of virile revival. 

But the shag of the couch was as tickly as the star-dusted sky. 
Before anything new happened, Ada went on all fours to re- 
arrange the lap robe and cushions. Native girl imitating rabbit. 
He groped for and cupped her hot little slew from behind, then 
frantically scrambled into a boy’s sandcastlc-molding position; 
but she turned over, naively ready to embrace him the way 
Juliet is recommended to receive her Romeo. She was right. 
For the first time in their love story, the blessing, the genius of 
lyrical speech descended upon the rough lad, he murmured and 
moaned, kissing her face with voluble tenderness, crying out in 
three languages - the three greatest m all the woi4d ~ pet words 
upon which a dictionary of secret diminutives was to be based 
and go through many revisions till the definitive edition of 1967. 
When he grew too loud, she shushed, shushingly breathing into 
his mouth, and now her four limbs were frankly around 
him as if she had been love-making for years in all our dreams - 
but impatient young passion (brimming like Van’s overflowing 
btith while he is reworking this, a crotchety gray old wordman on 
the edge of a hotel bed) did not survive the first few blind thrusts; 
it burst at the Iip of the orchid, and a bluebird uttered a warning 
warble, and the lights were now stealing back under a rugged 
dawn, the firefly signals were circumscribing the reservoir, the 
dots of the carriage lamps became stars, wheels rasped on tlie 
gravel, all the dogs returned well pleased with the night treat, 
the cook's niece Blanche jumped out of a pumpkin-hued police 
van in her stockinged feet (long, long after midnight, alas) - and 
our two naked children, grabbing lap robe and nightdress, and 
giving the couch a parting pat, pattered back with their candle- 
sticks to their innocent bedrooms. 

‘And do you remember,’ said gray-moustac.ied Van as he 
took a Cannabina cigarette from the bedside table and rattled a 
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yellow-blue matchbox, ‘how reckless we were, and how Larivicre 
stopped snoring but a moment later went on shaking the house, 
and how cold the iron steps were, and how disconcerted L was - 
by your how shall I pul it ? - lack of restraint.' 

‘ Idiot,' said Ada, from the wall side, without turning her head. 

Summer 1960? Crowded hotel somewhere between Ex and 
Arde/? 

Ought to begin dating every page of the manuscript: Should 
be kinder to my unknown dreameis. 


20 

Next morning, his ivise still in the dreambac of a deep pillow 
contributed to his otherwise austere bed by sweet Blanche (with 
whom, by the parlor-game rules of sleep, no had been holding 
hands in a heartbreaking nightmare - or perhap*? it was |ust her 
cheap perfunK), the bos was at once aware or tlie happiness 
knocl ing to be let in He deliberately endeavored to prolong 
the glow of Its incognito bv dwelling on Uie la«t vestiges of 
jasrmne and tears in a silly dream; but the (igcr of happiness 
fairly leaped into being. 

That exhilaration of a newly acquiied franchise! A shade of it 
he seemed to have kept in his sleep, in that last part c»f his recent 
dreim in which he had told Blanche that he had learned to 
levitate and that his ability to treat an witli magic ease would 
allow him to break all records for the long jump by strolling, as 
It were, a few inches abiwc the ground fc^r a stretch of say thirty 
or forty tcet (too great a length might be suspicious) while the 
stands went wild, and Zambovsky of Zambia stared, arms 
akimbo, in consternation and disbelief. 

Tcndeincss rounds out true triumph, gentleness lubricates 
genuine liberation, emotions that arc not diagnostic of glory or 
passion in dreams. One half of the fantastic joy Van v'as to taste 
from now on (forever, he hoped) owed its fierce to the certainty 
that ho could lavish on Add, openly and at leisure, all the puerile 
petting that social shame, male .selfishness, and moral appre- 
hension had prevented him from envisaging before. 

On weekends, ail three meals of the day were heralded by three 
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gongs, small, medium and big The first now announced break- 
fast in the dining room Its vibration suscitated the thought that 
in twenty-six steps Van would join his young accomplice, whose 
delicate musk he still preseived in the hollow of his hand and 
affected Van with a kind of radiant amazement Had it really 
happened*^ Aie we tealh tree > Certain caged buds, say Chinese 
amateuis shaking with fatma-* mirth, knock themselves out 
against the bars (and lie unconscious for a few minutes) ever> 
blessed morning, light upon awakening, in an automatic 
dicam-contmuing dreamlined dash although the\ are those 
iridescent prisoners, quite peikv and docile and talkative the rest 
of the time 

Van thrust his baie toe into a sneaker, retricvinc^ the while its 
mate from jndei the bed, he huriicd down, past a plea cd- 
looking Piincc /emiki and a grim Vincent Veen, Bishop of 
Balticomore and C onio 

But she wis not down \et In the hiight dming room full ot 
yellow flowcis in drooping clusters oi sunshine Uncle Dm was 
feeding He woic suitable clothes for a sintably liot div in the 
countiv namely a cand> striped ^uit over a mauve fi innel shirt 
and pique waideoat, with x blue-and red club tic and a safet> 
goldpinncd very high >()ft collar (all his trim stupes and color' 
were a little displaced though, in the proccs* of comic trip 
printing becau'^c it was Sunday) He had just finished his tust 
buttered toast with a dab of ye-old Oringc Maimaldck and was 
making turkcv sounds as he iinscd his dentines orally with a 
mouthful of coffee prior to swallowing it and the llayorou^ 
flotsam Being, as I had reason to believe pluiky I could make 
myself siiftci a direct view of the man s pink fact with its (rotat- 
ing) red ‘tashy , but I was not obliged (mused Van, in 1922, 
when he saw those haifucnaudier flower'' again) to stand his 
chinlcss prohic with its curly red sidebuin So Van comideicd, 
not without appetite, the blue jugs of hot chocolate and baton- 
segments of biead prepared for the hungry children Marina 
had her breakfast in bed, the butler and Price ate in a recess of 
the pantiy (a pleasing thought, somehow) and Mile Lanvicie did 
not touch any food till noon, being a doom-fearing "miJuntte* 
(the seel, not the shop) and had actually made her fathei con- 
fessor join her group. 
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‘You could have taken us to see the fire» Lincle dear,’ remarked 
Van, pom mg himscif a cup of chucolate 

‘Add will tell you all about it,’ replied Uncle Dan, lovingly 
buttering and niannalading another toast. ‘She greatly emoyed 
the excursion ’ 

‘Oh, she went v^ith you, did she*^’ 

‘Yes - in a black charabanc, >Mth all the fiutleis Jolly good 
fun, rally (pseudo-Biitish pronunciation) 

‘But ^hdt must have been one of the suillcis maids, not Ada,’ 
Tcm iked Van ‘I didn’t realize,' he added, ‘wc had several here - 
J mean, butlers 

‘Oh I imagine so,’ said Imcle r>an vaguclv He repeated the 
internal rinsing process, and v^ith a slight cough put on his 
spectacles, but no morning paper had come - and he took them 
oft aeain 

Suddtniv Van hCiird hci lo\cl> rtaik voice on the ^^taircasc 
saying in an upwaid diicclion, // f ui lu (inns urn (hs (ntbeilhs 
(h la inhliotlitam pie^u!nc*bly in refcrciiic lo some geranium 
or violet oi slippci orchid There '^as a ‘bannister pause' as 
photographcis sa>, and after the maid ^ ^hstant glad eiv had 
come trom the libtarv Ada's voice added ‘/c /w (iemamie I 
wondci qui I a mn la, >vho put it there.' 4wss//ar apre*^ she 
cnteied the dining room 

She wor<^ though not in eollu'-ion with him - bl\cK shoits, a 
white leisev and sneakers IJcr hau was diawn bauk r’*om her 
biv luund hrow and Ihieklv pigtailod Inc ro-,c of a rash under 
hei lowci ht> glistened withglvceiinelhrouehihepatehiK dabbed- 
on powder She was too pale to he lealh prctt> She earned a 
book ol verse My eldest is nthei pUin biu has nice hair, arid my 
youngest is prcit> but foxy nd, Maima used to sav Ungrateful 
age, ungrateful light, iingiateiul artist hut not ungrateful lover A 
vci liable wave of adoration buo>ed him up from the pit ol the 
stomach lo heaven I he Ihi dl of seeing her , and knov mg she knew, 
and Knowing nobody tlse knew whalthc> had so freely, ana dirtily, 
and delightfully inoulged in, less thwiii siv h nirs ago, turned out 
to be too much for our giecn lovei despite his tr>ing to tnvidh/e 
It with the moral corrective of an opprobrious adverb. Fluffing 
badly a halfhearted ‘licllo,’ not a habitual morning greeting 
(which, I'e^idcs, she ignored), he bent over his breaktast while 
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watching with a secret polyphemic organ her every movement. 
She slapped lightly Mr Veen’s bald head with her book in passing 
behind him and noisily moved the chair next to him on the other 
side from Van, Blinking, dolMashing daintily, she poured herself 
a big cup of chocolate. Though it had been thoroughly sweetened, 
the child placed a lump of sugar on her spoon and eased it into 
the cup, relishing the way the hot brown liquid suftused and 
dissolved one crystal-grained crumbling comer and then the 
entire piece. 

Meanwhile, Uncle Dan, in delayed action, chased an imagin- 
ary insect off his pate, looked up, looked around, and at last 
acknowledged the newcomer 

‘Oh yes, Ada,' he said, ‘Van here is anxious to know some- 
thing. What were you doing, my dear, v^hile he and I were taking 
care of the fire*^' 

Its reflection invaded Ada. Van had never seen a girl (as 
translucently white-skinned as she), or indeed anybody else, 
porcelain or peach, blush so substantially and habituaMv, and 
the habit distressed him as being much more improper than any 
act that might cause it. She stole a foolish glance at the somber 
boy and began saying something about having been fast abia/e 
in her bcdioom. 

‘You were not,' interrupted Van harshly, ‘you were with me 
lof)king at the blaze from the library vvindow. Uncle Dan is all 
wet ’ 

'’Meimgez vos amcricanismesC said the latter - and then opened 
his arms wide In paternal welcome as euileless Lucette trotted 
into the room with a child’s pink, stift-bagged butterfly net m 
her little fist, like an onflainme. 

Van shook his head disapprovingly at Ada. She showed him 
the sharp petal of her longue, and with a shock of self-indigna- 
tion her lover felt himself flushing in his turn So much for the 
franchise. He ringed his napkin and retired to the mvstechko 
(‘little place') off the front hall. 

After she too had finished breakfasting, he waylaid her, 
gorged with sweet butter, on the landing. They had one moment 
to plan things, it was all, historically sp>eaking. at the dawn of 
the novel which was still in the hands of parsonage ladies and 
French academicians, so such moments were precious. She stood 
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scratching one raised kne-e They agreed to go foi a walk before 
lunch and find a secluded place She had to finish a translation for 
Mile Laiiviere. She shr)wed him her diaft Francois Coppee? 
Yes. 

Thtir fall is gentle The woodchopper 
C an tell, befoie they reach the mud* 

The oak tree by its leaf of copper, 

Tiie maple by its leaf of blood. 

Liur chute est lento ^ said Van, '‘on pent ies ^tavre du rcftard en 
reconmns^ont - that paiaphra^tic touch of ‘ chopper" and 
"mud' IS, of course pure Lowdon (minor poet and translaior, 
1815 1895) Betraying the first half of the stanza to save the 
second is rather like that Kussiaii nobleman a ho chucked his 
coachman to the wolves, and then fell out ol his sleiph ’ 

‘i think you are very cruel and <tupid,' said Ada ‘This is not 
ireanl t(' bo a v c»rk of art or a bnlhant p irodv It is the tansom 
exrictcfl by a demented governess fiom a pc or overworked 
scho(;lgir! Wail lor me m the Baguenaudicr Bowei,' she added. 
‘I'll be down in cxactK' siM\-thrcv mmulcs ' 

Hci hands wcie col<l, her neck wa*- hot, tin postman's bov had 
rung the doorbell. Bout, a v lung fc>otman, the butler's bastard, 
crossed the reson uit flagN of the hall 

On Sunday mornings the mail came late, buause of the 
yolummoLis Sunday supplement'- d rh«' papus {rom Baltrcomore, 
and Kaluga, and I uga, winch Rohm Sherwood, the old postman, 
in hi^ bright green unitoiin, distributed on hcffscbat.k throughout 
the somnolent countivsidc Van, hiimit ng hi'- school song - 
the onh tunc he could ever carrv skipped down the terrace 
steps, he saw Rohm on his old bay holding the livelier black 
stallion of his Sunda) helper, a handsome Lnglish lad whom, it 
was rnmoied behind the losc hedges, the old man loved more 
vigorously than his office required 

Van reached the thud lawn and the b 'W'er, and carefully 
inspected the stiigr prepared loi the sceni, ‘like a piovmcial 
come an hour loo early to the opcia after logging all day along 
harvest roads with poppies and bluets catching and twinkle- 
Iwining in the w'hcels of his buggy' (Hocbcrg's Ursula). 

Blue butter flics nearly the size of Small Whites, and iikev isc of 
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European origin, were flitting swiftly around the shrubs and 
settling on the drooping clusters of yellow flowers. In less com- 
plex circumstances, forty years hence, our lovers were to see 
again, with wonder and joy, the same insect and the same 
bladder-senna along a forest trail near Susten in the Valais. At 
the present moment he was looking forward to collecting what 
he would recollect later, and watched the big bold Blues as he 
sprawled on the turf, burning with the evoked vision of Ada's 
pale limbs in the variegated light of the bower, and then coldly 
telling himself that fact could never quite match fancy. When 
he returned from a sw'im in the broad and deep brook beyond 
the bosquet, with wet hail and tingling skin. Van got the rare 
treat of finding his foreglimpse of live ivoiy accurately repro- 
duced, except that she had loosened hci hair and changcii into 
the curtal frock of sunbnght cotton that he was so fond of and 
had so ardently yearned to soil in the so recent past. 

He had resolved to deal first of all with her legs which he felt 
he had not feted enough the previous night; to sheathe them m 
kisses from the A of arched instep to the N' of velvet; and this 
Van accomplished as soon as Ada and he got sufficientlv deep m 
the larchwood winch closed the park on the steep side of the 
rocky rise between Ardis and Ladore. 

Neither could establish in rctiospect, nor, indeed, persisted in 
trying to do so, ho>A, when and where he actually 'de-flowered’ 
her - a vulgansm Ada in Wonderland had happened to find 
glossed in Fhrociv's Encyriopcclia as ‘to break a virgin s vaginal 
membrane by manly or mechanical means,' with the example: 
‘The sweetness of his soul was deflowered (.leiemv Taylor).' Was 
it that night on the lap robe? Or that day in the larchwood? Or 
later in the shooting gallery or in the attic, or on the roof, or on 
a secluded balcony, or in the bathroom, or (not very comfortably) 
on the Magic Carpet? Wc do not know' and do not care. 

(You kis^^ed and nibbled, and poked, and prodded, and 
worried me there so much and so often that my virginitv was 
lost in the shuffle; but I do recall deflnilcly that by midsummer 
the machine which our forefathers called ‘sex’ was working as 
smoothly as later, in 1888, etc., darling. Marginal note in icd ink.) 
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Adel was denied the free use of the library According to the 
latest list (printed Mav 1 1H84), it contained 14 841 items, and 
even that dry catalogue her governess preferred not to place 
m the child’s hands - pour tv pas tut domtt dcs ide* s ’ On her 
o^^n sbdves to be sure, Ada had taxonomic N^oiks on botany 
and entvMTioIogv is well a^* her sch lolbooks and a few innocuous 
populai novels But not onl\ wa** she not supposed to browse in 
the library unsupervi^ed but e\cr> book she took nut to read in 
bed or bowel had to be ( hcf ked bv her mentor and chamed m 
Kdun with n unc and staiupcd ditc m the index eaid filts kept 
in a caicful meSs by MUc Laiiviere and in a kind of desperate 
virdtr (v ith the insertion of queries ealls of distress and even 
iripiee iti ms on of pink led or purple fupen bv a ec*i ^ln of 
neis Momieur Phihopc \ei"ti a diminutive old bachelor, 
nioihialv iknt ind sn\, who mi'u ed in t\cr^ othei week, for 
a Ic ' Ihuhs of ijiiiot w< rk luiti ir f<Kt »hat one ifternoon 
vvhtn a t illish Id riM ladder suoderiis went into in ccnc baek- 
♦^ard slow mcdion swoon virb him liigb up on it embraemg a 
windmill ol volumes he rvaehed Jk floor supine with his l iddcr 
nd bf>oK 5 m such a husfi that eiiiiu Adi wla') had thought she 
w s done (pulling <Hit i id se inninc thi ulterlv iniewarding 
^tanuii \ ^di! ) uHslool* his I ni loi *he shadow of a door being 
tcalthilv opened bv si nu soft llcshed eunuch 
Ht » inlimacv with iieri/ii/ it(p ihit t itu as she sometinies 
calk d Van in gentle jest ch *ni»ed the rea bnn situation enuiel> - 
w!latc^(I dcciees mil lem niicd pinned up in mid-iii Soon upon 
Ins arnv il it Aidis V in waintd his hmnei gov u ness (who had 
reasons to believe in hi> thie its) that if he weie not permitted to 
remove liom the hbiar\ at an\ tune, lor anv lengt^ ol time, and 
without anv lia^v ot cti kctwi^ an> volume eolleeled woiks, 
boxed pamphlets i im un<ibuliim that he ughl fancy he would 
have Miss Vci^omad his fathei s librarian, a eompictely servile 
and infinitely aceommoeiativc spinster of Verger's fe^rrnat and 
presumable date of publication, post to Ardis Hall irunkfuls of 
eighteenth ccntuiy libertines, Ociman sexologists, and a whole 
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circus of Shastras and Nefsawis in literal translation with apocry- 
phal addenda. Puzzled Mile Larivierc would have consulted the 
Master of Ardis, but she never discussed with him anything serious 
since the day (in January, 1876) when he had made an unexpected 
(and rather halfhearted, really - let us be fair) pass at her. As to 
dear, frivolous Marina, she only remarked, when consulted, that 
at Van’s age she would have poisoned her governess with anti- 
roach borax if forbidden to read, tor example, Turgenev’s Smoke, 
Thereafter, anything Ada wanted or might have w'anted to want 
was placed by Van at her disposal in various safe nooks, and the 
only visible consequence of Berger’s perplexities and despair was 
an increase in the scatter of a curious snow-white dust that he 
always left here and there, on the dark carpet in this or that spot 
of plodding occupation *- such a cruel curse on such a neat little 
man! 

At a nice Christmas party for private librarians arranged under 
the auspices of the Braille Club in Raduga a couple of years 
earliei, emphatic Miss Verlrograd had noticed that she and giggl- 
ing Verger, with w^hoin she was in the act of shaiintt a quiet little 
cracker (tugged apart with no audible result nor did the gold 
paper frilled at both ends yield any bonbon or hreloque oi other 
favor of fate), shared also a spectacular skin disease that Iiad been 
poitrayed leccntly by a famous American novelist m his Chiton 
and described in sidc-sphtting style by a co-sufterer who wTotc 
essays for a 1 ondon weekly. Very delicately. Miss Vcrtogiad 
would tiansinit thiough Van libiaiy slips to the lather uniespon- 
sive Prenchman with this or that concise suggestion: ‘ Merciuy*’ 
OI " Hohensonne works wonders ’ Mademoiselle, who was in the 
know, too, looked up ‘Psoriasis' in a one volume medical en- 
cyclopedia, which her late mother had left her and which had 
not only helped her and her charges on vaiious minor occasion.s 
but had suggested suitable illnesses for the characters in the stories 
she contributed to the Quebec Quarterly Tn the present case, the 
cure optimistically advised was to ‘take a warm bath at least tw'ice 
a month and avoid spices’; this she typed oul and passed on to 
her cousin in a Get-Well envelope. Finally, Ada showed Van a 
letter from Dr Krolik on the same subject ; it said (English version) : 
‘Crimson-blotched, silver-scaled, yellow-crusted wretches, the 
harmless psoriatics (who cannot communicate their skin trouble 
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and are otherwise the healthiest of people - actually, their hoho*s 
protect them from bubas and buboes, as my teacher used to 
observe) were confused with lepers - yes, lepers - in the Middle 
Ages, when thousands if not millions of Vergers and Vertograds 
crackled and howled bound by enthusiasts to stakes erected in 
the public squares of Spain and other fire-loving countries.’ But 
this note they decided not to plant in the meek martyr’s index 
under PS as they had first intended: lepidopterists are over- 
eloquent on lepidosis. 

Novels, poenis, scientific and philosophical works wandered 
out unnoticed after ihe poor libratian gave his demission cplotee 
on the firsi of August, 11^84 rhe> crossed lawns and traveled 
along hedges somewhat in the manner of the objects earned away 
by the Invisible Man in Wells' delightful tale, and landed in Ada's 
lap wherever she and V-'an had their try^^ts Both sought excitement 
in books as the best readers always do; botli found in many 
leni^wned works pretentiousness, tedium and facile misinforma- 
tion. 

In a story by Chateaubriand about a pair of romantic siblings, 
Ada had not quite understood when she first read it at nine or 
ten the sentence "les dcu\ t'nfann pouvaicnt done s'ahandonnet nu 
pUmn sans aucune crainte ' A bawdy critic in a collection of 
articles which she now could gleefully consult \L.cs muses 
s'aniusem » explained that the 'done referred both to the infertiliiy 
of tender age and to (he sterility of tender consanguinity Van 
said, however, that the writei and the critic erred, and to illustrate 
his contention, drew his sweetheart's attention to a chaptei in the 
opus ‘Sex and Lex' dealing with the effects on the community 
of a disastrous caprice of natuie. 

In those limes, in this country ‘incestuous' meant not only 
‘unchaste’ - the point regarded linguistics rather than Icgalistics 
- but also implied (in the phrase* ‘incestuous cohabitation,' and 
so fc>rth) interference with the continuity of human evolution. 
History had long replaced appeals to ‘divine la>x ’ by common 
sense and popula; science. With those considerations in mind, 
‘incest' could be termed a crime only inasmuch as inbreeding 
might be criminal. But as Judge Bald pointed out already during 
the Albino Riots of 1835, practically all North American and 
Tartar agiiculturists and animal farmers used inbreeding as a 
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method of propagation that tended to preserve, and stimulate, 
stabilize and even create anew favorable characters in a race or 
strain unless practiced too rigidly. If practiced rigidly incest led 
to various forms of decline, to the production of cripples, 
weaklings, ‘muted mutates' and, finally, to hopeless sterility. Now 
that smacked of ‘crime,’ and since nobody could be supposed to 
control judiciously orgies of indiscriminate inbreeding (somewhere 
in Tarlary fifty generations of ever woolier and woolier sheep had 
recently ended abruptly in one hairless, five-legged, impotent 
little lamb - and the beheading of a number of farmers failed to 
resurrect the fat strain), it was perhaps better to ban ‘ incestuous 
cohabitation’ altogether. Judge Bald and his followers dis- 
agreed, perceiving in ‘the deliberate suppression of a possible 
benefit for the sake of avoiding a probable evil' the infringement 
of one of humanity's mam rights - that of enjoying the liberty of 
its evolution, a liberty no other cicature had ever known. Un- 
fortunately after the rumored misadventure ot the Volga herds 
and herdsmen a much bettei documented fan divers happened in 
the U.S.A. at the height of the controvers>. Afi American, a 
certain Ivan Ivanov of Yukon^-k, described as an ‘habitually 
intoxicated laborer’ good definition,' said Ada lightly, ‘of the 
true artist '), managed somehow to impregnate - in his sleep, it was 
claimed by him and his huge family - his hvc-year-old great- 
granddaughter, Maria Ivanov, and, then, five years later, also 
got Maria's daughter, Daria, NMth child, in another fit of somnol- 
ence. Photographs of Maria, a ten-year old granny with little 
Dana and bab> Varia crawling around her, appeared in all the 
newspapers, and all kinds of amusing pu/zles wore provided by 
the genealogical farce that the relationships between the numerous 
living - and not always clcan-livmg - members of the Ivanov clan 
had become in angry Y ukonsK . Before the sixty-ycar-old somnam- 
bulist could go on procreating, he was clapped into a monastery 
for fifteen years as required by an ancient Russian law. Upon his 
release he proposed to make honorable amends by marrying 
Dana, now a buxom lass with problems of her own. Journalists 
made a lot of the wedding, and the shower of gifts from w'ell- 
wishers (old ladies in New England, a progressive poet in residence 
at Tennescc Waltz College, an entire Mexican high school, et 
cetera), and on the same day Gamaliel (then a stout young senator) 
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thumped a conference table with such force that he hurt his fist 
and demanded a retrial and capital punishment. It was, of course, 
only a temperamental gesture; but the Ivanov affair cast a long 
shadow upon the little matter of ‘favourable inbreeding.’ By 
mid-century not only first cousins but uncles and grandnieces were 
forbidden to intermarry; and in some fertile parts of Estoty the 
izba windows of large peasant families in which up to a dozen 
people of different size and sex slept on one M/i-like mattress 
were ordered to be kept uncurtained at night for the convenience 
of petrol-torch-flashing patrols - ‘Peeping Pats/ as the anti-Irish 
tabloids called them. 

Another hearty laugh shook Van when he unearthed for 
cntomologically-mindeil Ada the following passage in a reliable 
History oj Mating Habits. ‘Some of the perils and ridicule which 
attend the missionary position adopted for mating purposes by 
our puritanical intelligentsia and so justly derided by the “primi- 
tive" but healthy-minded natives of the Begoun Islands are 
pointed cm by a prominent French orientalist [thick footnote, 
skipped here] who describes the mating habits of the flv Serromyia 
amorata Pouparl. Cc^puiation takes place with both ventral 
surfaces pressed together and the mouths touching. When the 
last throb {jnsson) of intercourse is terminated the female sucks 
out the male's body content through the mouth of her im- 
passioned partner. One supposes (see Pcsson et al.) [another 
copious footnote] that the titbits, such as the juicy leg of a bug 
enveloped in a wchby substance, or even a mere token (the 
frivolous dead end or subtle beginning of an evolutionary process 
- qui Ic salt!) such as a petal carefully vvrapped up and tied up 
with a frond of red fem, which certain nailc flics (hut apparently 
not the femorata and amorata morons) bring to the female before 
mating, represent a prudent guarantee against the misplaced 
voracity of the young lady.’ 

Still more amusing was the ‘message’ of a Canadian social 
worker, Mme de Rean-Fichini, who published her treatise. On 
Contraceptive Devices, in Kapuskan patois (to spare the blushes 
of Hstotians and United Statians; while instructing hardier fellow- 
workers in her special field). "Sole sura metoda,' she wrote, "par 
decevor natura, est par im strong-guy de contino-contino-contino 
Jusgue le plcsir brimz; et lors, a luhima instanta, svitchera a Valtra 
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gropa [groove] ma perquot una femme ardora andor ponderosa ne 
sc retorna kvik enof, la transitu e faahtata per positio toro\aqo'; 
and that term an appended glossar> explained in blunt English 
as ‘the posture generally adopted in rural communities by all 
classes, beginning bv the country gentry and ending with the 
lowliest farm animals throughout the United Americas from 
Pdtagony to Gasp ' concluded Van, our missionary goes 
up in smoke 

‘Youi \ulgarily knows no bounds,’ said Ada 

‘Well, I prefer to burn than to be slurped up alive by the 
Cheiamie oi whatever >ou call her - and have my widow lay 
a lot of liny green eggs on top of it*’ 

Paradoxically, ‘ s< lent Ada was boi ed by big learned w orks w ith 
woodcuts of organ'i pictures ol dismal medieval whoic-houses, 
and photographs of this or that little Caesar in the prrK^ess ol be- 
ing ripped out ot the uterus as performed by butcher" and masked 
surgeons in ancient and modern limes, whereas Van who dis- 
liked ‘natural histon and fanatically denounced the existeiKe 
of phyMcal pain in all woilds, was infmitelv 1as<ftiatcd by des- 
cripiioni and depictions of hai rowed hum in flesh Othciwuc m 
more flowery fields, then tastes and titters pn ved to nc much the 
same The\ liked Rabelais <*nd ( asanova, they loathed k suur 
Sadcand Hen Masoch and fleinMch VluiLr Lnglish and Hcnch 
pornographic pcxtr> thoaqh now and then witty and instructive, 
sickened them ir the long run and lU tcndcnc>, especially in 
France before the m\ tsmn, ol hdvmg monk'^ and nuns pcifoini 
sexual fuits seemed to them as incompiehtnsil>lc as it wa-. dcpicss- 
ing 

I he Collection of (Tncic Dan’s Oiicntal 1 lolica punts tunxd 
out to be artisticall> sceond-iate and inept calisthenically In the 
most hilanoiis, and expensive pic lure, a Mongolian woman with 
an mane ovil face surmounted b> a hideous hair-do was shown 
communicating sexually with six rather plump blank-faced 
gymnasts in what looked like a display window jammed with 
screens, potted plants, silks, paper fans and crockery Three of 
the males, contoited in attitudes of intricate disconilort, were 
using simultaneously three of the harlot’s main orifices, two 
older clients were treated by her manuallv, and the sixth, a 
dwarf, had to be contented with her deformed foot. Six other 
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voluptuaries were sodomizing her immediate partners, and one 
more had got stuck in her armpit. Uncle Dan, having patiently 
disentangled all those limbs and belly folds directly or indirectly 
connected with the absolutely calm lady (still retaining somehow 
parts of her robes), had penciled a note that gave the price of the 
picture and identified it as: ‘Geisha with 13 lovers.' Van located, 
hov\evcr, a fifteenth navel thrown in by the generous artist but 
impossible to account for anatomically. 

That library had provided a raised stage for the unforgettable 
scene of the Burning Barn; it had thrown open its glazed doors; 
it had promised a long idyll of biblioiatry; it miglit have become 
a chapter in one of the old novels on its o\^n shelves; a touch of 
pai()d> gave its theme the comic relief of life. 
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My si'^ter, do >r*u still recall 
The blue Ladoie and Ardis Mall? 

Don't >011 remember an> more 
That castle bathed by the Ladoie? 

Ma uvifr, rc souvunt-U vtuofc 
Du < hat can que haignau la Date ^ 

M> sister, do >0L still iccall 
The Ladore-washed old castle v\aH? 

iSVs/K/ nto\a, ti pumw'>li^ 

I fifth Msoktv i L adorn ^ 

My sister, you rtmember still 
1 lie spreading oak tree and my hill? 

Oh ' i/ui rnv rendra man Aline 
El Ic lit and chene er tna colit ne? 

Oh, who will give me back my Jill 
And tlic big oak tree and my hill? 

Oh! qui me rendra^ mon Adclc\ 

Et ma montagne a I'hironJelle ? 
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Ohfqui me rendra maLucile, 

Im Dore ct Vhirondelle agile ^ 

Oh, who will render in our tongue 
The tender things he loved and sung? 

They went boating and swimming in Ladore, they followed the 
bends of ns adored river, they tried to find moie rhymes to it, 
they walked up the hill to the black rums of BryantS ( astle, with 
the swifts still flying around its tower They traveled to Kaluga 
and drank the Kaluga Waters, and saw the family dentist Van, 
flipping through a mag«»7mc, hcaid Ada scream and say "rhort' 
(devil) in the next loom, which he had never heard hci do before. 
They had tea at a neighbors, C ountess dt Picy who t»'icd to sell 
them, unsuccessfully, a lame hoise Fhev visited the fan at 
Ardisville where they especially admired the Thinese tumhleis 
a ficrinan cloAn, and a swoid-swallovMng hefty C ircassian 
Princess who staited with a fiuK knife, went on to a hcicwcled 
dagger and fitiallv engulfed, stiiiig anef all, a tremendous salami 
sausage 

They made Ic»'e - mostly in glens and gullies 

To the average physiologM, the cnergv of thi)sc two youmysteis 
might have seemed abnormal fheir craving fo« each olhe»^ prew 
unbcaiablc if within a few hours it was not satisfied scveial lime , 
insunoi ^hadc, on !c*ofor iTicellai, inywhere Despite uptommon 
resources oi a^dor, ^ouug Van could hardly keep pace with his 
pale little amofetii (locil Memh sling) fheif imniv»doraU ex- 
ploitation of j^hvMcal |i»Y amounted to madnes* and would have 
curtailed their voang lives had not suinmci, whe h had applaud 
in prospect as a hound less fiow of gicen gloiy and freedom, begun 
to hint la/ily at possible faihnps and fadings, at llie fatigue of its 
fugue the last rcsoit of nature, felicitous allitciations (when 
flowers and flics mime one another), the coming of a first pause 
in late August a first silence in early September fhe oichaid** 
and vineyarcis were paiticulaily picturesque that year; and Ren 
Wright was fired aftei letting winds go fiee while diiving Marina 
and Mile Lanvierc home from the Vendangi Festival at Brantome 
near Ladore 

Which reminds us. Catalogued in the Aid.s library under 
‘Exot Lubr’ was a sumptuous tome (known to Van through 
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Miss Vcrtograd’s kmd offices) entitled ‘Forbidden Masterpieces: 
a hundred paintings representing a private pait of Nat Gal. 
(Sp Set ), printed for H R M King Victor This v^-as (beautifully 
phoiomaphcd in coloi) the kind of voluptuous and tender stuff 
that Italian masters allowed themselves to pioduce in bctN\ecn 
too many pious Resurrections during a too long and lusty 
Renaissance The volume itself had been cither lost or stolen or 
lay concealed in the attic among Uncle Ivan s effect*), some of 
them pretty bi/ane Van could not recoffcct whose picture it was 
th " he had in mind but Ihoughi it might have been attributed 
to Michelangelo da ( aravaggio in his >OLith It was an oil on 
unfi dined canvas depict ini’ two misbehaving nudes bo> and girl, 
in an j\ icd or \ ined grotP' fy ncai a small waterfall oveihung with 
bion/t tinted and dark emerald leaves and meat bunches of 
tran lucent giapes the shadow* and limpid reflections of fruit 
and foliage bl< nding magicallv with seined flesh 

An>wav (this nay be puielv a *»tvlistic tiansition) he felt him- 
seif innsfciicd ii to that forbidden masttrpie e one afternoon, 
when t\ci>bodv had gone to Biantomc and Ada and he were 
sunbathing on the bunk the C asc idc m the Ian h ptintation of 
Ardis Pul* and hi* n>niphet had bt»nt over him ind lii* detailed 
desire Her lono straight hair that seemed of a uniform bluish- 
black m the shade no\ revealed in the gem-like si»n uiains of 
deep aubu»’n altcinalme with daik amber m lanky siiands which 
clothf'd hci hollowed checl* ui weie craeetull> cleft b\ her laised 
i\ory shouldci The textiiie eloss a id odor (»f those brov n silks 
had once mflamcd his senses at the veiv beginning of that fatal 
surnmci and continued to act upon him stionglv ind poignantly, 
long after his voung cxcilcn’cnt had touiiu in her other soi ices o*‘ 
meui ibL bliss \t ninety Van lemembcred his first fall fiom a 
hoi sc with scaicelv less hicathicssness of thought than that first 
time she had bent over him nid he h id possessed her hair It 
tickled his leg , it crept into Ins ciotch it sprcul all over his 
palpitating belly Ihrough it the stude»'t of ait could see the 
summit of the tKtnipc-l ml school monumental multicolored, 
jutting out of a daik background molded in prohle by a 
concentration of caiavagcsque light She fondled him, she en- 
twined him thus a tendi il climber coils round a column, swathing 
It tighter and lighter, biting into its neck ever sweeter, then dis- 
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solving strength in deep cnmson softness There was a crescent 
eaten out of a vine leaf by a sphingid larva There was a well- 
known microlepidopterist who, having run out of Latin and Greek 
names, created such nomcnclatorial items as Marykisme, Adak- 
isme, Ohkisme She did Whose brush was it now*^ A titillant 
Titian ^ A drunken Palma Vecchio ^ No she was anything but a 
Venetian blonde Dosso Doss perhaps*^ Faun fxhausted by 
Nymph Swooning Satvr*^ Doesn't that new hi led molai hurt 
>our tongue‘s It bruised me 1 m joking mv circus C iicassian 
A moment later the Dutch took over Giil steppmts into a pool 
undei the little cascade to wash hci tresses and accompanying 
the immemorial gesture of wringing them out b> making wiiugmg- 
out mouths - immemorial too 

Mv SI' ter do you recollect 
That lunct Of the Mooi clcpt'^ 

Mv -iiattr do vou till itcill 
TIk ca^tk, the 1 ad< and all t 
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All went well untd Mhc Larvicic decided to stiv m bed tor five 
davs she had spi im< d hci hnek on a m m mi round i1 the 
\infagc I air whu h l>csidcs she neerkd as the scttinc *01 » sloiy 
she had bevun (about a h wn md\oi stianglmg i small m**! 
called Rockettc) and knew b> cxpeiiciKc th u 'lOihmg kept up 
the Itch of inspiiation so well as chakut du Itr Dining that 
period the second upstairs maid, f rench whose moods end looks 
did not match the sweet temper and limpid giace of Blanche was 
supposed to look afiei I ucette and I ueettc did hei best to avoid 
the la/ / servant s surveillance in fa voi of hci cousin s and ^lste^ s 
company The ominous words Well, if Ma»ter Van lets vou 
come or Yes 1 m suie M.ss Ada won t mind your miishioom- 
pickmg with her, became something of a knell m legaid to love s 
freedom 

While the comfoitdbly resting lady was dcscnoing the bank of 
a brook where little Rockette liked to frolic, Ada sat reading on a 
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similar bank, wistfully glancing from time to time at an inviting 
clump of evergreens (that had frequently sheltered our lovers) 
and at brown-torsoed, barefooted Van, in turned-up dungarees, 
who was searching for his wristwatch that he thought he had 
dropped among the forget-me-nots (but which Ada, he forgot, 
was wearing). Lucette had abandoned her skipping rope to squat 
on the brink of the brook and float a fetus-sized rubber doll. 
Every now and then she squeezed out of it a fascinating squirt of 
water through a little hole that Ada had had the bad taste to 
perforate for hei in the slippery orange-red toy With the sudden 
impatience of inanimate things, the doll managed to get swept 
away by the current. Van shed his pants under a willow and re- 
trieved the fugitive Ada, after considering the situation for a 
moment, shut her book and said to Lucette, whom usually it was 
not hard to enchant, that she, Ada, fell she was quickly turning 
into a dragon, that the scales had begun to tuin green, that now 
she a dragon and that Lucette must be tied to a tree vMth the 
skipping rope so that Van might save her just in time. For some 
reason, Lucette balked at the notion but physical strength pre- 
vailed Van and Ada left the angry captive firmly attached to a 
willow trunk, and, ‘prancing* to feign swift escape and pursuit, 
disappeared foi a few precious minutes in the dark grove of 
ciMiifcrs, Writhing Lucette had somehow torn off one of the 
red knobbed grips of the rope and seemed to have almost disen- 
tangled herself w'hen dragon and knight, prancing returned. 

She complained to her governess who, completely misconstru- 
ing the whole matter (which could also be said of her new composi- 
tion), summoned Van and from her screened bed, through a reek 
of embrocation and sweat, t^»ld him to refrain fiom turning 
Luccttc\ head by making of her a fairy-tale damsel m distress. 

On the following day Ada informed her mother that Lucette 
badly needed a bath and that she would give it to her, whether 
her governess liked it or not. ‘ Horoshv' said Mann i (while getting 
ready to receive a neighbor and his protege, a young actor, in her 
best Dame Marina style), ‘but the temperature should be kept at 
exactly twenty-eight (as it had been since the eighteenth century) 
and don’t let her stay in it longer than ten or twelve minutes.’ 

‘ Beautiful idea,’ said Van as he helped Ada to heat the tank, 
fill the old battered bath and warm a couple of towels. 
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Despite her being only in her ninth year and rather under- 
developed, I ucette had not escaped the delusive pubescence ot 
red-haired little girls Hei armpits showed a slight stipple of 
bright floss and her chub was dusted with copper 
The liquid prison was now ready and an alarm clock given 
a lull quarter ol an hour to Ine 

‘1 ct her soak first, you’ll soap her afierwaids/ said Van 
feverishly 

* Yes, yes, yes,’ ci red Ada 

‘I’m Van siid I ucettc standing in the tub with the mulberry 
soap between hei ^eg* ctnd protruding hei shiny tummy 

You II turn into a bov if vou do that,' said Ada sternly, and 
that won I be \eiv 'imusine 

Warily the nttic girl tirUd to sink her buttocks in the waUi 
‘Too hot she said much toc» hoinbly hot ’ 

‘It 11 cool said Ada plop down ind relax Here >out d( 11 ’ 
omeon Ada foi goodness •^ake let her soak iipcaudVan 
*\nd icmenibcr said Aq i don t you dire ect 'lut of this nice 
warm waui intd the bell iiiigs or vou li dit bccatrc th it s jvh it 
Krolik sa d I II tic barl< to lathci vou but doii t rail int, wt hive 
to count ll c linen and M>it nit Van s h inkics 

The two eldei children hav.ng loc ked the d soi (>f the I ipcQ 
bathioom fioni the inside now retired to the sccUisJon of )ts 
lateral part in a cornei between i chest of dnwer and an old 
unused mangle aIiu n the sea gictn cse of the batluoon lool m »- 
glass could jujI reach but baicty had they finished (heir violent 
and uncomfortable exertions in (h it hidden noon vvith an empty 
medicine bottle idiotKrtll/ hcalmc time on a hi If when 1 nceim 
was already calling lesonantly fiom the tub and the maid knock 
ing on the door Mile i ariMcrt wanted omc not water loo 
They tried all oorts of other tricks 

Once, for example, when Lucette had made of herself a 
particular nui ance, her nose tunning, her hand clutching at 
Van s all the time, her whimpeiing attachment to his company 
turning into a veritable obsession, Vin mustered all his (>eisua- 
sive skill, charm, eloquence, and said with conspiralorv under- 
tones ‘look, mv dear This brown book is one of my most 
treasured possessions I had a special pocket niade for it in my 
school jacket Numbeiicss fights have been fought over il with 
116 



wicked boys who wanted to steal it What we have here’ (tuining 
the pages reverently) ‘is no less than a collection of the most 
beautiful and famous short poems in the English language This 
tiny one, for example, was composed in tears forty years ago by 
the Poet Laureate Robert Blown, the old gentleman whom my 
father once pointed out to me up m the an on a cliff undei a 
cypiessjooking down on the foaming turquoise surf near Nice, an 
unfoigettabie sight for all concerned It is called “Peter and 
Margaret ’ Now you have, say’ (turning to Ada in solemn 
crusLiltation), Moitv mimites’ (‘Gise her a full hour, she can’t 
even meniori/c Mironton, nwontame') - ‘all right a full hour 
to leain thise eight lines l>v heart Yon and T (whispering) ‘are 
going to provv. to vour ntist> arrogant ’^istcr that stupid little 
1 ucette can do anything If (lightly brushiiTJ hci bobbed hair 
with his lips), ‘ if, mv sweet you can recite n and confound Ada 
hv not makine one siritde slip you must be careful about the 
‘ lieie-thcrc and the “this that ,andever> olhci detail -//you 
can do it then I shall give you this valuable book toi keeps ’ 
(‘Let hti irv the one about hnding a feather and scemg Peacock 
plain ’ said Ada duly ‘it s a bit haiou ') No no, she and [ 
have alicady chosen that little ballad All light Now go m 
hcie’ (i>penine a door) ‘and don’t c^me out until I call you. 
Otherwise, you’ll lorfeit the icwaid, and will regret the loss all 
your life ’ 

‘Oh, Van, how lovelv of von ' sad 1 ucette, slowh entering 
her loom, with her bemused eyes <.innmg the lascinating fly- 
leaf his name on it his bold flourish and his own wonderful 
diawings in ink - a black aster (( solved from a blot), a done 
column (disguising a more ribald design), a delicate leafless 
lice (as seen from a slassn^om window) and seveial profiles of 
boys iCheshcat, Zogdog, I ancvtari, and Ada-likc Van himself) 

Van hastened to loin Ada iii (lie attic At that moment he felt 
quite proud ol his stiatagom He was to recall it 'Mth a fatidic 
shivei seventeen years later when I uce» c in her last note to 
him, mailed from Pans to his Kingston addiess on June 2, 1901, 
‘just tn case,’ wrote 

‘1 kept for years - it must be in my Ardis nursery - the anth- 
ology yon once gave me, and the little poem you wanted me to 
leain by heart is stdl word-pcifect m a safe place of my jambled 
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mind, with the packers trampling on my things, and upsetting 
crates, and voices calling, time to go, time to go Find it in 
Brown and praise me again for my eight-year-old intelligence as 
you and happy Ada did that distant day, that day somewhere 
tinkling on its shelf like an empty little bottle Now read on. 

‘Here, said the t'udc was the field, 

1 here he said w ts the ^ood. 

This IS where Peter kneeled 
That ' where the Prineess stood. 

No the visitoi said, 

you are the ghost old guide 

Oats ind lak may be dead. 

But sht IS by rn> side ’ 
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Van regretted thit bt lu t I ettro\alam!tv (Tinsitclh’s old 
joKe*) wis banned di over thi world its vu » name h oing t>e 
comt a dirt) word aniont^ upper uppcr-( las^ tiimiic^ iiii the 
Bnti‘‘h and Brazilian si use) to which the Veen and Duim inovs 
happened to belong md had been icpldwed by ilaboiate sur 
logitcs onl> IP those vtr) important utilities telephone^ 
motors - whd cNe ^ well a nuinbu of gadget for win n pUm 
folks hanker with lolline^ tongues biralhing fastei than gundogs 
(loi It s quite a long sentineck such tnilcs a*’ tape rciordeis the 
favorite toys ol his and Adas giandsiie' (Pi n<e /emski had 
one for every bed oi his harem ol schoolgirls) were not nianu- 
factuied any more, exeept in Tartary where they had evolved 
^mimnchi (‘talking minarets) of a secret make Had our 
erudite lovers been allowed by common propiiety and common 
law to knock into working order the mysteiioiis box they hid 
once discovered in their magic attic, they might have »*e< orded 
(so as to replay, eight decades later) Cjiorgio Vanvitclli’s ai las as 
well as Van Veen s conversations with his sweethcait Here, for 
example, is what they might have heaid today - with amusement, 
embarrassment, sorrow, wonder 
(Narrator, on that summer day soon after they had entered the 
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kissing phase of their much too premature and in many ways 
fatal romance. Van and Ada were on their way to the Gun 
Pavilion alias Shooting Gallery, where they had located, on its 
upper stage, a tiny. Oriental-style room with bleary glass cases 
that had once lodged pistols and daggers - judging by the shape 
of dark imprints on the faded velvet - a pretty and melancholy 
recess, rather musty, with a cushioned window seat and a stuffed 
Parluggian Owl on a side shelf, next to an empty beer bottle left 
by some dead old gardener, the year of the obsolete brand being 
1842 .) 

‘Don’t jingle them,’ she said, ‘wc are watched by Lucettc, 
whom I’ll strangle some day.' 

They walked through a grove and past a grotto. 

Ada said: ‘Officially we arc maternal cousins, and cousins 
can marry by special decree, 1/ they promise to sterilize their 
first five children. But, moreover, the falher-in-Iaw of my mother 
was the brother of your grandfather. Right?’ 

‘That’s what I'm told,' sitid Van serenely. 

‘Not sufficiently distant,’ she mused, ‘or is it?’ 

‘ Far enough, fair enough.’ 

‘Funny - I saw that verse in small violet letters before you 
put it into orange ones - just one second liefore you spoke. 
Spoke, smoke. Like the puff preceding a distant cannon 
shot.’ 

‘Physically,’ she continued, ‘wc are more like twins than 
cousin.s, and twins or even siblings can't marry, of course, or 
will be jailed and “alteied,'’ rf they persevere.’ 

‘Unlass,’ said Van, ‘they are specially decreed cousins.’ 

(Van was already unlocking the door - die green dixir against 
which they were to bang so often with boneless fists in their later 
separate dreams.) 

Another time, on a bicycle ride (with several pauses) along 
wood trails and country roads, .soon after the night of the 
Burning Barn, but before they had come across the herbarium 
in the attic, and found confirmation of something both had 
forefelt in an obscure, amusing, bodily rather than moral way, 
Van casually mentioned he was born in Switzerland and had 
been abroad twice in his boyhood. She had been once, she said. 
Most summers she spent at Ardis; most winters in their Kaluga 
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town home - two upper stories in the former Zemski chertog 
(palazzo). 

In 1880, Van, aged ten, had traveled in silver trains with 
showerbaths, accompanied by his father, his father’s beautiful 
secretary, the secretary’s eighteen-ycar-old white-gloved sister 
(with a bit part as Van’s English governess and milkmaid), and 
his chaste, angelic Russian tu*or, Andrey Andreevich Aksakov 
(‘AAA’), to gay resorts in Louisiana and Nevada. AAA ex- 
plained, he remembered, to a Negro lad with whcim Van had 
scrapped, that Pushkin and Dumas had African blood, upon 
which the lad showed AAA his tongue, a new interesting trick 
which Van emulated at the earliest ticcasion and was slapped by 
the younger of the Misses Fortune, put it back in your face, sir, 
she said. He also recalled hearing a cummerbunded Dutchman 
in the hotel hall telling another that Van's father, who had just 
passed whistling one of his three tunes, vs as a famous ‘camler’ 
(camel driver - shami^s having been imported recently No 
‘gambler’). 

Before his boarding-school days started, his^fallier’s prelty 
house, in Florentine style, between t^o vacant hits (S l*ark Lane 
in Manhattan;, had been \ 'an’s winter home (two giant guai-ds 
were soon to rise on both sides of it, ready to fr(')g -march it 
away), unless they journeyed abroad. Summers in Radugalet, 
the ‘other Ardis,’ were so much colder and duller than those 
here in this, Ada's, Ardis. Once he even jpent both winter and 
summer there; il must have been m 1878. 

Of course, of course, because that was the first time, Ada 
recalled, she had glimpsed him. In his little white sailor suit and 
blue sailor cap. {Vn regu/icr angeiochek, commented Van in the 
Raduga jargon.) He was eight, she was six. llnclc Dan had 
unexpectedly expressed the desire to revisit the old estate At the 
last moment Marina had said she’d come too, despite Dan's 
protests, and had lifted little Ada, hopla, with her hoop, into the 
caleche. They took, she imagined, the train from Ladoga to 
Raduga, for she remembered the way the station man with the 
whistle around his neck went along the platform, past the 
coaches of the stopped local, banging shut doo** after door, all 
six doors of every carriage, each of which consisted of six one- 
window carrosscs of pumpkin origin, fused together. It was, Van 
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suggested, a ‘tower in the mist’ (as she called any good recol- 
lection), and then a conductor walked on the running board of 
every coach with the train also running and opened doors all 
over again to give, punch, collect tickets, and lick his thumb, and 
change money, a hell of a job, but another ‘mauve tower.’ Did 
they hire a motor landaulet to Radugaiet? Ten miles, she 
guessed. Ten versts, said Van. She stood corrected. He was out, 
he imagined, na pro^ulke (promenading) in the gloomy firwood 
with Aksakov, his tutor, and Bagrov’s grandson, a neighbor’s 
bov, whom he teased and pinched and made horrible fun of, a 
nice quiet little fellow who quietly massacred moles and anything 
else with lur on, probably pathological However, w'hcn they 
arrived, it became instantly clear that Demon had not exf)ected 
ladies. He was on the teirace drinking goldwinc (sweet whisky) 
with an orphan he had adopted, he said, a lovely Irish wild rose 
in whom Marina at once recognized an impudent scullery maid 
who had briefly worked at Ardis Hall, and had been rasished by 
an unknr'wn gentleman - v\ho was now well-knovn. Jn those 
days Uncle Dan w'orc a monocle in gay-dog cop> of his cousin, 
and this he screwed in to view Rose, wiioni perhap'^ he had also 
been promised (here Van interrupted his interlocutor telling her 
to mind her vocabulary). The party was a disaster The orphan 
languidly took off her pearl earring.s for Marina's apt^raisal. 
Grandpa Bagrov hobbled in from a nap in the boudoir and 
m»slook Manna for a f^randc cocotte as the enraged lady con- 
jectured later wnen she ha<l a chance to get ,it poor Dan. Instead 
of slaying for the night, Manna stalked off and called Ada who, 
having been told to ‘play in the garden,' v\as mumbling and 
numbering in raw-flesh red the while trin.ks of a row of young 
birches with Ro.se’s purloined lipstick m the preamble to a game 
she now could not remember - what a pit>, said Van - when her 
mother swept her back straight to Aidis in the same taxi leaving 
Dan - to his devices and vices, in.serted Van - and a i riving home 
at sunrise. But, added Ada, just before being whisked away and 
deprived of her traycm (tossed out b> Marina k chertyam 
sohach'inu to hell's hounds - and it did remind one of Rose’s 
terrier that had kept trying to hug Dan's leg) the charming 
glimpse was granted her of tiny Van, with another sweet boy, 
and blonc'-bcardccl, white-bloused Aksakov, walking up to the 
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house, and, oh yes, she had forgotten her hoop - no, it was still 
in the taxi. But, personally, Van had not the slightest recollection 
of that visit or indeed of that particular summer, because his 
father’s life, anyway, was a rose garden all the time, and he had 
been caressed by ungloved lovely hands more than once himself, 
which did not interest Ada. 

Now what about 1881, when the girls, aged eight-nine and 
five, respectively, had been taken to the Riviera, to Switzerland, 
to the Italian lakes, with Marina’s friend, the theatrical big shot. 
Gran D. du Mont (the ‘D’ also stood for Duke, his mother’s 
maiden name, ties hohereaux iriandais, Quoi), traveling discreetly 
on the next Mediterranean Express or next Simplon oi next 
Orient, or whatever other train de luxe carried the three Veens, 
an English governess, a Russian nurse and two maids, while a 
scmi-divorced Dan went to some place in equatorial Africa to 
photograph tigers (>\hich he was surprised not to see) and other 
notorious wild animals, trained to cross the motorist's path, as 
well as some plump black girls in a traveling-agent's gracious 
home m the wilds of Mozambique. She could lecijlicct, of course, 
w'hen she and her sister played ‘note-comparing,* much better 
than Lucette such things as itineraries, spectacular flora, fashions, 
the covered galleries with all sorts of shops, a handsome sun- 
tanned man with a black mustache who kept staring at her from 
his corner in the restaurant of Geneva’s Manhattan Palace; but 
Lucette, though so much younger, remembered heaps ol baga- 
telles, little ‘turrets’ and flltlc ‘bands,’ biryid'ki proMa^o. She 
w'as, vette Lurett(% like the girl in Ah, cette Line (a popular novel), 
‘a macedoine of intuition, stupidity, naivete and cunning,’ By 
the way, she had confessed, Ada had made her confess, that il 
was, as Van had suspected, the other way round - that when they 
retuined to the damsel in distress, she was in all haste, not freeing 
herself, but actually trying to tie herself up again after breaking 
loose and spying on them through the larches. ‘Good Lord,’ said 
Van, ‘ that explains the angle of the soap I ’ Oh, what did it matter, 
who cared, Ada only hoped the poor little thing would be as 
happy at Ada’s age as Ada was now, my love, my love, my love, 
my love. Van hoped the bicycles parked in the bushes did not 
show their sparkling metal through the leaves to some passenger 
on the forest road. 
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After that, they tried to settle whether their ways had merged 
somewhere or run closely parallel for a bit that year in Europe. 
In the spring of 1881, Van, aged eleven, spent a few months with 
his Russian tutor and Enelish valet at his grandmother's villa 
nea^ Nice, while Demon was having a much better time in Cuba 
than Dan was at Mocuba In lune, Van was taken to Hoience, 
and Rome, and Capii, where his father turned up for a brief 
spell They parted again. Demon sailing buck to America, and 
Van with his tutor going hrst to liardone on Lake Garda where 
Aksakov reverently pointed out Goethe’s and d’Annun/io’s 
m<iible footprints, and then staying for a while in autumn at a 
hotel on a mountain slope above Lemar Lake (where Karamzin 
and Count lolstoy had loamcd) Did Manna lUSfx^ct that Van 
was somewheie m the sanie gencial area as she ihroi ghoul 1881 ^ 
Probably no Both girls had scarlet fever in ( annes while Manna 
was in Spain v ith her Grandee After caiefullv matching mem- 
ories, \an and Ada concluded that it wd^ not impo^^siblc that 
somewhere along a winoiiiu Ruicm load thc^ passed eich other 
lu rented vietonas that both remembeied were green, with 
gree i harnessed IioinC'*, ot perhap m two chderent tram**, eomg 
perhatis the ^aine wa> the iittle girl it the window ot one 
sleeping ear lool^iiigai the brown sleeper ol a parallel tram which 
graduallv diverged toward >parkiing stretvhcs e'f >ea that the 
liPle bo\ c<»uld >ee or the other side ol the track ^ The contin- 
penev was too mild to he roina itic no* did the possihiht> of their 
having walked oi run p^st t le i oiho*- on the quav of a Swiss 
town afford a».y i thrill But as Van easuallv direeied the 

jcarehhght of backihought into that ma/ of ihe past where the 
miiro) hned nano a p iths not onh took (Mffcicnl tuins, hi ( used 
different levels (as a mule-d*awn eait pisses under the arch of a 
viaduct along which a motor '.kims bv) he frgind himself tackling, 
m still vague and idle fashion, the science that was to obsess his 
mall re ycMis problems ot space and time, spa^e nctsus time, 
tmie-twistcd space, space as time, time is space ard space 
bieaking awa\ tn»m lime, in the unal tru i triumph of human 
cogitation I am because 1 die 

‘ But r/rrr,' exclaimed Ada, 'is certain this is reality, this is pure 
face this forest, this moss, vour hand, the ladybird on mv leg, 
this cannot he taken away, can it > (it will, it was) 7hi\ has all 
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come together here^ no matter how the paths twisted, and fooled 
each other, and got fouled up, they inevitably met here^’ 

‘We must now find our bicycles,’ said Van, ‘we are lost “in 
another part of the forest 

‘Oh, let's not return yet,’ bhe cried, ‘oh, wait ’ 

‘But I want to make sure of our whereabouts and when- 
abouts,’ said Van ‘ It is a philosophical need ’ 

The day was darkening, a beaming vestige of sunlight lingered 
in a western strip of the overcast sky we have all seen the person 
who after gaily greeting a fi lend crosses the stiect with that smile 
still fresh on his face to be eclipsed by the stare of the sti anger 
who might base missed the cause and mistaken the tflect for the 
bright leer of madness Ha\mg worked out that metaphor Van 
and Ada decided it was really time to go home As they rode 
through Gamlet, the sight of a Russian uaktir gave such a prod 
to their hunger th«it they dismounted and entered the dim little 
tavein A uiachman dunking tea fiom the saucer, holding it up 
to his loud lips in his large claw, came straight fiom a prct/el- 
strmg of old novels There was nobody else m4he steamy hole 
save a keo^hitfcd woman pleading with {iif!:o\ati\a\ivh(ha\(i) a 
leg-dangling lad in a rod shirt to get on with his fish soup She 
piovcd to be the //c/A//r-kccper and losc, ‘wiping her hands on 
hei apron,’ to bring Ada (whom she recogni/ed at once) and \ an 
(whom she supposed, not incnirettly, to be the little ehtiltiiine ^ 
‘young man ) some small Russian-tvpe ‘hamburgers ^.allcd 
hitothki taeh devouied hall a do/cn of them - then they 
retrieved their bikes from undei the jasmins to pedal on They 
had to light their carbide lamps They made a last pause hctoic 
reaching the darkness of Ardis Park 

B> a kind of lyiical coincidence thev found Manna and Mile 
Lanvieie having evening tea in the seldorn-used Russian st>Ie 
glassed m verandah The novelist, who was now quite restored, 
but still in flowery neglige, had iust finished reading her new stoiy 
in Its fiist fair copy (to be typed on the morrow) to Tokay-sipping 
Marina, who had Ic \in tnste and was much affected b> the 
suicide of the gentleman "au cou rouf^e et pumant ik \euj encote 
plein de seve'* who, frightened by his victim’s fright, so to speak, 
had compressed too hard the throat of the littl girl he had raped 
in a moment of ^gloutonnene unpardonmhle » 
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Van drank a glass of milk and suddenly felt such a wave of 
delicious exhaustion invading his limbs that he thought he’d go 
straight to bed ""Tant pis said Ada reaching voraciouslv for 
the h(ks (fnglish fniil cake) Hammock^ she inquired, but 
totlciing Van shook hi’^ htad, and having kissed Manna s melan- 
chol> hmd retired 

[ant pis ’ repeated Ada and with invincible appetite slatted 
to linear butter all over the yolk tinted lough surface and rich 
inciust ition^ raisins inpclica candied cherrv, cediat - of a 
thu k slice of cake 

Mile I irivicrc ^^lIO was following Ada s movements with awe 
and disgust iid 

/{ /< u U n (St pas pi^ssihh au on nuttc du hciifK pai tics ««• 
toiiu (ctu pat( hntannirpu massf indiffistc itimmondi 
It c m\t (pti lapumuri ttanefn s id 'da 
‘Do sou wan* a spnnl< It of c hn im n on ' ^ur hit aiUc 
asKd Maiini ^ ou knov Belle ttuiring n Mlk L i ivicic), 
^>hc j^cd to e ill It sanded -tU )\v wlu he Aa® a bab> 

She Si never t bihv siid Belle eiiphuht ih> She could 
I r iK the b ick of hei ponv htfo c ne c u d v 

1 wondei isked M iimi ho \ i nns miles vou rode lo have 
our Uhletc Irained thoioughlv 

Onl> sesen replied Ad* will i munt h snile 
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On i ^unn> September morning with t c tree‘s stiH ereen but 
tin istcrs iiid fleibane' ilic ids tikfiu o\ti in difeh «nd dalk, 
\ in s.{ out tci Icdigi N \ n spend a tortni«hT Iheie with 
his I ithi r ind tnoe tutors hcioie returning to school m cold 
1 ug M ivne 

Van kiSsed Lueette on tieh dimple and then oi the neck - 
and winked to prmi laiiviert who looker i Marini 

It w IS tune lo go Thev saw him off Manna in hti shlaftok^ 
1 nettle petting (substituliondll> > Daek Mile Laiivitre who did 
noi know vet th U Van had left bch nd in inscribed book she had 
given hm Oit the eve, arid a score of copiously tipped servants 
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(among whom we noticed kitchen Kim with his camera) - 
practically the entire household, except Blanche who had the 
headache, and dutiful Ada who had asked to be excused, having 
promised to visit an infirm villager (she had a heart of gold, 
that child, leally - as Manna so willingly, so wisely used to 
observe) 

Van’s black trunk and black suitcase, and black king-size 
dumbbells, were heaved into tne back ot the lamily motoicar; 
Bouteillan put on a captain’s cap, too big foi him, and gi ape- 
blue goggles, 'rcmouvez \ofte bottom, I will drive,’ said Van - 
and the summer of 1 884 was over. 

‘She rolls sweetly, sii,’ remarked Bouteillan in his quaint old- 
fashioned Lnglish "Jons h's pm us sont nettfs^ but, alas, Iheie are 
many stones on the \\a>, and youth drives fast Monsieur should 
be prudent The winds of the wilderness arc indiscreet JlI un lis 
sau\ai^e ionfiant au dewft 

‘Quite the old comed> retainer, aren’t you*^ remarked Van 
duly 

"Non, Monsiiur," answered Bouteillan, holdin# on to his cap 
‘Awi font sunplement i aum hten MnnsKur it sa (h nun sc Hr ^ 

*If said Van, ‘you’re thinking ot little Blanche, then >ou'd 
better quote LXIillc not to me, but to your son, who 11 knock 
her up in> day now ’ 

The t)ld hrenchman glanced at Van askance, poJic ml ftuhami 
(chewed his lips), but said nothing 

‘One Will stop h<re fi)r a ffw minutes,' said Van, as they 
reached Toiest bork, just bevond Ardis 1 intend tr) pjx k some 
boletc*- for 1 athar to whom I shall ceitainl> (Bouteillan having 
sketched a com (eons gesture) transmit vour salute I his haiul- 
biake must have been damn it - in use before Louis the Six- 
teenth migiated to tngland ’ 

‘It needs to be greased,’ said Bouteillan and consulted his 
watch, ‘yes, wc have ample time to catch the 9 04 ’ 

Van plunged into the dense undergiowth. He wore a silk 
shirt, a velvet jacket, black breeches, riding bools with star spurs 
- and this attire was hardly convenient toi making A/v zclB 
AoyxBno wkh ftwzxtn dc/ct kzwAAqvo a ^wttp vq wjfhm Ada 
in a natural bower of aspens; xliC mujzikml alter which she 
said: 
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“Yes - so as not to fotget Here's the formula for our cor- 
respondence Leain this by heart and then eat it up like a good 
little spy.’ 

* Paste re^iante both ways; and i want at least three letters a 
week, my white love ’ 

ft was the Hrsl time he had seen her in that luminous frock 
nearly as flimsy as a nightgown She had braided hei hair, and 
he said she resembled the young soprano Maiia Ku/netsova in 
the lettei scene in Tschchaikow's opeia OtiLgin and Olya 

\d<i, df>ing her ternmme best to retrain and divert her sobs 
bv transtoiming them into cmolu»nal t>clama*ion^ pointed out 
some accuised insect that had settled on an aspen tiunk 

(Atcuiscd ^ icetnsed fi wa^ the newls dcAnbcd, fantastii ally 
ran \^anessirtn, Nxmphalis danaus Nab c iant»c-brt*w»i, with 
black-and-white foreMps, mimicking, as its dncovcrei Professor 
Nahomdin of Bahvlon ( olleirc, Nebraska, leah/cd, not the 
Monaich hittcifl> direidv, hut the Monaich thtouiih the 
Viccios, one of the Msiiuich'*^ Nst known lUiitatiM'^ In Ada's 
anciv hand ) 

‘TfMiionow vou'll com#' here with your tretn ne^' said Van 
hnierly, nn bultciflv' 

She kissed him all ovei the face, sue kissvd hi hand^ then 
again hr lips his eyelids, his soft hlick hair lie kissed her 
ankles, her knees, her s(»tt bld< k harr 

‘When, mv love, wheti agam ’ fi I uga ’ Kaluga'^ ladoga? 
S\ hcri, when ' 

‘Ihat's not the pennt ’ cried Nan ‘the point, the point, the 
point is will YOU be faiti tui, will be iitblul t(> ire 

'Vou spit, love,’ said wa*'-smiling Aila, wiping’ of' the J''s and 
the h\ I don't know I ad >ic vou 1 diall ncvci love anybody 
111 my life a^ I adoie you, never and iiowhere, neithci m eternity, 
noi in icircnitv, neiihei in I adore, nor on Icria whore the\ say 
our souls go But^ But, my love, rnv Van, 1 m physva*, honibly 
physical, I don t know, J’ni frank, qu \ * ^ Oh dear, don't 
ask me, there’* a girl in my school who s m love with me, I 
don’t know what I'm saving 

‘The gills don’t matter,’ said Van, ‘it's the fellows I’ll kill 
if they come near you LdSt night 1 ti icd to make a poem about 
It for you, but 1 ca^'t write verse; it begins, it only begin' . Ada, 
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our ardors and arbors - but the rest is all fog, tiy to fancy the 
rest ’ 

They embraced one last time, and without looking back he 
fled 

Stumbling on melons, fiercely beheading the tall arrogant 
fennels with his iiding crop. Van returned to the Forest Fork. 
Mono, his favorite black hoi te, stood waiting for him, held by 
young Moore He thanked the groom with a handful of Stellas 
and galloped off, his gloves wet with tears. 
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For their coriespondence in the fiist period of separation. Van 
and Ada hid imenled a code ^^hIch they kepi perfecting during 
the next fifteen months after Van left Ardis Ihe entire period 
of that >cparation was to span almost four vtars ( out black 
rainbow,' Ada termed it), from September, IBS'^to Juik, 1888, 
with two brief interludes of intolciable bliss (in August 1885 
and June, 1886) and a couple (»f chance meetings ( through a 
gnile of rain’) Codes art a bore to describe, yet a tew basic 
details must be reluctantly given 
One-letter words remained undisguised In any longer word 
each letter was repi iccd by the one succeeding il in the alphabt't 
at suvh an ordinal point second, thud, fourth, and so forth - 
which corresponded to tht number of letters in that word 
Thus 'love, d four-letter woid, became pszt^ (‘p being the 
fourth letter after I m the alphabetic senes, ‘s the fourth after 
‘o,’ et cetera), whilst, sav ‘lovely (in which the longer stretch 
made it ncccs^^ary, in two instances, to resume the alphabet after 
exhausting it) became ‘rwfiArZT,' where the letters overflowing into 
the new alphabetic senes were eapitali/ed B, for instance, 
standing for ‘v’ whose substitute had Ui he the sixth letter 
(‘lovely consists of six letters) coming after it wxy^AB, and 
‘y’ going still deeper into that next scries zABCDE There is an 
awful moment in popular books on cosmic theories (that breezily 
begin with plain straightforward chatty paragraphs) when there 
suddenly start to spiout mathematical formulas, which iinmedi- 
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ately blind one’s brain Wc do not go as fai as that here If the 
description of our lovers’ code (the ‘our’ may constitute a 
souice of iintaiion m its own right, hut never mind) with a little 
more attention and a little less antipathy, the simplest-minded 
reader will, one li lists, undeistand that overflowing’ into the 
next ABC business 

Unfoitunatelv, complications arose Ada suggested certain 
impiovemcnts, such as beginning eMi> message in ciphered 
I rcnch then, switching to cipheied bnglish after (he tirst two- 
le**cr »\ord, switching back to t itinh after tht first three-letter 
woiil and reshuining the sh iitlc with addilional variations. 
Owing to these improseincnts the me sages became e en harder 
to rcail than to wiite e^pcciillv as both Ci rresponden^s, in the 
esasperatirn of tender pa>Mor minted .ifti rfhoughfs, deleted 
phrases lophiased lnsertlon^ ind icinsrated deletions with mis- 
spellings and rniscodmgs owine as miu h to their struggle with 
inevpiC'.'iihl^ distress as ti' their nvticompliealme it< eivplogram. 

Ill the -iCtond pen<»d ol sipaiation, begii ning in 1886, the 
coile was radic ills aimed Both Vair tnri Ada still know by 
h» art the «>t\enlv two linis of Vluvuls Flic Crarden and the 
)o«fv linc' of Rimbaud’s Mwmoirc It was from those two 
texts that thev chose the icttei^^ of the woids ihev needed For 
L\ample, /I H /I 2 20 '2 S mian' l»vc aith / and the number 
follow ii*g 11 dinotinv» the line in thi \1ai\eII poem, and the 
next number gi\ mg tlu' position »>t llw Icltu in that line /2 II, 
meaning ‘tlevinll Icttei m v eoivl line I hold this to he pictty 
deal , and when, foi lot ^akc of misleading vai'eiv, the Rimbaud 
po(.m was used tlu Ictiei dt noting tli line would simply be 
capit ili/ed Again this is a nuisance to t vplam ctnii the explana 
tion IS fun to lead only loi the puiposc (thwaited, f am afraid) of 
looking tor eiiors in the example^ An\wa\. it soon proved to 
have detects e\en muu tCiiou than those of the tiist code. 
SecLiiity demmded rhev should not possess the ooems in print 
Ol sciipt l(U consult ilion and however m irvelous their power of 
retention Nvas, en )rs wcie bound to ineic sv' 

Thc\ wrote to eai h olhei in the course of 1886 as often as 
before, never less than a Icttei pci week, but, curiously enough, 
in then thud period of separation, from lanuarv, 1887, to 
June, 1888 (after ’ vci ^ long long-distance call and a ve*-y brief 

129 



meeting), their letters grew scarcer, dwindling to a mere twenty 
in Ada's case (with only two or three in the spring of 1 888) and 
about twice as many coming from Van. No passages from the 
correspondence can be given here, since all the letters were 
destroyed in 1889. 

(1 suggest omitting this little chapter altogether. Ada’s note.) 
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‘Marina gives me a glowing account of you and says uzhe 
chuvstvuetsya oscn\ Which is very Russian. Your grandmother 
would repeat regularly that ‘alrcady-is-to-be-felt-autumn’ re- 
mark every year, at the same time, even on the ht>ttcst day of 
the season at Villa Armina. Manna never realized it was an 
anagram of the sea, not of her. You look splendid, sinok moy, 
but I can well imagine how fed up you must be with her two 
little girls. Therefore, 1 have a suggestion 

‘Oh, I liked them enormously,’ purred Van. ‘hspecially dear 
little Lucette.’ 

‘ My suggestion is, come with me to a cocktail party today. It 
is given by the excellent widow of an obscure Major de Prey - 
obscurely related to our late neighbor, a fine shot but the light 
was bad on the Common, and a meddlesome garbage collector 
hollered at the wrong moment. Well, that excellent and influential 
lady who wishes to help a friend of mine’ (clearing his throat) 
‘has, I’m told, a daughter of fifteen summers, called Cordula, 
who is sure to recompense you for playing Blindmaifs Bull all 
summer with the babes of Ardis Wood. 

‘Wc played mostly Scrabble and Snap,’ said Van. ‘Is the 
needy friend also in my age group?’ 

‘She's a budding Duse,’ replied Demon austerely, ‘and the 
party is strictly a “prof push.” You'll stick to Cordula de Prey, 
I, to Cordelia O'Leary.’ 

^D'accord,' said Van. 

Cordula's mother, an overripe, overdressed, overpraised com- 
edy actress, introduced Van to a Turkish acn bat with tawny 
hairs on his beautiful orang-utan hands and the fiery eyes of a 
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charlatan - which he was not, being a great artist in his circular 
field. Van was so taken up by his talk, by the training tips he 
lavished on the eager boy, and by envy ambition, respect and 
other youthful emotions, that he had little lime for Cordula, 
round-faced, small, dumpy, in a turtle-neck sweater of dark-red 
wool, or even for the stunning young lady on whose bare back 
the paternal hand kept resting lightly as Demon steered her 
toward this or that useful guest. But that very same evening Van 
ran into C’ordula in a booksh()p and she said, ‘By the way. 
Van - I can call you that, can't I ? Your cousin Ada is my school- 
nitiic. Oh, ycN. Now, explain, please, what did you do to our 
dilhcult Ada? In her very first letter from Ardis, she positively 
gushed - our Ada gushed! - about how sweet, clever, unusual, 
irresistible 

‘Silly girl. When was that?’ 

‘In June, I imagine. She wrote again later, but her reply - 
because I was quite jealous of yovi really ! was^ - and had fired 
back Jots of questions ~ well, her reply W'as evasive, and prac- 
tically void of Van.’ 

Fie looked her over more closely than he had done before. He 
bad read somewhere (we might recall the precise title if we tried, 
not Tiltil, that’s in Blue Beard . . ,) that a man can recognize a 
i.eshian, young and alone (because a tailored old pair can fool 
no one), by a combination of three characteristics: slightly 
trembling hands, a cold-in-the-head voice, and that skidding-in- 
panic of tlie eyes if you happen to scan with obvK)us appraisal 
such charms as the occasion might force her to show (lovely 
shoulders, for instance). Nothing whatever of all that (yes - 
MytilenL\ petite is/e, by Louis Picrrc) seemed to apply to Cordula, 
who wore a ‘garbotosh’ (belted mackintosh) over her terribly 
unsmart turtle and held both hands deep in her pockets as she 
challenged his stare. Her bobbed hair was of a neutral shade 
bctw'cen dry straw and damp. Her light blue iris cotild be matched 
by millions of similar eyes in pigment-poor families of French 
Hstoty. Her mouth was doll-pretty w'hcn consciously closed in a 
mannered pout so as to bring out what portraitists call the two 
‘sickle folds’ which, at their best, are oblong dimples and, at 
their worst, the creases down the well-chillcd cheeks of felt- 
booted applc-cart girls. When her lips parted, as they did now, 
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they revealed braced teeth, which, however, she quickly remem- 
bered to shutter 

‘My cousin Ada,’ said Van, ‘is a little girl of eleven or twelve, 
and much too young to fall in love with anybody, except people 
in books Yes, 1 too found her sweet A trifle on the blue- 
stocking side, perhaps, and, at the same time, impudent and 
capricious - but, yes, sweet ’ 

*1 wonder,’ murmured Cordula, with such a nice nuance of 
pensive tone that Van could not tell whether she meant to close 
the subject, or leave it ajar or open a new one 
‘How could 1 get in touch with you‘>’ he asked Would you 
come to Riverlane*^ Are you a virgin*?' 

‘1 don t date hoodlums, she replied calmly, ‘but you can 
always ‘contact” me through Ada We are not m the same class, 
in more ways than one’ (laughing), ‘she’s a little genius I m a 
plain American ambivcrt, but wc arc enrolled in the s ime Ad- 
vanced Fiencli group, and the Advanced frciieh group is as- 
signed the same dormitory so that a do/en blondes Ihiee 
brunettes and one redhead 1 1 Rousse can whmpei French in 
their sleep (laughing alone) 

‘What fun Okay, thanks The even numl»er means bunks, 1 
guess Well, 1 11 be seeing you as the hoods say ’ 

In his next eoded letter to Ada Van inquired if C ordiila might 
not be the lezbmttochka mentioned b> Ada with such unnccess uy 
guilt 1 would as soon be jealous of your own lutlt hind Ada 
replied, ‘What rot, lease what s-hci-nanie out of *t but even 
though Van did not yet know how heicely untruthful Ada could 
be when shielding an accomplice Van remained unconvinced 
The rules of her school weie old-fashioncd and strict to the 
point of lunacy, but they reminded Manna nostalgically of the 
Russian Institute for Noble Maidens in Yukonsk (where she had 
kept breaking them with much more ease and success than Ada 
or Cordula or Grace could at Brownhill) Girls were allowed to 
sec hoy^ at hideous teas with pink cakes m the headmistress’s 
Reception Room three or four times per term, and any girl of 
twelve or thirteen could meet a gentleman’s son in a certified 
milk-bar, just a few blocks away, every third Sunday, in the 
company of an older girl of irreproachable mo als 
Van braced himself to see Ada thus, hoping to use his magic 
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wand for transforming whatever young spinster came along into 
a spoon or a turnip. Those ‘dates’ had to be approved by the 
victim’s mother at least a fortnight in advance. Soft-toned Miss 
Cleft, the headmistress, rang up Marina who told her that Ada 
could not possibly need a chaperone to go out with a cousin who 
had been her sole companion on day-long rambles throughout 
the summer. ‘That’s exactly it,’ Cleft rejoined, ‘two young 
ramblers are exceptionally prone to intertwine, and a thorn is 
always close to a bud.’ 

‘But they are practically brother and sister,’ ejaculated Marina, 
tlunking as many stupid people do that ‘practically’ works both 
ways - reducing the truth of a statement and making a truism 
sound like the truth. ‘Which only increases the peril,’ said soft 
Cleft. ‘Anyway, I'll compromise, and tell dear C'ordula de Prey 
to make a third : she admires Ivan and adores Ada - consequently 
can only add zest to the zipper’ (stale slang - stale even then). 

‘Gracious, what figlhtniglV (mimscy-fimsey), said Marina, 
afte- having liung up. 

In a dark mood, unwarned of what to expect (strategic fore- 
knowledge might have helped to face the<»rdeal), Van waited for 
Ada in the school lane, a dismal back alley ^Mth puddles reflecting 
a sullen sky and the fence of the hockey ground. A local high- 
school boy, ‘dressed to kill,’ stood near the gate, a little way off, 
a fellow waiter. 

Van was about to march back to the station when Ada appeared 
- with Cordiila. La bonne iurptise! Van greeted (hem with a show 
of horrible heartiness (‘And how goes it with you. sweet cousin? 
Ah, Cordula! Who’s the chaperone, yo^, or Miss Veen?’). The 
sweet cousin sported a shiny black raiiicc'ai and a down-brimmed 
oilcloth hat as if somebody was to be salvaged from the penis of 
life oi sea. A tiny round patch did not quite hide a pimple on one 
side of her chin. Her breath smelled of ether. Her mood was even 
blacker than his. He cheerily guessed it would rain Jt did - hard. 
Cordula remarked that his trench coat v^iis chic. She did not 
think it worth while to go back for umbrellas - their delicious 
goal was just round the corner. Van said corners \\ere never 
round, a tolerable quip. Cordula laughed. Ada did not: there were 
no survivors, apparently. 

The milk-bar proved to be so crowded that they decided to 
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walk under The Arcades toward the railway station cafe. He knew 
(but could do nothing about it) that all night he would regret having 
deliberately overlooked the fact - the main, agonizing fact - that 
he had not seen his Ada for close to three months and that in her 
last note such passion had burned that the cryptogram’s bubble 
had burst in her poor little message of promise and hope, baring 
a defiant, divine line of uncodeJ love. They were behaving now 
as if they had never met before, as if this was but a blind date 
arranged by their chaperone. Strange, malevolent thoughts 
revolved in his mind. What exactly - not that it mattered but tine’s 
pride and curiosity were at stake - what exactly had they been 
up to, those two ill-groomed girls, last term, this term, .ast night, 
every night, in their pajama-tops, amid the murmurs and moans 
of their abnormal dormitory? Should he ask? Could he find the 
right words' not to hurt Ada, while making her bed-filly know 
he despised her for kindling a child, so dark -haired and pale, coal 
and coral, leggy and limp, whimpering at the melting peak? A 
moment ago when he had seen them advancing together, plain 
Ada, seasick but dc»ing he? duty, and C’ordula, aPpIc-cankcied 
but brave, like two shackled prisoners being led into the con- 
queror’s presence, Van had promised himself to revenge deceit 
by relating in polite but minute detail the latest homosexual nr 
rather pseudo-homosexual row at his school (an upper-form boy, 
Cordula’s cousin, had been caught with a lass disguised as a lad 
in the rooms of an eclectic prefect). He would watch, the girls 
flinch, he would demand .some story from them lo match his. 
That urge had waned. He still hoped to get nd for a moment of 
dullCordula and find something cruel to make dull AdadissoKein 
bright tears. But that was prompted by his amout-propre, not by 
their sale amour. He would die with an old pun on his lips. And 
why ‘dirty’? Did he feel any Proustian pangs? None. On the 
contrary : a private picture of their fondling each other kept prick- 
ing him with perverse gratification. Before his inner bloodshot eye 
Ada was duplicated and enriched, twinned by entwincment, giving 
what he gave, taking what he took: Corada, Adula. It struck him 
that the dumpy little Countess resembled his first whoielet, and 
that sharpened the itch. 

They talked about their studies and teachers, and Van said: 

‘1 would like your opinion, Ada, and yours, Cordula, on the 
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following literary problem. Our professor of French literature 
maintains that there is a grave philosophical, and hence artistic, 
flaw in the entire treatment of the Marcel and Albertine affair. 
It makes sense if the reader knows that the narrator is a pansy, 
and that the good fat cheeks of Albertine are the good fat but- 
tocks of Albert. It makes none if the reader cannot be supposed, 
and should not be required, to know anything about this or any 
other author’s sexual habits in order to enjoy to the last drop a 
work of art. My teacher contends that if the reader knows nothing 
about Proust's perversion, the detailed description of a hetero- 
sexual male jealously watchful of a homosexual female is pre- 
posterous because a normal man would be only amused, tickled 
pink in fact, by his girl's frolics with a female partner. The pro- 
fessor concludes that a novel which can be appreciated only by 
quclque petite blanchisseuse who has examined the author’s dirty 
linen is, artistically, a failure.’ 

‘Ada, what on earth is he talking about ? Some Italian film he 
has seen?’ 

‘Van,’ said Ada m a tired voice, ‘you do not realize that the 
Advanced French Group at my school has advanced no farther 
than to Racan and Racine.' 

•forget it,’ said Van. 

‘But you\e had too much Marcel,* muttered Ada. 

The railway station had a semi-private tearoom supervised by 
the slationmaster's wife under the school’s idiotic auspices. It was 
empty, save f(»r a slendei lady in black velvet, wearing a beautiful 
black velvet picture hat. who sat with her back to them at a 
‘tonic bar’ and never once turned her head, but the thought 
brushed him that she w'as a cocolte from Toulouse. Oui damp 
trio found a nice comer table and with sighs of banal relief undid 
their raincoats. He hoped Ada would discard her heavy-scas hat 
but she did not, because she had cut her hair because of dreadful 
migraines, because she did not want him to see her in the role 
of a moribund Romeo. 

(On fait .son grand Joyce after doing one’s petit Proust. In Ada’s 
lovely hand.) 

(But read on; it is pure V.V. Note that lady! In Van’s bed- 
buvard scrawl.) 

As Ada reached for the cream, he caught and inspected her 
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dead-shamming hand We remember the Camberwell Beauty that 
lay tightly closed for an instant upon oui palm, and suddenly our 
hand was empty He saw, with satisfaction, that her fingernails 
were now long and sharp 

‘Not too sharp, arc they, my dear,’ he asked for the benefit of 
dura Cordula, who should have gone to the ‘powder room’ - a 
forlorn hope 

‘Why, no,’ said Ada 

‘\ou don’t,' he went on, unable to stop, ‘you don’t scratch 
little people when you stroke little peopl<* ^ Look at your littic 
girl friend s hand (taking it), ‘look at those dainty short nails 
(cold innocent, docile little paw *) She could not catc h hem in the 
fanciest satin oh, no could you, Ardula - T mean oidiil \ 
Both girls gigcjlcd cind ( otdula kissed Ada’s cheek \ an hardlv 
knew what iciclion he had expected, but found that simple kis'’ 
disaimmg and disappointing The sound of the rain ^^as loa in a 
growing rumble of wheels He giant ed at his watch, glantid up 
at the clock on tht wail He ^aid he was suir\ th it v^shisltain 
Not at all wrote Ada (paraphrased here) fix repK to hh 
abject apologies we lusi thought you were rtrunk, but 1 >1 never 
invite you l(» Biownhill igain, my Jove 
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The year 1880 (Aqua was st'‘l alive somehow svimewherc’) 
was to piC/vc to be the mc>si letentivc and talented one in liis 
long, too long, nivt* toe long hk He was ten His father had 
lingered in the West wheie the niany-colorcel mountains <ieieJ 
upon Van as tncy had on all soung Russians of genius He could 
solve an I uler-typc problem or learn by heart Pushkin’s ‘ Headless 
Horseman poem in less than twenty minutes With white- 
bloused, emhusiastieallY sweating Andiey Andreevich, he lolled 
for houis in the Violct shade of pink cliffs, studying major and 
minor Russian writers and puzzling out the exaggerated but, on 
the whole, complimentary allusions to his father’s volitations and 
loves in another lite in Lermontov’s diamond-fawCted tetrameters 
He struggled to keep back his tears, while AAA blew his fat red 
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nose, when shown the peasant-bare footprint of Tolstoy preserved 
in the clay of a motor court in Utah where he had written the tale 
of Murat, the Navajo chieftain, a French general’s bastard, shot 
by Cora Day in his swimming pool. What a soprano Cora had 
been! Demon took Van to the world-famous Opera House in 
Telluride in West Colorado and there he enjoyed fand sometimes 
detested) the greatest international shows - English blank- verse 
plays, French tragedies in rhymed couplets, thunderous German 
musical dramas with giants and magicians and a defecating white 
hoise. He passed through various little passions - parlor magic, 
chess, fluflF-w'eight boxing matches at fairs, stunt-riding - and of 
course those unforgettable, much too early initiations when his 
lovely young English governess expertK petted him between milk- 
shake and bed, she, petticoated, petititted, half-dressed for some 
pally with her sister and Demon and Demon’s casino-touring 
companion, bodyguard and guardian angel, monitor and adviser, 
Mr Plunkett, a reformed card-sharper. 

Mr Plunkett had been, in the summer of his adventurous years, 
one of the greatest shuler\ politely called ‘gaming conjurers,’ 
both in England and America At forty, in the midale of a draw- 
poker session he had been betrayed by a fainting fit of cardiac 
origin (which allowed, alas, a bad loser’s dirty hands to go through 
his pockets), and spent several years in prison, had become re- 
convet ted to the Roman faith of his forefathers and, upon complet- 
iiig his term, had dabbled in missionar>’ work, written a hand- 
book on conjuring, conducted bridge columns in various papers 
and done some sleuthing for the police (he had two stalwart sons 
in the force). The outrageous ravages of iime and some surgical 
tampering with his rugged features had made his giay face not 
more attractive but at least uniecognizable to ail but a few old 
cronies, who now shunned his chilling company, anyway. To 
Van he was even more fascinating than King Wing. Gruff but 
kindly Mr Plunkett could not resist exploiting that fascination (w'C 
all like to be liked) by introducing Van to the tricks of an art now 
become pure and abstract, and therefore genuine. Mr Plunkett 
considered the use of all mechanical media, mirrors and vulgar 
‘sleeve rakes’ as leading inevitably to exposure, just as jellies, 
muslin, rubber hands, and so on sully and shorten a professional 
medium’s career. He taught Van what to look for when suspecting 
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the cheater with bright objects around him (‘Xmas tree’ or 
‘twinkler,' as those amateurs, some of them respectable clubmen, 
are called by professionals). Mr Plunkett believed only in sleight- 
of-hand; secret pockets were useful (but could be turned inside 
out and against you). Most essential was the ‘feel’ of a card, the 
delicacy of its palming, and digitation, the false shuffle, deck- 
sweeping, pack -roofing, prefab' ication of deals, and above all a 
finger agility that practice could metamorphose into veritable 
vanishing acts or, conversely, into the materialization of a joker 
or the transformation of two pairs into four kings. One absolute 
requisite, if using privately an additional deck, was memorizing 
discards when hands wore not pre-arranged, bor a couple of 
months Van practiced card tricks, then turned to other recreations. 
He was an apprentice who learned fast, and kepi his labeled 
phials in a cool place. 

In 1885, having completed his prcp-schoo) education, he went 
up to Chose University in Fngland, where his fulhers had gone, 
and traveled from time to Mine to London oi I utc (as prospcious 
but not overicfined British colonials called that loV'Iy pearl-gray 
sad city on (he other side of the Channel). 

Sometime during the w'lntei of 1886 7, at dismally cold Chose, 
in the course r^f a poker game with two Fienchmen and a fellow 
student whcmi we shall call Dick, in the latter^ siuaitly lurnished 
rooms in Seienity Court, he noticed that the french twins wtie 
losing not only because they were happily and hopelessly light, 
but also because nnlorci was that ‘crystal cretin’ ol Plunketi's 
vocabulary, a man of many mirrors - small reflecting surfaces 
variously angled and shaped, glinting discreetly watch or 
signet ring, dissimulated like female fireflies in the undergrowth, 
on table legs, inside cufl or lapel, and on the edges of ashtiays, 
whose position on adjacent siippoits Dick kept shifting with a 
negligent air - all of which, as any card sharper mighl tell you, 
was as dumb as it was redundant. 

Having bided his time, and lost several thousands. Van decided 
to pul sonic old lessons into practice. There was a pause in the 
game. Dick got up and went to a speaking tube in the corner to 
order more wine. The unfortunate tw'ins were passing to each 
other a fountain pen, thumb-pressing and re-pressing it in dis- 
astrous transit as they calculated their losses, which exceeded 
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Van’s. Van slipped a pack of cards into his pocket and stood up 
rolling the stiffness out of his mighty shoulders. 

‘I say, Dick, ever met a gambler in the Slates called Plunkett? 
Bald gray chap when 1 knew him.’ 

‘Plunkett? Plunkett? Must have been before my time. Was he 
the one who turned priest or something? Why?’ 

‘One of my father’s pals. Great artist.’ 

‘Artist?’ 

‘Yes, artist. I’m an artist, 1 suppose think you’re an artist. 
Many people do.’ 

‘What on earth is an artist?’ 

‘An underground observatory.’ replied Van promptly. 

‘Tliat's out of some modern novel,’ said Dick, discarding his 
cigarette aftei a few avid inhales. 

‘That’s out of Van Veen,’ said Van Veen. 

Dick .strolled back to the table. His nun came in with the wine. 
Van ictired to the W.C and started to ‘doctor the ileck,’ as old 
Plunkett used to call the process He lemcmbeied tlial the last 
time he had made card magic was when showing some tricks to 
Demon - wlm disapproved of their poker slant. Oh, yes, and when 
putting at case the mad conjurer at the ward whose pet obsession 
was that gravity had something to do with the blood circulation 
of a Siiprcnio Being. 

Van felt pretty sure of his sktll - and of milord's stupidity - but 
doubted he could keep ii up for any length of time. He was sorry 
for Dick, who, apart from being an amateur rogue, was an ami- 
able indolent fellow, with a pasty face and a llabby body - you 
could knock him down with a feather, a’,d he frankly admitted 
that if his people kept refusing to pay hr huge (and trite) debt, 
he w'ould have to move to Australia to make new ones there and 
forge a few checks on the way. 

He now constatait awe plaisir, as he told his victims, that only 
a few hundred pounds separated him from the shoreline of the 
minimal sum he needed to appease his most rutmess :reditor, 
whereupon he went on fleecing poor and Jacques with 
reckless haste, and then found himself with three honest aces 
(dealt to him lovingly by Van) against Van's nimbly mustered 
four nines. This was followed by a good bluff against a better one; 
and with Van's generously slipping the desperately flashing and 
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twinkling young lord good but not good enough hands, the latter’s 
martyidom came to a sudden end (London tailors wringing their 
hands in the fog, and a moneylender, the famous St Piiest of 
Chose, asking for an appointment with Dick’s father) Alter the 
heaviest betting Van had yet seen, Jacques showed a foiloin 
coukur (as he cahed it in a dying man’s whisper) and Dick 
surrendered with a stiaight flush to his toi mentor’s ro>al one Van, 
who up to then had had no trouble whatever in concealing his 
delicate maneuvers from Dick’s silly lens, now had the pleasure 
of seeing him glimpse the second )okcr palmed in his Van’s, hand 
as he swept up and clasiied to his bosom the rainbow ivoiy' - 
Plunkett was full oi poetry The twins put on their tit s and coals 
and said they had to quit 

‘Same htn Dick »aid Van Pity you had to rIv on your 
crystal balls 1 have often wondered why the Russian for it I 
think we hd\e a Russian ancestor in common is th< s ime as the 
German foi “schoolboy, minustht umlaut anti while pu'ttling 
thus, Van refunded with a rapidly written check the ecstatically 
astonished Frenchmen Then he collected a hancMul of card and 
chips and bulled them into Dick s face The missili s were still in 
flight when he legrttted that cincl and commonplace beweest, 
for the wretched fellow could not respond m any conceivable 
fashion, and just sat thcic covering one eye and examining liis 
damaged spectacle^ with the other it was also hiecdmg a little - 
while the Frcm h twin'- were picssininipori hini twohandkcicliic^ 
which he kept good-naluicalv pushing away Rosy auiora was 
shivering m giecn Serenity Ctjurt I ahtinous old ( ho^c 

(There should be i sign dem>fiiig applause Ada s note ) 

Van fumed and fretted the rest of the morning, anel alfci a long 
soak in a hot bath (the best adviser, and piomptci and inspiiei in 
the world, except, of course, the W ( seat) elec ided to pen - pen 
IS the word - a note of apology to the cheated cheatci \s he was 
dressing, a messenger bi ought him a note from Lord C (he was 
acousinofoneof Van's River Une schoolmates), in which generous 
Dick proposed to substitute for his debt an intioduction to the 
Venus Villa Club to which his whole clan belonged Su\,h a bounty 
no boy of eighteen could hope to obtain It was a ticket to parad’se. 
Van tussled with his slightly ovei weight consciei ce (both grinning 
like old pals in their old gymnasium) - and accepted Dick’s ofler. 
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(I think, Van, you should make it clearer why you, Van, the 
proudest and cleanest of men - I’m not speaking of abject 
physical ities, we arc all organized that way - but why you, pure 
Van, could accept the offer of a rogue who no doubt continued to 
‘flai,h and twinkle' after that fiasco. 1 think you should explain, 
primOy that you were dreadfully overworked, and secundo^ that 
you could not bear the thought that the rogue knew, that he 
being a rogue, you could not call him out, and were safe, so to 
speak. Right? Van, do you hear me? 1 ihink - .) 

He did not 'tM'inkle' long after that. Five or six years later, in 
Monte Carlo, Van w'as passing by an open-air cafe when a hand 
grabbed him by the elbow, and a radiant, ruddy* comparatively 
respectable Dick C. leaned toward him over the petunias of the 
latticed balustrade: 

‘ Van, ’ he cried, ‘Fve given up all that looking-glass dung, 
congratulate me! Listen: the only safe way is to mark ’em! 
Wait, that's not all, can you imagine, they’ve invented a micro- 
scopic - and 1 mean microscopic - point of euphonon, a piecious 
metal, lo insert under vour thumbn.iil, vou can’t see it with the 
naked eye, but one minuscule section of youi monocle is made 
lo magnify the mark you make with it, like killing a flea, on one 
card after another, as they come along m the game, that’s the 
beauty of it, no preparations, no props, nothing! Mark ’em! 
Mark ’em!’ good Dick was sliJl shouting, as Van walked away. 
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In rnid-Jiily, 1 886, while Van was winning the table-tennis tourna- 
ment on board a MuKury ' liner (that now took a whole week to 
reach in white dignity Manhattan from Dover I), Maiina, both 
her daughters, their governess, and two maid* w!*re shivering 
more or less simultaneous stages of Russian in/Iuefina at various 
stops on their way by train from Los / uncles to Ladore. A 
hydrogram from Chicago awaiting Van at his father’s house on 
July 21 (her dear birthday*) said: ‘dadaist impatient patient 
an iving between twenty-fourth and seventh call doris can meet 
regards vicinity.’ 
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‘Which reminds me painfully of Ihc golubyanki (petite hleuv) 
Aqua used to send me,’ remaiked Demon vvith a sigh (having 
mechanically opened the message) ‘Is tender Viciniiv some girl 
I know‘s Because you may glare as much as you like, but this is 
not a wire from doctor to doctor ' 

Van laised his eyes to the Boucher plafond of the breakfast 
room, and shaking his head in dciisive admiration, ^.ommented 
on Demon’s acumen \es, that was right He had to travel in- 
continently to Gardeis (anagram of regards,’ see*?) to a hamlet 
the opposite wav from 1 cthani (see 0 to see a mad girl artist 
called Dons or Odris who drew only get -gees and sugar daddies 
Van lented a loom under a false name (Boucher) at the tmly 
inn of Malahai, a miserable village on I adoic River some twenty 
miles fiom Ardis He «pcnt the night fighting the celebrated 
mosquito, or its cousin^ that liked him more than the Aidis hca t 
had Tht toilet on the landinv a blacl* hole with the traces 
of a Iccai explosion between a squattci s two giant soles \t 7 a m 
on Inly 25 he called Ardis Hall fioni the Malahai post othec ind 
got connected with Bout who vas connetted with Blanche and 
mistook Van's voice for the build < 

‘ Danimif Pa he said mto his bedside doroplione, ‘I’m busy 

‘I wan* Blanche >ou idiot, growled Van 

'Oh ’ cried Bout tnornenf Monuem * 

A bottle was audibly uncorked id’inkine hock at seven m the 
morning') a id Blanche took ovci, but scaiv-cl> had V in begun to 
deliver a ^arefullv woidcd nicssagt to be tiansmitted to \dj, 
when Ada hcrscll who had been on thci/tn wu all night answcied 
from the nursery where the cIcarC'»t insiniincnl in the hou'e 
quivered and bubbled under u dead barometer 
‘Porest Fork in I ortv Pive minutes Soir> to '■pit ’ 

‘ToAer ' replied her sweet tinging voice, as an airniaii in hcawn 
blue might say ‘Roger 

He rented a motoreyde, a venerable machine, with a saddle 
upholstered m billiaid cloth and pietentiou'- false mother of pcirl 
handlebars and drove, bouncing on tret‘ roots along a nariow 
‘forest ride ’ The first thing he saw was the star gleam of her 
dismissed bike she stood b> it, arms akimbo, the blaek-haiied 
white angel, looking away in a da/c of shyness, wearing a terry- 
cloth robe and bedroom slippers As he earned her mto the nearest 
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thicket he felt the fever of her body, but only realized how ill 
she was when after two passionate spasms she got up full of tiny 
brown ants and tottered, and almost collapsed, muttering about 
gipsies stealing their jeeps. 

It was a beastly, but beautiful, tryst. He could not remember - 

(That’s right, I can’t either. Ada.) 

- one word they said, one question, one answer, he rushed her 
back as close to the house as he dared (having kicked her bike 
into the bracken) - and that evening when he rang up Blanche, 
she dramatically whispered that Mademoiselle had une belle 
pneiimonie, mon pauvrv Monsieur. 

Ada was much better three days later, but he had to return to 
Man to catch the same boat back to England - and join a circus 
tour which irwolved people he could not let down. 

His father saw him off. Demon had dyed his hair a blacker 
black. He wore a diamond ring blazing like a Caucasian ndge. 
His long, black, blue-occllatcd wings trailed and qui\ercd in the 
ocean breeze. Lyudi oetyadiHdis' tpeopJe turned to look). A 
temporary Tamara, all kohl, kasbek rouge, and flamingo-boa, 
could not decide whai would please her daornc'^n lover more - just 
moaning and ignoring his handsome son c>r acknowledging blue- 
bcaid's virility as reflected in morose Van. who could not stand 
her C aucasian perfume, Ciranial Ma/a, seven dollars a bottle. 

(You know, that’s my favorite chapter up to now, Van, I don’t 
know why, but I love it. And you can keep your Blanche in her 
young man’s embiacc, even tnat dots not matter. In Ada’s 
fondest hand.) 
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On February 5, 1887, an unsigned editorial in The Ranter (the 
usually so sarcastic and captious ( hose weekly) desci ihed Masco- 
dagama’s performance as ‘the most imu, u ative and singular 
stunt ever offered to a jaded mu.sic-haJI public.’ It was repeated 
at the Rantariver Club several limes, but nothing in the pro- 
gramme or in publicity notices bevond the definition ‘Foreign 
eccentric’ gave any indication either of the exact nature of the 
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*stunt’ or of the performer’s identity. Rumors, carefully and 
cleverly circulated by Mascodagama’s friends, diverted specula- 
tions toward his being a mysterious visitor from beyond the 
Golden Curtain, particularly since at least half-a-dozen members 
of a large Good-will Circus Company that had come from 
Tartary just then (i.e , on the eve of the Crimean War) - three 
dancing girls, a sick old clown with his old speaking goat, and 
one of the dancers’ husbands, a make-up man (no doubt, a 
multiple agent) - had already defected between France and 
England, somewhere in the newly constructed ‘Chimnel ’ Masco- 
dagama’s spectacular success m a theatrical club that habitually 
limited itself to Elizabethan plays, with queens and fairies played 
by pretty boys, made first of all a great impact on cartoonists. 
Deans, local politicians, national statesmen, and of course the 
current ruler of the Golden Horde were pictured as mascodagamas 
by topical humorists A gn»tcsquc mutator (win/ \^as really 
Mascodagama himself m an ovei sophisticated [Miody his own 
act’) was booed at Oxfoid (a women’s college nearby) by local 
rowdies. A shrewd reporter, who had heard hmTcuist a ircasc 
in the stage carpet, commented in pnn! on his ‘ Vankec twang ’ 
Dear Mr Vascodagania’ received an in\ nation to Windsor 
Castle from its owner, a bilateral descendant of Van's own 
ancestors, but he declined it, suspecting (incorrci tb, as it l.ner 
transpiied) the misprint to suggest that his incognito had been 
divulged b\ one ot the special detectives at Chose the same, 
perhaps, who had recently saved the psycluatn^i P O TycMukin 
from the dagger of Prince Potyomkin, a mi\cd-Mp kid from 
Sebastopol, Id. 

During his first summer vacation. Van worked under Tyomkin, 
at the C hose famous clinic, on an ambitious dissertation he never 
completed, 'Terra: Eremitic Reality oi Collective Dream ?’ He 
interviewed numerous neurotics, among whom there were variety 
artists and literary men, and at least three intelleciually lucid, but 
spiritually 'lost,' cosmologists who cither were in telepathic 
collusion (they had never met and did not even know of one 
another’s existence) or had discovcicd, none knew how or where, 
by means, maybe, of forbidden ‘ondulas’ of some kind, a green 
world rotating in space and spiraling in time, which in terms of 
matter-and-mind was like ours and which they described in the 
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same specific details as three people watching from three separate 
windows would a carnival show in the same street. 

He spent his free time in gross dissipation. 

Sometime in August he was offered a contract for a series of 
matinees and nights in a famous London theater during the 
Christmas vacation and on weekends throughout the winter 
season. He accepted gladly, being badly in need of a strict 
distraction from his perilous studies: the special sort of obsession 
under which Tyomkin’s patients labored had something about it 
that made it liable to infect its younger inv::stigators. 

Mascodagama’s fame reached inevitably the backwoods of 
America: a photograph of him, masked, it is true, but unable to 
mislead a fond relative c r faithful retainer, was reproduced by 
the Ladore, Ladoga, Laguna, Lugano and Luga papers in the 
first week of 1888; but the accompanying reportage was not. 
Tne work of a poet, and only a poet (‘especially of the Black 
Belfry group,' as some vvit said), could have adequately described 
a certain macabre quiver that marked Van's extiaordinary act. 

The stage would be empty when the curiam went up; then, 
after five heartbeats of theatrical suspense, something swept out 
of the wings, enormous and black, to the accompaniment of 
dervish drums. 1 he shock of his powerful and precipitous entry 
affected so deeply the children in the audience that for a long 
time later, in the dark of sobbing insomnias, in the glare of 
violent nightmares, nervous li* Ic boys and girls relived, with 
private accrclums, something similai lo the ‘pnm<.>rdia) qualm,’ 
a shapeless nastiness, the swoosh of nameless wings, the unen- 
durable dilation of fev er which came m a cavern draft from the 
uncanny stage. Into the harsh light of its gaudily carpeted space 
a ma.skcii giant, fully eight feet tall, erupted, running strongly 
in the kind of soft hoots worn by Cossack dancers. A voluminous, 
black shaggy cloak of the hioka type enveloped his silhouette 
inquietante (according to a female Sorbonne coi respondent - 
we've kept all those cuttings) from neck to knee or what appettred 
to be those sections of his body. A Karaku* cap surmounted his 
lop. A black mask covered the upper part of his heavily bearded 
face. The unpleasant colossus kept strutting up and down the 
stage for a while, then the strut changed to the restless walk of 
a caged madman, liiea he whirled, and to a clash of cymbals in 
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the orchestra and a cry of terror (perhaps faked) in the gallery, 
Mascodagama turned over in the air and stood on his head. 

In thio weird position, with his cap acting as a pseudopodal 
pad, he jumped up and do^^^l, pogo-stick fashion - and suddenly 
came apart. Van’s face, shining with sweat, grinned between the 
legs of the boots that still shod his rigidly raised arms. Simul- 
taneously his real feet kicked off and away the false head with its 
crumpled cap and bearded mask. The magical reversal ‘made 
the house gasp.’ Frantic (‘deafening,’ ‘delirious,’ ‘a veritable 
tempest of’) applause followed the gasp. He bounded offstage - 
and next moment was back, now sheathed in black tights, 
dancing a jig on his hands. 

We devote so much space to the description of his act not 
only because variety artists of the ‘eccentric’ race are apt to be 
forgotten especially soon, but also because one wishes to analyze 
its thrill. Neither a miraculous catch on the cricket field, nor a 
glorious goal slammed in at soccer (he was a College Blue in 
both those splendid game*-}, nor earlier physical^successes, such 
as his knocking out the biggest bully on his first day at Rivcrlane 
School, had ever given Van the satisfaction Mascodagama 
experienced. It was not diicctly related to the warm bieath of 
fulfilled ambition, although as a very old man, looking back at 
a life of unrecognized endeavor. Van did welcome with amused 
delight - more delight than he had actually felt at the time - the 
banal acclaim and the vulgar envy that swirled around him for 
a short while in his youth. The essence of the satisfaution belonged 
rather to the same order as the one he later derived from self- 
imposed, extravagantly ditlicull, seemingly absurd tasks when 
V.V. sought to express something, which until expressed had 
only a twilight being (or even none at all - nothing but the 
illusion of the backward shadow of its imminent expression). It 
was Ada’s castle of cards It was the standing of a metaphor on 
its head not for the sake of the trick’s difficulty, but in order to 
perceive an ascending waterfall or a sunrise in reverse: a triumph, 
in a sense, over the ardis of time. Thus the rapture young 
Mascodagama derived from overcoming gravity was akin to 
that of artistic revelation in the sense utterly and naturally un- 
known to the innocents of critical appraisal, the social-scene 
commentators, the moralists, the ideamongers and so forth. Van 
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on the stage w^s performing organically what his figures of 
speech were to pci form later in life acrobatic wonders that had 
never been expected from them and which frightened children. 

Neither >\as the sheer physical pleasure of maniambulation a 
negligible factor, and the peacock blotches with which the carpet 
stained the palms of his hands duiing his glovciess dance routine 
seemed to be the reflections of a richly (olored nether world 
that he had been the first to <liscover For the tango, which 
completed his number on his last tour, he was given a partner, 
a C.imcan cahaict dancer in a \u> short scintillating frock cut 
very low c n the back She sang the tan^o tunc m Russian. 

Pod ■'no} mm mbom ir^cntitv^ 

Pod strustna pi xor mmid do i 

"Neath sultr sk\ of Aig.ntma, 
lo the hot hum f^f niancJolina 

} laulc red haired Hita (he never learned hei red name), a 
prettv Kai ntc from i hiifiit Kale, where ‘he no'^talgicali> said, 
the C rime m cornel knl bl mined >e]]ovH among the and rocks, 
bchC i n odd resembi mcc to Liic« tie as ,nc w is to look ten years 
late I Dunng thur dance, all Van jIW of her were her silvet 
lipptrs tinning and man hing nimbi) n rhvtnm with the soles 
of hi» hand' He recouped hin self at lehears^ih, tnd one night 
dikvd her for an a^slgnatlcm She indignantly cfuscd, saving 
she adoicd jnr hii'band ftf nu sc up fellow) and loathed 
Lnclaiid 

C ho c had long been as famous for the d*gnitv of its regula- 
tion‘s its tor the brillianiv of its pi am- Itrs Mascotiagamd‘’s 
idcnlilv could not escape me int^icst and thcri the knowledge 
or the authorities His college tutor a dccrepi* and dour homo- 
sexual with no sensv of hu nor whateser and an innate respect 
for all Ihccoiivcnticms of acidcnnc life pointed out to a highly 
irritated and barely pohtc Van that in his second ' ear at Chose 
he was not supposed to con. bine his un t'•^lty studies: with the 
ciicus, and lluit d he insisted on bccomn g a variety aitist he 
would be sent down The old gentleman also wrote a letter to 
Demon asking him to ni ikc his son forget Physical Stunts for 
the sake of Philosophy and Psychiatry, c^^pecially since Van was 
the first American o have won (at seventeen f) the Dudley Prize 
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(for an essay on Insanity and Eternal Life) Van was not quite 
sure >el what compromise pride and prudence might arrive at, 
when he left for America early in lune, 1888, 
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Van revisited Ardis Hall in 1888 He arrived on a cloudy June 
afternoon, unexpected, unbidden, unneeded, witli a dian ond 
necklace coiled loose in his pocket As he approached from x 
side lawn he saw a scene out ol some new life being rcheaised 
for an unknown picture, without him, not foi him A big party 
seemed to be breaking up Three young ladies in yellow blue Vass 
frocks with fashionable rainbow sashes surrounded a stoutish, 
foppish, baldish young man who stood, a flute of champagne 
in his hand, glancing down fiom the drawing room Iciracc at i 
girl in black with bare arms an old runabout sUivenng at every 
]erk was being cranked up bv i huaiv chauffeur in front of the 
porch and those bare arms stietched wide were holding out- 
spread the Ahite cape of H*ironcss von Skull a grand aunt of 
hers Against the white cape Ada s new long figure was profiled 
in black the black ol her smart silk orcss with no sictvts no 
ornamcnl*^ no intmoiics The slow old Barones stood groping 
for something under one armpit undei the c»thcr - for whit*^ 
a crutch'’ the dangling end of tangled bangles’ - and she 
half-turntd to acctpt the cloak (now taken fi om her giandnieec 
by a Delated new footinm) Ada also half turned, and her yet 
ungemmed neck showed white a' >he ran up the porch steps 

Van followed hei inside in between the hill columns, and 
thiough a group of guests towai 1 a distant table with ciystal 
jugs of cherry ambtozia She wore unmodishly, no stockings, 
her calves were strong and pale, and (I have a note heie, for 
the ghost of a novel) the low cut of hci black diess allowed 
the establishment of a sharp contrast between the familiai mat 
whiteness of her skin and the brutal black horsetail of her new 
hair-do ’ 

Excluding each other, private >woons split him in two the 
devastating certainty that as soon as he reached, in the laby- 
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rinth of a nightmare, a brightly remembered small room with a 
bed and a child’s washstand, she would join him there in her new 
smooth long beauty, and, on the shade side, the pang and panic 
of hndipg hei changed, hating what he wanted condemning it 
as wrong, explaining lo him dicadfnl new circumstances that 
they both were dead or existed only as extias in a house lented 
ioi a motion pictuie 

But hands offering him wine oi almonds or their open selves, 
impeded his dreim quest He prcs><d on, notwithstanding the 
swoops of recognition Uncle Dm piimud him out with a cry 
to a ')ttant'er who feigned ama/tment at the smgulaiitv of the 
optical iMck and next moimnt a repainted rcd-wigged, very 
driinl* and tearful Mariiui wa‘ glume cheny \odka I'ps lo his 
jaw and unprotected parts, witli sm/)lhcrcd mother-sounds, half- 
moo haM moan ol Russian atlcction 

He disi niangleil himself and puisuMi hi*^ quest She had now 
moved to the di iwmg i )om hut hs the cxpi^ssion of her back, 
b\ the ten^<d scapul ic Van knew Nhe w is await of him He 
wiped Ills wet bu7/inc c<ir md acknoa lc<1eed with a nod the 
raised elas ol thi dont hloiid fc k'w (Percy dc Pre> ’ Or did 
Pci-v havi an oldti brotbr t A fouith nuiKlcn in the Canadian 
(oulunci s corn and-bluct Mimmcr ‘creation stopped Van to 
inftnin him with a pretty pou* »hat he did not rcmembei hei, 
V hi h wa% true I am exha isttii he >iid My horse caught a 
hool m a hole in the rotting i ^nk of I adore Bridge and had 
to be shot I b«ivc w.ilktd lilIiI milt'- 1 think I am dream ng I 
think vou lit r^icamng loo' No I m< oidula' she cried, but 
he wa oti again 

Ada had vanished He c^i^cardtU the caviar sandwich that he 
found himself cairying like i ticket .ind luinirg into the pantrv, 
told Bout s brother a new valet to t ikc him lo his old room and 
gel him one of those rubber tubs he had used as a child four 
ycais ago Plus somebodv's spaic pajamas His trc» \ had biokcn 
down in the fields between 1 ad oca and ^orc, he had walked 
twent> miles, God knows when ihev’d senu up his bags 
‘ThcN have just come,’ said the ical Bout with a smile both 
confidential and moiiinfiil (Blanche had pltcd him) 

Before tubbing, V in craned out of ho nanow casement to 
catch sight of the laurels and lilacs flanking the front poich 
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whence came the hubbub of gay departures He made out Ada. 
He noticed her running after Percy who had pul on his gra> 
topper and was walking away across a lawn which his transit at 
once caused to overlap in Van's mind with the fleeting memory 
of the paddock where he and Van had once happened to discuss 
a lame horse and Riveilane Ada overtook the young man in a 
patch of sudden sunlight, he stopped, and she stood speaking to 
him and tossing her head in a way she had when nervous or 
displeased De Prev kissed her hand That was French, but all 
right He held the hand he had kissed while she spoke and then 
kissed it again, and that was not done, that was d-eadful, that 
could not be endured 

Leaving his post, naked Van went throuch the clothes he had 
shed He found the necklace In icy tury, he toie it into thirty, 
fort> glittering hailstones, some of which fell at her feet as she 
burst into the room 
Hei glance swept the floor 
* What a shame - she began 

Van calml> quoted the punchline from MMe Lariviere’s 
famous story "Mats, ma paiarc atme, elk ftait fau^se'" - which 
was a bitter lie, but bclorc picking up the spilled diamonds, '*he 
locked the door and embiaced him, vveeping the touch ot hci 
skin and silk was all the magic of life, cut why does everybody 
greet me with tears ^ He also wanted to know was that Perc> 
de Prey^ It was Who hid been kicked out of Rivcrlanc'^ She 
guessed he had He had changed, he had grown swinc-stoui He 
had, hadn t he just*^ Was he her new bean ^ 

‘And now,' said Ada, ‘Van is going to stop being vulgar - I 
mean, stop forever’ Because I had and have and shall ilways 
have only one beau, only one beast, only one sorrow , only one joy * 
‘We can collect your tears later ' he said, ‘1 can't wait ' 

Her open kiss was hot and tremulous, but when he tried to 
draw up her dress she flinched with a murmur of reluctant 
denial, because the door had come alive two small fists could 
be heard drumming upon it from the outside, in a ihythm both 
knew well 

‘Hi, Lucette’' cried Van ‘I’m changing, go away.’ 

‘Hi, Van’ They want Ada, not you. They want you down- 
stairs Ada!’ 
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One of Ada's gestures - used when she had to express in a 
muted flash all the facets of her predicament (‘See, I was right, 
that's how it is, mchef^o ne podelaesh’ ' ) - consisted of rounding 
by means of botli hands an invisible bowl from nm to base, 
acctmipanied by a sad bow. This is what she did now before 
leaving the room. 

The situation was repeated in a much more pleasing strain a 
few hours later. For supper Ada wore another dress, of crimson 
cotton, and when they met at night (in the old toolroom by the 
gk w of a carbide lantern) he un7ippcd hei with such impetuous 
force that be nearly tore it in two to exjiose hei entire beauty. 
They were still fiercely engaged (on the same bench covered with 
the same tartan lap robt - thoughtfully brought) when the out- 
side door noiselessly opened, and Blanche glided in like an 
imprudent ghost. She had her own key. was back from a rendez- 
vous with old Sore, the Burgundian night watchman, and stopped 
like a fool gaping at the young couple ‘Knock next time,’ said 
Van with a gnn, not blithering to pause - rather enjoying, in 
fact, the bcnMtching apparition* she N\on' a miniver cloak that 
Ada had lost in the woods. Oh, she had bt'comc wonderfully 
pretty, and c//c le des yeux - but Ada slammed the 

lantern shut, and with apokigetis gioans, the slut groped her 
way to the inner passage. His true love could not help giggling; 
and Van resumed his passionate task. 

They stayed on and on, qu e unable to pari, know'ing any 
explanation would do if anybody w<>ndercd why tbcir rooms had 
lemaincd empty till dawn The first ray the morning dabbed 
a toolbox with fresh green paint, when, a’ last moved by hunger, 
they got up and quietly repaired to the pantr>. 

"Chto, vispahya, yahn (w'cll, slept your hll. Van)?' said Ada, 
bedutifully mimicking her mother's voice, and she continued in 
her mother's hnglish* ‘By your appetite, I Judee. And, I think, 
it is only the first hfckjcsr.' 

‘Okh,’ grumbled Van, ‘my kneecaps! bench was cruel. 
And I am hongry.'' 

They sat, facing each other, at a breakfast table, munching 
black bread with fresh butler, and Virginia ham, and slices of 
genuine Fmmcnthaler cheese -- and here's a pot of transparent 
honey: two checrl '* cousins, ‘raiding the icebox' as children in 
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old fairy tales, and the thrushes were sweetly whistling in the 
bright*green gaidcn as the dark-green shadows drew in their 
claws* 

‘My teacher,’ she said, ‘at the Drama School thinks I’m better 
in farces than in tragedy It they only knew!' 

‘There is nothing to know ’ retorted Van ‘Nothing, nothing 
has changed^ But that’s the general impression, it ^^as too dim 
down there for details, we’ll examine them tomorrow on our 
little island “Mv sister, do you still recall . 

‘Oh shut up*’ said Ada. ‘I've given up all that stufl - petite 
vers, very de soie ’ 

‘Come, coinc,' cried Van, ‘some of the rhymes were mag- 
nihtent arerobatics on the pait of the child’s mind “CVi '<//// me 
rendfa, ma lucde, et Ic f^tand chene and zee btp hdl Little 
Lucile,’ he added in an effort to dissipate hei frov^ns with a 
joke ‘little Liicile has become so pcachs that 1 Ihinl* ! 11 switch 
over to her if you keep losing your temper like that 1 remt niher 
the first time vou got cross with me was whgn I chucked a 
stone at a statue and f i ightencd a finch 1 hat’s memory ’ ’ 

She was on had (eims with memory She ihoight the *eivants 
would he up soon now, ano then one could have something hoi* 
That fridge was all fudge, leally. 

‘Why suddenly sad*^' 

Yes, she was sad she replied, she was in dreadful trouble, her 
quandary might drive her insane if she did noi know that her 
heart was pure She could explain it best by a parable She was 
like the giil m a him he would sec soon who is m the tuple 
throes of a tragedy which she must conceal lest she lose hci only 
true love, the head ol the arrow, the point of the pain In secret, 
she simultaneously struggling with three tcTments - trying to 
get lid of a dreary dragging aflaij with a married man, whom 
she pities, trying to nip in the bud in the sticky red bud - 
a cidzy adventure with an attractive young fool, whom she pities 
even moie, and trying to keep intact the love of the only man who 
IS all her life and who is above pity, above the poverty of her 
feminine pity, because as the script says, his ego is richer and 
prouder than anything those two poor worm*^ could imagine. 

What had she actually done with the poor worms, after 
Krohk's untimely end? 
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‘Oh, set them free’ (big vague gesture), ‘turned them out, put 
them back onto suitable plants, buried them in the pupal state, 
told them to run along, while the birds were not looking - or 
ald^, feigning not to be looking 

‘Well, to mop up that parable, because you have the knack of 
intenupting and diverting m> thoughts, I m in a sense also torn 
between three private tortures, the main torture being ambition, 
of couisc I know 1 shall never be a biologist, my passion for 
crttping creatures is great, but not all-consuming I know 1 
sL ill always adore orchids and mushrooiiis .ind violets and you 
will still see me going oul alone to zander alone in the woods 
and return alone with a little lone lil\, but flowers, no matter 
liow inesistible must I c given up, loo as soon as ! have the 
strength Remains the gicat ambition and the greatest terror: 
the dream of the bluest, remotest hardest diamatic climbs - 
jiiohabls ending as one of a bundled <^)ld spide^" spinsters, teach- 
ing di ima sturlr nfs kn-^iwHig, tha* IS voinri^i'^l sinistei insister, 
we can t man v and ha vng alwa\s befo’*e me the awful example 
of patln tit scvond idle Piave Marini’ 

‘Well, that hit about spinstc- n rot ’ said Van, ‘we’ll pull it 
f)ft somehovs we II hceonie more and moit distant lelations in 
artntii alls lon*cd p«ipcrs and finally dwindle to mcie namesakes, 
or at (ht worn \e shal’ live quictls, vou a> mv housekeeper, I 
as tour cpileptiv md tfien, as in our Cbekhot, “we shall see 
the whole sk\ warm with dia mu 
'Did you f'nd them ali, I n^le van’' 'he inquired, s»ghing, 

1 tying liLi dolent head on hj> shoiildei *^hc had told him every- 
thing 

'More or les,,' be rcplnd, not realising she tidd ‘Anvway, I 
made the best >tud> of the dustiest floor ever accomplish! d by a 
romantic ehaiaetcr One blight little hugger ri>llcd under the l>ed 
wbeie tiuie giows a virgin foiest of fluff und fungi I II have 
them rt-assembled in L adore whcii I motor there one of these 
day', I have lots of tilings to biiv a goig ' bathrobe in honor 
of your new swimming pool, a cream ealkd Chrysanthemum, a 
brace of dueling pistols, a fold'ng beach mattress, preferably 
bJuck to bung you out nol on the beach but on that bench, and 
on oui iWi ii( Luihte ’ 

‘Except,’ she *-11 ’ ‘that I do not approve of your making a 
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laughingstock of yourself by looking for pistols in souvenir 
shops, especially when Ardis Hall is full of old shotguns and 
nfles, and revolvers, and bows and arrows - you remember, we 
had lots of practice with them when you and 1 were children ’ 

Oh, he did, he did Children, yes In point of fact, how 
puzzling to keep seeing that recent past in nursery terms Because 
nothing had changed - you arc with me, aren’t you - nothing, 
not counting little improvements in the grounds and the 
governess 

Yes* Wasn’t that a scream‘d Larivi^re blossoming forth, 
bosoming forth as a great writer* A sensational Canadian best- 
selling author* Her story ‘The Necklace’ {La rivietc dt diamanrs) 
had become a classic in girls schools and her goigeous pseudonym 
‘Guillaume de Monparnassc (the leaving out of the t' madt it 
more mtime) was well-known from Quebec to Kaluga As she 
put It in her exotic fcnglish ‘ 1 anie struck and the roubles rolled, 
and the dollars pouicd’ (both currencies being used at the time 
in Ea*»t Estotiland), but good Ida, far from abandoning Manna, 
with whom she had been platonically and irrevocably m love 
ever since she had seen hci in ‘Bilitis,’ accused hcrs( II of ngtlcct- 
ing Lucette by overindulging in Literature, consequently she now 
gave the child, m spurts of vacation.il zeal, considerably more 
attention than poor little Ada (said Ada) had received at twelve, 
after Let hist (miserable) term at school Van had been such an 
idiot suspecting Cordula’ Chaste, gentle dumb little Cordula 
dc Prey, when Ada had explained to him, twice, thnee in 
different codes thai she had inxtntcd a nastv tender schoolmate, 
at a time when ^he had been literally torn fioin him and only 
assumed - in advance, so to speak - such a girl s existence A 
kind of blank check that she wanted fr(.)m him. Well you got 
it,’ said Van, ‘but now it’s dcstioyed and will not be renewed; 
bul why did you run after fat Percy, what was so important'^’ 

‘Oh, very important,’ said Ada, catching a diop of honey on 
her nether Iip, ‘his mother was on the dorophonc, and he said 
please tell her he was on his way home, and I forgot all about 
It, and rushed up to kiss you*’ 

‘At Riverlane,’ said Van, ‘we used to call that a Doughnut 
Truth only the truth, and the whole truth, with a hole in the truth ’ 

‘I hate you,’ cried Ada, and made what she called a warning 
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frog face, because Bouteillan had appeared in the doorway, his 
mustache shaved, coatless, tieless, in crimson braces that were 
holding up to his chest his well-filled black trousers. He dis- 
appeared, promising to bring them their coffee. 

‘But let me ask you, dear Van, let me ask you something. 
How many times has Van been unfaithful to me since Septem- 
ber, 1884?’ 

‘Six hundred and thirteen times, ^ answered Van. ‘With at least 
two hundred whores, who only caressed me. I’ve remained abso- 
li'iely true to you because those were orly “obmanipulalions” 
(sham, insignificant strokings by unremembered cold hands).’ 

The butler, now fully dressed, arrived with the coffee and 
toast. And the Ladore Gazette, It contained a picture (ff Marina 
being fawned upon by a young Latin actor. 

‘Pah!’ exclaimed Ada, ‘J had quite forgotten. He’s coming 
today, with a movie man, and our afternoon will be ruined. But 
i feel refreshed and lit,’ she added (after a third cup of coffee), 

‘It is only ten minutes to seven now. We shall go for a nice 
stroll in the park; there arc one or two places that you might 
recognize.’ 

‘My love,’ said Van, ‘ray phantom orchid, my lovely bladder- 
senna! 1 have not slept for two nights - one of which I spent 
imagining the other, and this other turned out to be more than 
1 had in»agined. I’ve had enough of you for the umc being.' 

‘Not a very fine cornplimc’' sc/d Ada, and rang resonantly 
foi more toast. 

‘I’ve paid you eight compliments, as a certain Venetian 

‘I'm not interested in vulgar Venetian... You have become .so 
coarse, dear Van, so slran^rc . . .* 

‘Sorry,’ he said, getting up *l don’t know what Fm saying, 
Fm dead tired. I'll see you at lunch.’ 

‘There will be no lunch today,’ said Ada. ‘It will be some 
me.ssy snack at the poolside, and sticky drinks ai i’.ay,’ 

He wanted to kiss her on her silky herd but Bouteillan at that 
moment came in and while .\da was crossi/ rebuking him for the 
meager supply of toast, Van escaped. 
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The shooting script was now ready Marina, m dorean robe and 
coolie hat, reclined reading in a long-chair on the patio Her 
director, G A Vronsky, elderly, baldheaded, with a spread of 
gri/zled fur on his fat chest, was alternatelv sipping his vodka- 
and-tonic and feeding Manna typewritten pages from a folder 
On her other side, crosslegged on a mat, sat Pedro (surname 
unknown, stagename forgotten), a repulsively handsome practi- 
cally naked young actor, with satyr ears slanty eyes, and lynx 
nostrils, whom she had brought from Mexico and was keeping 
at a hotel in Ladorc 

Ada, l>mg on the edge of the swimming pool, was doing her 
best to make the shy dackel face the camera in a reasonably up- 
nght and decent position while Philip Rack an insignificant but 
on the whole likable young musician who in h ^ baggy trunks 
looked even more dejected and awkv ard than in the green velvet 
suit he thought ht to wear for the piano lessons he ga^c I ucctle, 
was trying to take a picture of the recalcitrant chop-hekmg 
animal and of the girl’s parted breasts which her half-prone 
position helped to disclose m the opening of her bathing suit 

If one dollied now to another group standing a few paces 
awav under the purple garlands of the patio arch one might 
take a medium shot of the >oung macsiro's pregnant wife in a 
polka-dotted dress replenishing goblets with salted almonds, and 
of our distinguished lady novelist resplendent in mauve flounces, 
mauve hat, mauve shoes, pressing a zebra vest on I ucclte, who 
kept rejecting il with rude remarks, learned from a maid but 
uttered in a tone of voice just beyond deafish Mile Lanviere’s 
field of hearing 

Lucette remained topless Her tight smooth skin was the color 
of thick peach svnip her little crupper in willow-grcen ^horls 
rolled drolly, the sun lay *'leek on her russet bob and plumpish 
torso It showed but a faint circumlocation of femininity, and 
Van, m a scowling mood, recalled with mixed feelings how much 
more developed her sister had been at not quite twelve years 
of age. 
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He had spent most of the day fast asleep in his room, and a 
long, rambling, dreary dream had repeated, in a kind of point* 
less parody, his strenuous ‘Casanovanic’ night with Ada and 
that somehow ominous morning talk with her. Now that I am 
writing this, after so many hollows and heights of lime, I find 
it not easy to separate our conversation, as set down in an in- 
evitably stylized form, and the drone of complaints, turning on 
sordid betrayals that obsessed young Van in his dull nightmare. 
Or was he dreaming now that he had been dreaming? Had a 
grc»resque governess really written a novel entitled Les Enfants 
Maudits .^To be filmed by frivolous dummies, now discussing its 
adaptation? To be made even tritcr than the original Book of 
the Fortnight, and its gurgling blurbs? Did he detest Ada as he 
had in his dreams ? He did. 

Now, at fifteen, she was an irritating and hopeless beauty; 
a rather unkempt one, loo; only twelve hours ago, in the dim 
toolroom he had whispered a riddle in her ear: what begins with 
a ‘dc’ and rhymes more or less with a Silesian river ant? She 
was eccentric in habits and clothing She cared nothing for sun- 
bathing, and not a tinge of the tan that had californized Lucette 
could be traced on the shameless white of Ada's long limbs and 
scrawny shoulder blades, 

A remote cousin, no longer Rente’s sister, not even his half- 
sister (so lyrically anathematized by Monparnasse), she stepped 
over him as over a log and ritumod the cmbairassed dog to 
Marina, The actor, who quite likely would tun into somebody’s 
fist in a forthcoming scene, made a filthy remark in broken 
French. 

‘Dtf \ollst nicht zuhoretC munnured /%da to German Dack 
before putting him back in Marina's lap under the ‘accursed 
children.’ ‘Ow np parlc pas comme drvant un chien^ added 
Ada, not deigning to glance at Pedro, who ncverlheless got up, 
reconstructed his crotch, and beat her to the pool with a Nur- 
jinski leap. 

Was she really beautiful ? Was she at ieasi v^tiat they call attrac- 
tive? She was exasperation, she was torture. The silly girl had 
heaped her hair under a rubber cap, and this gave an unfamiliar, 
vaguely clinical look to her neck, with its odd dark wisps and 
strags, as if she h. d obtained a nurse's job and would never 
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dance again Her faded, bluish-gray, one-piece swimsuit had a 
spot of grease and a hole above one hip - nibbled through, one 
might conjecture, by a tallow-starved larva - and seemed much 
too short for careless comfort She smelled of damp cotton, 
axillary tufts, and nenuphars, like mad Ophelia None of those 
minor matters would have annoyed Van, had she and he been 
alone togethei, but the presc-ice of the all-male actor made 
everything obscene, drab and msupportable We move back to 
the lip of the pool 

Our young man, being exceptionally brezt;li\ (squeamish, 
easily disgusted), had no desire to share a few cubi^' meler« of 
chlorinated celestino (‘blues >our bath’) with two other fellows 
He was ernnhatically not Japanese He always remembered with 
shudders of revulsion the indoor pool of his picp school, the 
running noses, the pimpled chests, the chance contact** with 
odious male flesh, the suspicious bubble bursting like a small 
stink bomb, and especially espetnllv the bland slv iriumphanl 
and absolutely revolting wretch who stood in shoulder high 
water and scctctly urmated tand God how Re had beaten 
him up, though that Vert de \crc thite years older than 
he) 

He now kept Caretull) out of leach of iny possible splash as 
Pedro and Phil snorted and fookd in their foul bath Piescntly 
the pianist floating up and showing his awful *rums iii a seivile 
gnn, tried to draw Ada into the pool from her outslreUhed 
position on the tiled marcin but she evaded the grab of hh 
despair by embracing the big orange ball she had just hshed out 
and pushing him away with that shield >he then threw ii toward 
Van, who slapped it aside refusing the gambit, ignoring the 
gambol scoining the gambler 

And now haiiy Pedro hoisted himself onto the brink and began 
to flirt with the miserable girl (his banal attentions were, really, 
the least of her troubles) 

‘Your leetie apeilure must be raecommodated, he said 

'Que voulez-ious dm, for goodness sakc*^' she asked, instead 
of dealing him a backhand wallop 

‘Permit that I contact your charming penetraiium,’ the idiot 
insisted, and put a wet Anger on the hole in her swimsuit 

‘Oh that* (shrugging and rearranging the shoulder strap dis- 
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placed by the shrug) ‘Never mind that Next time, maybe. I’ll 
put on my fabulous ney^ bikini ’ 

‘Next time, maybe, no Pedro?’ 

‘Too bad,’ said Ada ‘Now go and fetch me a Coke, like a 
good dog ’ 

‘r Pedro asked Manna as he walked past her chair. 
‘Again sciewdriver 

Yes dear, but with grapefruit, not orange, and a little zuc- 
cheto 1 can’t undcr'»tind’ (turning to Vronsky), ‘why do I sound 
a bundled years old on thi^ pige and littcer on the next? Because 
d Jt IS a flashback - and it u a flashback, I suppose’ (she pro- 
nounced »t ,icshhcck) ‘Rcnny, or what s his name, Rene, should 
not know what he *^cems kn >w ’ 

‘He dots not cried G A it ^ only a half hearted flashback. 
Anyway, this Rcnny thi*: lover number one, does not know, 
cour«'e that she is trying to get rid of lover number two, 
while she o wondering all the time if she car dare go on dating 
number three the gentleman farmer ^ec ’’ 

‘\w (to (ht)i} shJnoxato (sort of complicated), Grigony 
AkimovKh said Mmni scratching he, cheek, for she always 
teidcd to disLcuint out of sheer sclf-preseivation, the consid- 
erably more sloznnu patterns out of her own past 
* Rc id on u ad »t a) i beconies cleai said G A riffling through 
hi own copy 

Incidcntallv cbscrved Mu na ‘1 hope dear Ida will not 
object to our miking him not onl> a poet but a ballet dancer. 
Pcdio could do that hcautifuliv, but he can l be made to recite 
French poetry 

‘If ^-hc prole ts, Said \r* nskv, she can go and s ick a tele- 
graph pole whc»t It belongs ’ 

The indecent te'e graph caused Marina, who had a secret 
fondness for siltv jokes to coll ipse in \da like ripples of rolling 
laughter {pokadvshis so smthu mckU idi) ‘But kt > be serious, 
1 >till don’t sec how and wh\ bis wife - I i e^n the second guy’s 
wife accepts the utuation (polozhime) ’ 

Vronskv spread his fingers and toes 

*‘Pnchvom tut pohzheme i^sjtuition shituation)*^ She is bliss^ 
fully Ignorant of then affair and bcudes, she knows she is fubsy 
and frumpy, and si iply cannot compete with dashing Hel**ne ’ 
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see, but some won't,’ said Manna 
In the meantime, Herr Rack swam up again and joined Ada 
on the edge of the pool, almost losing his baggy trunks in the 
process oi an amphibious heave 

‘Permit me Ivan, to get vou also a nice cold Russian kok 
said Pedro - really a very gentle and amiable youth at hcait 
‘Get yourself a cocoanut,’ lej hed nasty Van testing the poor 
faun, who did not get it in any sense, and, giggling pleasantly, 
went back to his mat Claudius, at least, did not couit Ophelia 
The melanchoh young Gciman was in a philosophic il mood 
shading into the suicidal He had to letiiin to Kalugano NMth his 
Elsie, who Doc Ecks*ther thought ‘would present him with 
driplets in dry weeks He hated Kalugano his and hei home 
town where in a moment of mutual aberration’ stupid hlsic h id 
given him her all on a paik ben^h cftcr a wonderful o'Tice pii*v 
at Muzakovslii s f)rgans whcie the oversexed pitdiil oaf had a 
good job 

‘When arc >oii leaving ^ i-^ked Ada 
‘Porcstd lY - after tomoirow 
‘line That s hne Adieu Mi Rack’ 

Poor Philip drooped ting^ rpaintine c d nothing on wet stone, 
shakine his heaVi^ head gulping visiblv 

One feels One tccis he aid, that one is meitlv pia>inc 
a role md has lorgottcn the luV spcecii 

I rn told T lany fed tint said Ada it must hK a futchrbar 
feeling 

C annot be helped*^ No fiope mv more at all ' f am dving, 
yes'’ 

‘\ou are dead Mr Rack said Ada 

She had been casting sidelong glance during ihit dreadful 
talk, and now «>dw pure fierce Van undci the tulip tree quite 
a way off one hand on his hip head thrown biek drinking 
beer from a bottle She left the pool cdi?e with ifs eoipse and 
moved toward the tulip tree making a strategic detour between 
the authoress who still unaware of what they were doing to 
her novel - was dozing in a deckchair (out of who^e wooden 
arms her chubby fingers grew like pink mushrooms) and the 
leading ladv, now puzzling over a love scene where the young 
chatelaine’s ‘radiant beauty’ was mentioned. 
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‘But/ said Marina, ‘how can one act out “radiant,” what does 
radiant beauty mean?’ 

‘ Pale beauty/ said Pedro helpfully, glancing up at Ada as she 
passed by, ‘the beauty for which many men would cut of! their 
members/ 

‘Okay,’ said Vronsky. ‘Let us get on with this damned script. 
He leaves the pool-side patio, and since wc contemplate doing 
it in color 

Van left the pool-side patio and strode away He turned into 
a ^ide galler> that led into a grov> pan of the garden, grading 
insensibly into the paik proper Presently, he noticed that Ada 
had hastened to follow him I ifling one elbow, revealing the 
bla^k stai of hci armpit she tore oft hti bathing cap and with 
a shake of hei head liberated a foiient ol hair. Lucette, in color, 
tiotted behind hei Out of charity for the nsteis’ bare feet. Van 
changed his course from giasel path to \elvct lawn (reversing 
the action of Dr Lio, pursued by the Invisible Albino in one of 
the gieatcst novels of English lileratuic) Fhcjr caught up with 
him in the Second Coppice i ucette, in passing, stopped to pick 
up her SI'' ter \ <ap and sunglasses - the sunglasses ol much-sung 
lasses, a shame to throw them awav’ Mv tid> little Lucette (I 
shall never forget you ) placed both obicets on i tree stump 
near an empt\ beer bottle trotted cm, then went back to examine 
a bunth of pink mushrooms that clung to the itump, snoring. 
Double take, double exposure 

‘^re you tunous, because * began Ada upon ovei taking him 
(she had prepared a sentciKe about her having to be polite after 
ail to a piano tuner, piactically a servant with an nbscuie heart 
ailment and a vulgai pathetic wife but \ an interrupted her). 

‘1 object,’ he said, expelling il like a rocket, ‘to two things. 
A brunette, even a sloppy brunette, should shave her i?ioin before 
exposing it, and a well-bied gnl does not allow a beastly lecher 
to poke her in the ribs even if she must wear a motiuaten, smelly 
rag much too short for her charms.’ *Ach^^ he added, ‘why the 
hedi did I return to Ardis*’ 

‘1 promise, i pioniise to be more careful from now on and 
not let lousy Pedro come near,’ she said with happy rigorous 
noas - and an exhalation of glorious relief, the cause ol which 
was to tenure Van only much later. 
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*Oh, wait for me’’ yelped Lucette. 

(Torture, my poor love’ Torture! Yes! But it’s all sunk and 
dead Ada’s late note ) 

The three of them formed a pretty Arcadian combination as 
they dropped on the turf under the great weeping cedar, whose 
aberrant limbs extended an onental canopy (propped up here 
and there by crutches made of M own flesh like this book) above 
two black and one golden-red head as they had above you and 
me on dark warm nights when we were reckless, happy children 
Van, sprawling supine, sick with memories, put his hands 
behind his nape and slit his eyes at the Lebanese blue of the sky 
between the fascicles of the foliage Lucette fondly admired his 
long lashes while pitying his tendei skin for the inflamed blolf hes 
and prickles between neck and jaw where shaving caused the 
most trouble Ada, her keepsake profile inclined, her mournful 
magdalene hair hanging down (in ^-ympathy with the weeping 
shadows) along her pale arm sat examining abstractly the vcilow 
throat of a waxy-while helleboiinc sht hid picked She haled 
him, she adoicd him He was brutal she w s defenseless 
Lucette always playing her pait of the dinging ^Hcelionately 
fussy lassy, placed both palms on Van o hury ehc't and wanico 
to know why he was cross 
‘1 m not cross wth juw,' replied Van at last 
I uuttc kissed hi^ hand then attacked him 
‘Cut it oul’’ he said, as she wriggled again >t his hare thorax. 
‘You’re unpleasantly cold child ’ 

‘It s not true, I m hot, she letorted 

‘Cold as two halves of a canned peach Now, roll off, please ’ 
‘Whv two*? Why 

‘Ye>, why,* prowled Ada with a shiver of pleasure, and, 
leaning over, kissed him on the mouth He stiuggicd to rise 
The two girls were now kissing him alternativt ly, then kissing 
each other, then getting busy upon him again - Ada in perilous 
silence, 1 ucette with soft squeals of delight J do not rem**mber 
what Li s Enjants Maudits did or said in Monparnasse’s novelette 
- they lived in Bryant’s chateau, I think, and it began with bats 
flying one by one out of a turret’s aiUde’>b(Puf into the sunset, 
but these children (whom the novelettist did not really know - 
a delicious point) might also have been filmed rather entertain- 
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ingly had snoopy Kim, the kitchen photo-fiend, possessed the 
necessary apparatus. One hates to write about those matters, it 
all comes out so improper, esthetically speaking, in written 
description, but one cannot help recalling in this ultimate twi- 
light (where minor artistic blunders are fainter than very fugitive 
bats in an insect-pooi wilderness of oiange air; that Lucette's 
dewy little contributions augmented rather than dampened Van’s 
invariable reaction to the only and mam girl’s lightest touch, 
actual ur imagined. Ada, her silky mane sweeping over his 
nipt>les and navel, seemed to enjoy doing cveiything to jolt my 
piesent pencil and make, in that lidiculously remote past, her 
innocent little sister notice and legistei ^^hat Van could not 
contiol. The crushed flo'ver was now being merrily crammed 
under the rubber belt of ins black trunks by twenty tickly fingers. 
As an ornament it had not much value; as a game it was inept 
and dangerous. He shook off his pretty toi mentors, and walked 
away on his hands, a black m'lsk over his carnival nose Just 
then, the governess, panting and shouting, arrived on the scene. 
'Mats (iu'e\t-ce f/u'tl ta fait, ton cousin She kept anxiously 
asking, as Lucettc shedding the same completely unwarranted 
tears that Ada had once shed, lushed in^o the mauve-wmged 
arms. 
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The following day began with a dn/zle, but cleared up after 
lunch. Luceite had her Iasi pi mo lesson wun gloomy Herr Rack. 
The repetitive tinkle-thump-tiTikle reached \'an and Ada during 
a reconnaissance in a second floor passage. Mile Lariviere was 
in the garden. Manna had fluttered away to Ladorc, and Van 
suggested thev take advantage of Lucette’s being ‘audibly 
absent’ by taking refuge in an upstairs dre»'ing room. 

Lucette’s first tricycle stood there in a coi ^ici ; a shelf above a 
cretonne-covered divan held some of the child’s old ‘untouch- 
able’ treasures among which was the battered anthology he had 
given her four years ago. The door could not be locked, but Van 
was impatient, and the music would surely endure, as firm as a 
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wall, for at least another twenty minutes He had buried his 
mouth in Ada's nuque, when she stiffened and raised a warning 
finger Heavy slow steps were coining up the grand staircase. 
‘Send him away,' she muttered "Chort (hell), swore Van, 
adjusting his clothes, and went out on the landing Philip Rack 
was tiudging up Adam's apple bobbing, ill-shaven livid, gums 
exposed, one hand on his cht t, the other clutching a loll of 
pink paper while the music continued to play on its own as if by 
some mechanical device 

‘Theies one downstairs in (he hall,' said Van, assuming, or 
feigning to assume, (hal the unfortunate fellow had stomach 
cramps or nausea But Mr Rack onl\ wanted to mixe hi«- faie- 
wclls to l\an Demonos ich (icientcd niiserablv on the stcond 
‘o ), to Fiaulcin Ada, to Midemoistlle Ida and of coiiisc to 
Madame A1 is Van s cousin and aunt were in town but Phil 
might certim*y find hi> fritnd Ida wntmg ii' the lO'.i guden. 
Was Van sure ^ Van was damned well sure Mr Rad shook V m 
hand with i deep sigh lookfd ap looked down tapped the 
banister^ with iii mysterious pnk piper tube and wi nt bick to 
the music rocm, wheic Mo/ait had begun to faltci Van waitid 
fcrt a moment hstcnineand gpmacing mvcdiintarilv and present- 
ly reiomtd Ada She sit witn a book ni Iki lap 

‘J must wash my right haml hcfoie 1 touch >ou or anything,* 
he saio 

She was not rcdls reading but nervously angnlj ah cntly 
flipping through the pages of what h ippcncd to bt that old 
anthology - wh ) it an> time if she pic ked up a bo )k woulil 
at once get engro sed in whatever text she happened to slip into 
‘from the book's brink with the natural movement of a water 
creature put back into its brook 

‘1 have never cUspid a »vetler limper, n istier torelimb in all 
my life' said \an, ana eiirsim/ (the music downstairs had 
stopped) w'^nt to the nurseiy W C where thcie was a tap hrom 
Its window he saw Rack put his lumps black briefcase mto the 
front basket of his bicvcle and weave away, taking his hat of! to 
an unresponsive gardener The clumsy eveJisl's balance did not 
survive his futile gest ire he hiushcd harshly against the hedge 
on the other side of the path, and crashed For a moment or two 
Rack remained m tangled communion with the privet, and Van 
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wondered if he should not go down to his aid The gardener had 
turned his back on the sick or drunken musician, who, thank 
goodness, was now getting out of the bushes and replacing his 
briefcase in its basket He rode a wav slowly, and a surge of 
obscure disgust made Van spit into the toilet bowl 
Ada had left the dressing loom bv the time he returned He 
discovered her on a balcony, where she was peeling an apple for 
I ucelte The kind pianist would always bring her an apple, or 
sometimes an inedible pear, or two small plums Anyway, that 
wa his last gift 

‘Mademoiselle is calling y(»u ’ siid Van to Lucette 
‘Well sIk 11 ha\e to wait sud Ada leisurely continuing her 
‘ulc d pec! a yellow red piral which I ncetlc watched with 
ritjal fascination 

‘Have some work to do,’ Van blurted out ‘Bored beyond 
werds Shill be in the library * 

Oktiv, Insipidly responded Lurettc Without turning - and 
emitted a cry ol pleasuic <ts she caught the finished festoons 
He >pent h ill an houi sc( kino a book he had put back in the 
wrong place When he found it it lust he ’^aw he had hnished 
dinofating it and 'o did not need it a ly moic hor a vvhile he lay 
on the black divan but that seemed only to increase the pressure 
of passionate obsession He decided to return to the upper floor 
by the cochlci There he rrcalled with anguish, as something 
fantastically ravisnmg and 1 opf ‘-‘ssU ineliievabk her huirying 
up with hci candlestick on the n ght ol the Buining Barn, 
capitalized in his memory loicvtr he with his dancing light 
behind hoi hurdic^ and c lives and mobile louiders and stieam- 
ing hail and the shadows n hum. s irges back geometry 
overtaking them in then winding upwird course, along the 
yellow wall He now found the third flooi dooi latched on the 
other Mde and had to return down to the libiarv (memories 
now blotted out by trivia! txasperanon) and take the grand 
Stan case 

As he advanced toward the bright sun < t the balcony door 
he heard Ada explaining somclhinc to I iicette It was something 
amusing, it had to do with 1 do not remember and cannot 
invent Ada had a way of hastening to finish a sentence before 
mirth ovcitook her, but soinciimes, as now, a brief burs*^ of it 
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would cause her words to explode, and then she would catch up 
with them and conclude the phiase with still greater haste, 
keeping her mirth at bav, and the last woid would bt followed by 
a triple ripple of sonorous, throaty, erotic and rather cosy 
laughter. 

‘And now, my sweet,’ she added, kissing Lucctte on her 
dimpled cheek, ‘do me a favor run down and tell bad Belle it’s 
high time you had your milk and petit-beurre 7fiim (quick)* 
Meanwhile, Van and 1 will retire to the bathroom or somewhere 
where there’s a good glass and 1 11 give him a haircut, he needs 
one badly Don’t you, Van Oh, I know whcie we 11 ao . . Run 
along, run along, Lucctte.’ 
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That frolic under the scalyham cedar proved to be a mistake 
Whenever not supervised bv her schizophrenic gviverncss, when- 
evei not heini' read to or vsalkcd, or pul to bed, lucetic vas 
now a pest At nightfall - it Manna was not around diiiding, 
say, with hei guests under the golden globes of the new garck n 
lamps that glowed here and there in the sudden gieencr> and 
mingled their kerosene reck with the breath of heliotrope and 
lasininc the lovers ( ould steal out into the deeper darkness and 
stay there until the noctiirna a keen midnight bice/c came 
tumbling the foliage uou\sartt la luimn^ a-* bore, the ribald 
night watchman exprcv^icd it Once with his emerald lantern, 
he hid stumbled upon them and several times a phantom Blanche 
had cicpt past them, laughing softly, to mate in some huniblei 
nook with the robust and secuiciv brilsed old glowworm But 
waiting all day lor a propitious night was n o much for our 
impatient lovers More often than not they had worn themselves 
out well before dinnertime, just as they used to in the past; 
Lucette, however, seemed to lurk behind every screen, to peep 
out of every mirror 

They tneil the attic, but noticed, just in time, a rent in its 
floor through which one glimpsed a corner of the mangle loom 
where French, the second maid, could be seen in her corset and 
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petticoat, passing to and fro They looked around - and could 
not undei stand bow they had ever been able to make tender 
love among splintered boxes and projecting nails, or wriggle 
through the skylight onto the roof, which any green imp with 
coppery limbs could easily keep under surveillance from a fork 
of the giant elm. 

There still was the shooting gallery, with its Orientally 
draped recess under the sloping roof. But it crawled now with 
bedbugs reeked of stale bcei, and was so grimy and greasy that 
one ^ould not dream of undressing or using the little divan All 
Van saw there of his new Ada were her ivorine thighs and 
haunches, and the very first time he clasped them she bade him, 
m the midst of his vigorous joy, to glance across her shoulder 
over the window ledge, which hei hands were still clutching 
in the ebbing throbs of her own response, and note that Luceitc 
was approaching skipping rope, along a path in the shrubbery. 

Those intrusions were repeated on the next two or three occa- 
sions Lucette would come ever nearer now p’cking a chante- 
relle and feigning to eat it raw, then crouching to capture a 
grasshopper or at least gome through the natural motions of 
idle p]a> and carefree pursuit She would advance up to the 
center of the weedy playground in front of the forbidden pavilion, 
and there, with an an of dreams innocence, start to jiggle the 
boaid of an old swing that hung from the long and lofty limb of 
BaUiy, a partl> leafless but ’■till hudthv old oak (which appeared - 
oh, I remember, Van^ in a centciy-old lithograph of Ardis, by 
Peter dc Rast, as a young colossus protecting four cows and a 
lad in rags, one shoulder bare) When ou lovers (vou like the 
authorial possessive, don't vou. Van'll happened to look out 
again, Lucette was rod mg the glum dackel, or looking up at an 
imaginary woodpecker, or with vaiious pretty contortions un- 
humcdly mounting the gray-looped board and swinging gently 
and gingerly as if never having done it vet, while diot Dack 
barked at the locked pavilion door She inennsed her momentum 
so cannily that Ada and hci cavalier, in the p trdonable blindness 
of ascending bliss, never once witnessed the instant when the 
round rosy face with all its freckles aglow swooped up and two 
green eyes leveled at the astounding tandem. 

Lucette, the shadow, followed them from lawn to loft, from 
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gatehouse to stable, from a modem shower booth near the pool 
to the ancient bathroom upstairs. Lucette-in-the-Box came out 
of a trunk. Lucette desired they take her for walks. Lucette in- 
sisted on their playing Meaptoad’ with her - and Ada and Van 
exchanged dark looks. 

Ada thought up a plan that was not simple, was not clever, and 
moreover worked the wrong way. Perhaps she did it on purpose. 
(Strike out, strike out, please^ Van.) The idea was to have Van 
fool Lucette by petting her in Ada's presence, while kissing Ada 
at the same time, and by caressing and kissing Lucette when Ada 
was away in the woods (‘in the woods,' ‘botanizing’). This, Ada 
afiirmed, would achieve two ends - assuage the pubescent child's 
jealousy and act as an alibi in case she caught them in the middle 
of a more ambiguous romp. 

The three of them cuddled and cosseted so frequently and so 
thorouglily that at last one afternoon on the long-suffering black 
divan he and Ada could no longer restrain their amorous 
excitement, and under the absurd pretext of a hide-and-seek game 
they locked up Lucette in a closet used for storing bound volumes 
of The Kaluga Waters and The Lugano Sun, and frantically made 
love, while the child knocked and called and kicked until the 
key fell out and the keyhole turned an angry green. 

More objectionable yet than those fits of vile temper were, to 
Ada’s mind, the look of stricken ecstasy that Lucette's face 
expressed when she would tightly cling to Van with arms, and 
knees, and prehensile tail, as if he were a tree trunk, even an 
ambulating tree trunk, and could not be pned off him unless 
smartly slapped by big sister. 

’1 have to admit,’ said Ada to Van as they floated down- 
stream in a red boat, toward a drape of willows on a Ladore 
islet, ‘1 have to admit with shame and sorrow. Van, that the 
splendid plan is a foozle, 1 think the brat has a dirty mind. I 
think she is criminally in love with you. I think 1 shall tell her you 
arc her uterine brother and that it is illegal and altogether 
abominable to flirt with uterine brothers. Ugly dark words scale 
her, I know; they scared me when I was four, but she is essentially 
a dumb child, and should be protected from nightmares and 
stallions. If she still does not desist, I can always complain to 
Marina, saying she disturbs us in our meditations and studies. 
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But perhaps you don’t mind? Perhaps she excites you? Yes? She 
excites you, confess?’ 

‘"This summer is so much sadder than the other,’ said Van 
softly. 


35 


We are now on a willow islet amidst the quietest branch of the 
blue I adore, with wet fields on one side and on the other a view 
of Biyant’s ( asilc, remote and romantically black on its oak- 
timbered hill. In that oval seclusion. Van subjected his new Ada 
to a comparative study: juxtapositions were easy, since the child 
he had known in minute detail four years before stood vividly 
illumined in his mind against the same backdrop of flowing blue. 

J-iei forehead area seemed to have diminished, not only be- 
cause she had become taller, but because she did her hair differ- 
ent Iv, with a drain«ttic swirl in front; its whiteness, now clear of 
all bleriiishes, had acquired a particuluHy mattingc, and soft skin- 
folcls ciossed it, as if she had been frowning too much ail those 
years, poor Ada, 

The evebrovvs were as regal and thick as ever. 

The eyes. The eyes had kept their voluptuous palpebral 
creases; the lashes, their seinhlaiKC rT jet-dust incrustation; the 
raised ins, its Hindu-hypnr>tic position; the lids, their inability to 
stav alert and wide r>pcn during the hncfe,st embrace: but those 
eyes’ expression when she ate an apple, or examinea a found 
thing, or srmply listened to an animal or a person - had changed, 
as if new layers of reticence and sadness iiad accumulated, half- 
veiling the pupil, while the glossy eyeball shifted in their lovely 
long sockets with a more restless motion than of yore: Mile 
Hypnokush, ‘whose eyes never dwell on you and yet pierce 
you.’ 

Her nose had not followed Van’s in the latter's thickening of 
Hibernian outline; but the hone was dehnilely bolder, and the 
tip seemed to turn up more strongly, and iiad a little vertical 
groove that he did not recall having seen in the twclve-year-oid 
colleenettc. 
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In strong light, a suggestion of darkish silk down (related to 
that on her forearms) could be now made out between nose and 
mouth but was doomed, she said, to extinction at the first cos- 
metical session of the fall season A touch of lipstick now gave 
her mouth an air of deadpan sullenness, which, by contrast, in- 
creased the shock of beauty when in gayety or greed she revealed 
the moist shine of her large teeth and the led riches of tongue and 
palate 

Her neck had been, and remained, his most delicate, most 
poignant delight, especially when she let her hair flow trccly, and 
the warm, white, adorable skin showed through in chance sepa- 
rations of glossy black strands Boils and mosquito bites had 
stopped pestering her, but he discovered the pale trace of an inch- 
long cut which ran parallel to her vertebrae just below the waist 
and which resulted from a deep scratch caused last August by an 
erratic hatpin - or rather by a thorny twig in the inviting 
hay 

(You arc merciless, Van ) 

On that secret islet (foi bidden to Sunday coui^es - it belonged 
to the Veen> and a notice boaid cal ml v proclaimed that tres- 
passers might get shot by sportsmen from Ardis Hall Dan s 
wording) the vegetation consrted of three Babylonian willows, a 
fringe of aldei, many gras>cs, cattails, sweet flags, and a few 
purplc-iipped twayblades, o\er which Ada crooned aj she did 
over puppies or kittens 

Under the dhcltcr of those neurotic willows Van pursued liis 
survey 

Her shoulders were intolcrabl> graceful I would never permit 
my Wife to weai strapless gowns with such shouldci', but how 
could she be my wife'^ Kenny says to Nell in the Lnglish version 
of Monparnaose’s rather romic tale ‘The infamous shadow of 
our unnatural affair will follow us into the low depths of the 
Inferno which our T ather who is in the sk> sb :)ws to us with his 
superb digi» ’ for some odd reason the worse translations aie not 
from the Chinese, but from plain French 

Her nipples, now pert and red, were encircled by fine black 
hairs which would soon go, too, being, she said, unschicklich 
Where had she picked up, he wondered, that bioeous word*^ Her 
breasts were pretty, pale and plump, but somehow he had pre- 
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ferred the little soft swellings of the earlier girl with their formless 
dull buds. 

He recognized the familiar, individual, beautiful intake of 
her flat young abdomen, its wonderful ‘play,’ the frank and 
caf’cr expression of the oblique muscles and the ‘smile' of her 
navel - to borrow from the vocabulary of the belly dancer’s 
art. 

One day he brought his shaving kit along and helped her to get 
rid of all three patches of body hair: 

‘Now I’m Schehcr,' he said, ‘and you are his Ada, and that’s 
green prayer carpet.' 

Their \isits to that islet remained engraved in the memory of 
that summer with entwincnients that no longer could be un- 
tangled. Thc> saw ihcinscives standing there, embraced, clothed 
only m mobile leafy shadows, and watching the red rowboat 
with Its mobile inlay ot reflected lipples carrv them off, waving, 
w'aving then handkerchiefs; and that mystery of mixed sequences 
was cnhaiiceii by such things as the boat's floating hack to them 
while It stil' receded, the oars crippled by refraction, the sun- 
lleeks now ripphng the other way like the stn»be elfect of spokes 
counterwheeling as the pageant rolls by. Time tricked them, 
made one of them ask a fenicrnhcicd question, caused the other 
to give a forgotten answer, and once in a small alder thicket, 
duplicated in black by the blue stream, thev found a garter which 
w'a> cci tainly hers she could not deny it, but which Van was posi- 
tive she had never worn on her stockmglc's summer trips to the 
magic islet 

Her !ovcl> strong legs liad, maybe, gn wm longer but they still 
prc^civcd the sleek palor and suppleness ot her nymphet years. 
She could still suck her hip toe. The right instep and the back of 
hei left hand bore the san>e small not overconspicuous but in- 
delible and sacred birllimark, with which nature had signed his 
right hand and left foot She attempted to coat her fingernails with 
Scheherazade’s Lacquer (a very grotesque fad of the ’eighties) 
but she w'ds untidv and forgetful in mattc.*'s of grooming, the var- 
nish flaked off. leaving unseemly blr»tches, and he requested her 
to revert to her Mack-luster’ state. In compensation, he bought 
her in the town of Ladorc (that rather smart little resort) an ankle 
chain of gold but she lost it in the course of their strenuous trysts 
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and unexpectedly broke into tears when he said never mind, 
another lover some day would retrieve it for her 
Her brilliance, her genius Of course, she had changed in four 
years, but he, too, had changed, by concurrent stages, so that 
their brains and senses stayed attuned and were to stay thus al- 
ways, through all separations Neither had remained the brash 
Wimderkmd of 1884, but in bookish knowledge both surpassed 
their coevals to an even more absurd extent than in childhood, 
and m formal terms Add (horn on July 21, 1872) had already 
completed her pi ivate school course while Van, hci senior by two 
years and a half, hoped to get his master’s degree at the end of 
1889 Hei conversation might have lost some of its sportive 
glitter, and the hrst iaint shadows of what she would later term 
‘my acarpous destiny’ (pustotsietnost ) could be made out at 
least in back view, but the quality of her innate wit had deepened, 
strange ‘mctempiricar (as Van called thcin^ undercurrent^ 
seemed to double internally, and thus cnricli, the simplest expres- 
sion of her simplest thoughts She read d^ voratiouslv and iriJi'- 
criminatcly as he but e-ich liad evolved a more *)r less ‘pet’ sub- 
ject he the teirological pait of psychiatry, she the drami 
(especially Russian), a ‘pet he found ‘pat in her case but hoped 
would be a passing vagaiv Her flonmama endured, alas, but 
after Di Krolik died (in 1 886) of a he irt atl ick in gaidcn, ''he 
had placed all her live pupae in liis open coffin where he ld>, she 
said, as plump and pink as m \ \o 
Amorously, now in her otherwise dolouai^ and irresolute 
adolescence, Ada was even more aggressive and rcspomive than 
in hei abnormalK pa^^sionate childhood A diligent student ol 
case histones. Dr Van Veen ncvei quite managed to match ardent 
twelvc-ycai -old Ada with a non-delinquent, non nymphoman'ac, 
mentally highly developed spiritually happy and jiorinal English 
child in his hies, although many similar little girls had bloomed - 
and lun to seed - in the old chateaux of France and I stotiland as 
portrayed .n extravagant romances and senile memoirs His own 
passion for her Van found even harder to study and inalyze 
When he recollected caress by caress his Venus Villa sessions, or 
earlier visits to the nverhouses of Ranta or Livida, he satisfied 
himself that his reactions to Ada remained be ond all that, since 
the merest touch of her finger or mouth following a swollen vein 
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produced not only a more potent but essentially different delicia 
than the slowest ‘winsIow’ of the most sophisticated young har- 
lot Whdt, then, was it that raised the animal act to a level higher 
than even that of the nu)st exact arts or the wildest flji?hts of pure 
sconce'' It would not be sufficient to say that in his love-making 
with Ada he discoveied the pang, the otfon \ the agony of supreme 
‘reality ’ Reality, bettei say, lost the quotes it wore like claws - in 
a world where independent and original minds must cling to 
things or pull things apait in order to ward off madnev or death 
(which IS the master madness) Tor one spasm oi tvvo, he was 
sJ.c I he new naked reality needed no tentacle or anchor, it 
lasted a moment, but could be repeated as often as he and she 
were phvsically able to niakc lo\c The coifu and fire of that in- 
stant lealitv depended adclv on Ada identity as pciccised by 
him It had nothing to do Aith viitiie oi the vamtv »)f virtue in a 
laige v'nse in tact it seemed to Van lalei that during the aiden- 
c Ks t)f that sumnnr he knt w all along that she had been, and still 
^ ^ dtnxiouslv untiuc to him just a> she knev^ long before he 
told hci that he had used oh and on, duiing then sepaialion, the 
]i\(‘ nxchanisms tense males could lent for a few minutes as des- 
ciibcd, with profuse woodcuh and photf»graplis, in a three- 
vckimc Histon of Piostitution which she had read at the age of 
ten OI eleven, between Hami<t and f aptain Cjiant’s Micio- 
eaUiKWs 

f Of the sake of the scholars who aiII lead tfm forbidden 
mcmoii With a secret tingle (ihev are humi i) m the sccict chasms 
01 libiiincs (wncic the chatter the lavs and the fannies ot lolimg 
pornographei s are p.ouslv kept) its uthor must add in the 
inaigin of g*illcv piools which a bedne’den old man hiroically 
corrects (for those slipper long snakes add the last touch to a 
w I iter’s woes) a few more [the end of the sentenLe cannot be de- 
ciphcied hut foitunalelv the next paragraph is scrawled on a 
sep.uate writing pad page I ditor’*- Note] 

. about the raptuie ot hei identity The asses vho might 
really think that m the starlight of eteini v nn. Van Veen's, and 
ha, Ada Veen's coniunclion, somewhere in North America, in 
the nineteenth century icprcsented but one tiillionth of a tiiiiionth 
port of a pinpoint planet's significance can bra> aiUeitfs, aiUeurs, 
fliUeuts (the English word would not supply the onomatopoeic 
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element; old Veen is kind), because the rapture of her identity, 
placed under the microscope of reality (which is the only leality), 
shows a complex system of those subtle bridges which the senses 
traverse - laughing, embraced, throwing flowers in the air be- 
tween membrane and brain, and which always was and is a form 
of memory, even at the moment of its perception T am weak I 
write badly I may die tonight My magic carpet no longer skim*? 
over crown canopies and gaping nestlings, and hci rarest orchids. 
Insert. 
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Pedantic Ad i once said that the looking up of word« in a lexicon 
foi any other needs than those oi c\prcs%ion be it insn uction or 
art lay somewhere between the ornaminlal as oitrncni of 
floweis (which could be, she conceded n ikllv romanlr in i 
maidenly headcocking way) and making coPagM piclnrcs ol dis- 
parate butterfly wings (which wd» ilwt>s vulgar and oOtn 
criminal) Pet contra, she siiggisied to \ in that verbal circuses 
‘performing words,’ ‘poodle-vloodie^ and so iorth, might be 
redeemable bv the quality ot the brain work required for the 
creation of a eieat logogripb or inspned pun and should not pre- 
clude the help of a dictionary erutf or Lon placent 

That was why she admitted Pkivqa The name camt from 
alfoMt, an old Russian game ol chamc and skill based on the 
scrambling and unscrambling of alphabetic letters It was fash- 
ionable throughout Estoty ano Canady aiound 1790 wa'- re- 
vived bv tne ‘ Madhatters’ (as the inhabitants of New Amsterdam 
were once called) in the beginning of the nineteenth century, 
made a great comeback, aftci a brief slump, aiound 1860 and 
now a century latci seems to be again in vogue, *0 I am told 
under the name of ‘Scrabble,’ invented by some genius quite 
independently from its original form or forms 
Us chief Russian vaiiety, current in Ada’s childhood, was 
played in great country houses with 12*5 lettered blocks The 
object was to make rows and files of woids on a board of 225 
squares Of these, 24 were brown, 12 black, 16 orange, 8 red, and 
174 



the rest golden-yellow (i e , flavid, in concession to the game’s 
original name) I veiy letter of the Cyrillic alphabet rated a 
number of points (the rare Russian Fas much as 10, the common 
A as little as I) Brown doubled the basic value of a letter black 
tripled It Orange doubled the sum of points for the whole vord, 
red tripled the sum Lucette would later i ecu 1 1 how hci sistcr’s 
triumphs in doubling, tripling, and even nonuplingtwhen passing 
lhr()ugh two red squares) the numerical value of words evolved 
monitions fmms in her dcliimm during a severe streptococcal 
ague in Septcmhei, 1888, in California 

I OF each round of the game each plaver helped himself to 
se\ep blocks fiom the container wheic thev lav face down, and 
an a ved wi turn his W(^jd on titc boaid In the ca^'C of the opening 
coup on the still cmpt> lichl all ho had t(> do was to align any 
two oi all ol his seven letters in such a w.o as tc involve the 
eeniral square, marked with a bla/ing hept u'on Subsequently, 
the eatalv t of one of the letiu alrcidv on the bond hid to be 
u>cd foi composing one >wtvni moss or dow i That niaver won 
who collected ihc neatest number ol points lettei bv letter and 
word bv word 

The set (HI! three children icccived in 1884 fnnn at' old fiicnd 
of the 1 unilv (as Marinis fornici lo'cis wtie known), Baron 
Kiiin Avidov couMaed of a larjt folding hoard of ^alTiaii and a 
bc>\fij' of weighty rectangles of eb\)n\ inlaid with pi itmum 
IctttMs oiih one ol which w is a Roman ont, namclv the letter 
I on the (VO lokci blocks (as tliiiilinp to get as i blank cheek 
signed l» Jupilei or hiiojmi Jt was inudcnlall> tin same 
kimllv but touchv Avidov (mentioned n m inv raev memoirs 
of the timer who \)nce cat ipultcd wi h an uppcicut in un- 
foiliinate F ngl^h tourist into the porter s lodge lor his jokingly 
icmaiking how ch^ver it was lc'» drop the fust letter cvf ones 
name in o»dei to use »t as a patiuule at the e>rit/, in Venc/ia 
Rossa 

Bv luly the ten nad dwindled to nine and toe tour D\ to 
three The missing A eventually tuineu undti an Apioned 

Armchair but the D was io^t faking the fate of its aposlro- 
phizable double as imagined hy a NValtei C Keyway, fcsq , just 
betore the lattei landed, with a couple of unstamped postcards, 
in the arms of a speechless multilinguist a frock coat with brass 
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buttons The wit of the Veens (says Ada in a marginal note) 
knows no bounds 

Van, a first-rate chess player - he was to win in 1887 a match 
at Chose when he beat the Minsk-born Pat Rishin (champion 
of Underhill and Wilson, N C ) - had been puzzled by Ada’s 
inability of raising the standard of her, so to speak, damsel- 
errant game above that of a young lady in an old novel or in 
one of those anti-dandruff color-photo ads that show a beautiful 
model (made for other games than chess) staring at the shoulder 
of her otheiwise impeccably groomed antagonist across a pre- 
posterous traffic jam of white and scailet, elaborately and un- 
recognizably carved, Lalla Rookh chessmen v^hich not even 
cretins would want to play with even if royallv paid for the 
degradation of tne simplest thought undei the itchiest scalp 

Ada did manage now and then, to conjuie up a combina- 
tional saciihce, oftciing sav, her queen - v^ith a subtle win alter 
two or three moves if the piece were taken, but •^he saw only one 
side of the question preferring to ignore in the queer lassitude 
of clogged cogitation the obvious counter combination that 
would lead incvitablv to her defeat if tht giand <*acnficc were 
accepted On the Sciabblc boaid however this >amt wild and 
weak Ada was transformed into a sort of graceful computing 
machine endowed moreover, with phenomenal luck and would 
greatly surpass baffled Van in acumen, foresight and expl station 
of chance when shaping appcli/ing long word' from the most 
unpromising scraps and coilop» 

He found the game rather fatiguing, and toward the end pi i>cd 
hurnediv and carelessly, not deigning to check ‘rare’ or ‘obso- 
lete’ but quite acceptable possibilities- provided bv a losal 
dictjonaiy As to ambitious, incompetent and temperamental 
Lucette, she had to be, even at twelve discreetly advised by Van 
who did so chiefly because it saved time and bi ought a little 
closer the blessed moment when she could be bundled oil to the 
nursery, leaving Ada available for the thud oi fourth little 
flourish of the sweet summer day Lspecially boring were the 
girls’ squabbles over the legitimacy of this or that word proper 
names and place names were taboo, but there occurred borderline 
cases, causing no end of heartbreak, and it vas pitiful to see 
Lucette cling to her last five letters (with none left in the box) 
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forming the beautiful ARDIS which her governess had told her 
meant ‘the point of an arrow' - but only in Greek, alas. 

A particular nuisance was the angry or disdainful looking up 
of dubious words in a number of lexicons, silting, standing and 
sprawling around the girls, on the floor, under Lucette's chair 
upon which she knelt, on the divan, on the big round table with 
the board and the blocks and on an adjar ent chest of drawers. 
The rivalry between moronic O/hegov (a big, blue, badly bound 
volume, containing 52,872 v\ords) and a small but chippy 
Edmundson in Dr Gerschizhevsky’s reverent version, the 
taciturnity of abridged brutes and the unconventional magnani- 
mity of a four-volume Dahl (‘My darling dahlia,' moaned Ada 
as slie obtained an obsolete cant word from the gentle long- 
bearded ethnographer) - all this would have been insiipportably 
boring to Van had he not been stung as a scientist by the curious 
affinity between certain aspects of Scrabble and those of the 
planchcltc. He became aware of it one August evening m 1884 
on the nursery balcony, under a sunset sky the last fire of w'hich 
snaked acioss the corner of the rcscivoir, stimulated the last 
swifts, anti inlcnsihed the hue of Lucette's ci'pper curls The 
morocco boaid had been unfolded on a much inkstained, 
monogianimcd and notched deal tabic. Pretiv Blanche, also 
touched, on eailobc and thumbnail, with the evening's pink - 
and redolent w'ilh the perfume called Miniver Musk by hand- 
maids had brought a still unneeded lamp. Luis had been cast, 
Ada had won the light to begin, anrl was m the act of collecting 
one b\ one, inechanicalK ami unthinkingly, her seven ‘luckics’ 
from the open case where the blocks 'ly face down, showing 
norhing but thei/ anoiiMiKUis black ba' ks, each in its mvn cell 
of ilavid vcKet. She wa.>» speaking at the same time, saying 
casually: ‘I wviuld much preter the Benton tamp here but it is 
out of kcrosin Pet (addressing Lucette), be a good scout, call 
her Cjood Heavens!' 

The seven letters slic had taken, S,R,E.N 0,K,i, and was sort- 
ing out in her spckrrik (the little trough t' japanned wood each 
pla>cr had before him) now formed in quick and, as it were, 
self-impulsed rearrangement the key w^ord of the chance sen- 
tence that had attended ihcir random assemblage. 

Another time, in the bay of the library, on a thundery evening 
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(a few hours before the bam burned), a succession of Lucette’s 
blocks formed the amusing VANIA DA, and from this she 
extracted the very piece of furniture she was in the act of referi ing 
to in a peevish little voice ‘But I, too, perhaps, would like to sit 
on the divan ’ 

Soon after that, as so often occurs with games, and toys, and 
vacational friendships, that seem to promise an eternal future of 
fun, Flavita followed the bronze and blood-red ticcs into tne 
autumn mists, then the black box was mislaid, was forgotten - 
and accidentally rediscovered (among boxes of tabic Mlver) 
four years later, shor^h befoie Lucette’s visit to town where 
she spent a few days with hei father in mid luly 1888 ft so 
happened that this v^as to be the last game of Havit i that the 
three young Veens were ever to plav together Lithei because it 
happened to end in a memorable record for Ada oi because Van 
took some notes in the hope not quite unfulfilled of catching 
sight of the lining of time (which a he was later to wntc is the 
best informal dctinilioii of portents and prophecies ) but the I ist 
round of that particular game lemaiticd vivicily clear m his 
mind 

‘Jc ne peux nen faite^ wailed lucette, run - witn my 
idiotic Biu/is/a/xn RTMNfLK LINKRFM 
‘Look’ wnispeiod Van c (\r tout simple shift those two 
syllables and you get a fortress in ancient Muscovv 

‘Oh no’ said Ada wagging hCi hngci at the height of hei 
temple in a wav she had Oh nu That j)retiv word doc not 
exist in Russian A } renebman invented it fheit is no '.ceond 
svlldblc ’ 

‘Ruth for a little child ' interposed Van 
‘Ruthless’’ cried Ada 

‘Weil ’ said Van, you can always make a little cream KR F M 
or K R E M t - oi even better there s K R L M 1 I, which nieaiis 
Yukon prisons Oo Ihiough her ORHIDL YA ’ 

‘Thiougli her silly orchid said Lucette 
‘And now,’ said Ada, ‘Adochka is going to do something 
even sillier ’ And taking advantage of a cheap Ictti r recklessly 
sown sometime before in the seventh compartment of the upper- 
most fertile row, Ada, with a deep sigh of pi asure, composed 
the adjective TORFYaNUYu which went through a brown 
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square at F and through two red squares (37 x 9 333 points) 

and got a bonus of 50 (for placing all seven blocks at one stroke) 
which made 383 in all, the highest score ever obtained for one 
woid by a Russian scrambler ‘There’’ she said, ‘Ouf’ Pas 
Jaulc ' And brushing away with the ros> knuckles of her white 
hand the black-bionze hair from her temple, she recounted her 
monstrous points in a smug, melodious tone of voice like a 
prim ess narrating the poison-cup killing of a superfluous lover, 
while I ucette fixed Van vMih a mute, fuming appeal against life’s 
iniuslicc and then looking again at the boaid emitted a sudden 
howl of hoT^e 

h s a place name’ One can’t use it’ It’s the name of the first 
littli slaiion after Ladoro Budge’’ 

That s right, pet,' sang out Ada Oh pel, vou are so right’ 
Yes ToiKanaya, or as Blanche savs La lourhutt is indeed, 
the prettv but rather damp village where oni ccnjfi/fon s family 
Incs But /non fHt'f m our niolher tongut ^///t Jts-ft m the 
tonrue a maternal grandmother we all share a ru h beautiful 
lonmic which mv per should not mglecr lor the sake of a Canad- 
ian brand of French this quite oidmar> adjectwc means 
pcatv feminine gender accusitivc (usc that one coup 
has earned me nearly 400 loo bad m ttot\anula (didn’t quite 
make it) ’ 

dotyantiia^" Lucettr complained to Vin, her nostrils 
flaiing her shoulders shaking with i idrenuion 

He tilted her chair to m ike her slide oil an<i go The poor 
child final score for the hltcen rounds oi so of ihe game was 
less tinn half of her sister s last masteisti >kc and Van hid hardly 
fared belter but who uirf*d’ Tht blor? i sticaltine Ad s arm, 
the t)alc blue of the veins m its hollovv, the (haired wood odor 
of her hair shining hiownlv next to ilie lampshade s parchment (a 
translucent lakc^vape with lapanese diagons) secured inhnitelv 
moic points than those tensed lingers nunched on the pencil 
stub could ever add up in the past present or future 

‘1 he loser will go straii^nt to lied saio V m mcrrilv, ‘and stay 
there, and we shall go down and fetth her - in exactly ten 
minutes a big cup (the dark-blue cup’) of cocoa (sweet, dark, 
skinless Cadbury cocoa’) ’ 

‘I’m uot gome anywhere,’ said Lucette, folding her arms 
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* First, because it is only half-past eight, and, second, because 1 
know perfectly well why you want to get nd of me ’ 

‘Van,* said Ada, after a slight pause, ‘will you please summon 
Mademoiselle, she’s working with Mother over a script which 
cannot be more stupid than this nasty child is ’ 

‘I would like to know,’ said Van, ‘the meaning of her interest- 
ing observation Ask her, Ada dear ’ 

‘She thinks we are going to play Scrabble without her,’ said 
Ada, ‘or, go through those Oriental gymnastics which, you 
remember. Van, you began teaching me, as you remember ’ 

*Oh, I remember* You rt member I showed you what my 
teacher ot athletics, you remember his name. King Wing, 
taught me ’ 

‘You remember a lot ha-ha,’ said Lucette, standing in front 
of them in hei green pajamas, sun tanned chest bare, legs parted, 
arms akimbo 

‘Perhaps the simplest began Ada 

‘The simplest answer said lucette ‘is that you two can't 
tell my why exactly you want to get nd of me ' 

‘Perhaps the simplest answer continued Ada ‘is for you, 
Van, to give her a vigorous resounding spanking’ 

‘I dare you* cried 1 ueelle and veered invitingly 
Very gently Van stroked the silky lop of her head and kissed 
her behind the ear, and bursting into \ hideous storm of sob*’, 
Lucette rushed out of the room Ada locked the door after her 
‘She’s an utterly mad and deprived gipsy nymphet of eour^e,’ 
said Ada, vet we must be more careful than ever oh terribly, 
terribly, terribly , oh, careful, my darling ’ 
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It was raining The law ns looked greener and the reservoir grayer, 
in the dull prospect before the library bay window ( lad in a 
black training suit, with two yellow cushions propped under his 
head. Van lay reading Rattner on Terra a difficult and depressing 
work Every now and then he glanced at the ai tumnally locking 
tall clock above the bald pate of tan Tartary as represented on a 
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large old globe in the fading light of an afternoon that would have 
suited early October better than July. Ada, wearing an unfashion- 
able belted macintosh that he disliked, with her handbag on a 
strap over one shoulder, had gone to Kaluga for the whole day - 
officially to try on some clothes, unofficially to consult Dr Krolik’s 
cousin, the gynecologist Seitz (or ‘Zayats,* as she transliterated 
him mentally since it also belonged, as Dr ‘Rabbit* did, to the 
leporine group in Russian pronunciation). Van was positive that 
not once during a month of love-making had he failed to take all 
necessary precautions, sometimes rather bizarre, but incontest- 
ably trustworthy, and had lately acquired the sheath-like contra- 
ceptive device that in Ladorc county only barber-shops, for some 
odd but ancient reason, were allowed to sell. Still ho felt anxious 
- and was cross with his anxiety - and Rattner, who halfheartedly 
denied any objective existence to the sibling planet in his text, 
but grudgingly accepted it in obscure notes (inconveniently placed 
between chapters), seemed as dull as the rain that could be dis- 
cerned slanting in parallel pencil lines against the darker back- 
ground of a larch plantation, boi lowed, Ada contended, from 
Mansfield Park. 

At ten minutes to five, Bout quietly came in with a lighted 
kerosene lamp and an invitation from Marina for a chat in her 
room. As Bout passed by the globe he touched it and looked with 
disapproval at his smudged finger ‘The world is dusty,’ he said. 
‘Blanche should be sent back to her native village. Elle est folk 
et mauvaisc, cede ft lief 

‘Okay, okay,’ muttered Van, going back to his book. Bout left 
the room, still shaking his silly cropped f siad, and Van, yawning, 
allowed Rattner to slide down from th< black divan on to the 
black carpet. 

When he looked up again at the clock, it was gathering its 
strength to strike. He hastily got up from his couch recalling that 
Blanche had just come in to ask him to complain to Manna that 
Mile Ada had again refused to give her a lift to ‘Beer Tower,’ as 
local jokers called her poor village. For a w moments the brief 
dim dream was so closely fused with the real event that even when 
he recalled Bout’s putting his finger on the rhomboid peninsula 
where the Allies had just landed (as proclaimed by the Ladore 
newspaper spread-eagled on the library table), he still clearly saw 
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Blanche wiping Crimea clean with one of Ada’s lost handkerchiefs. 
He swarmed up the cochlea to the nursery water-closet, heard 
from afar the governess and her wretched pupil recite speeches 
from the horrible ‘Berenice’ (a contralto croak alternating with 
a completely expressionless little voice), and decided that Blanche 
or rathei Marina probably wished to know if he had been serious 
when he said the other day he v ould enlist at nineteen, the eailiest 
volunteer age He also gave a minute's thought to the sad fact that 
(as he well knew fiom his studies) the confusion of two lealities, 
one in single, the other in double, quotes, was a symptom of 
impending insanity 

Naked-faced, dull-haircd, wrapped up in her oldest kimono 
(her Pedro had suddenly left tor Rio), Manna reclined on her 
mahogany bed under a golden >ellow quilt, drinking tea with 
mare's milk, one of her fads 

‘Sit down have a spot of chjxkuy she said ‘The cow is in the 
smaller jug, I r///«A Yes, it u And when Van, having kissed her 
freckled hand, lowered himself on the nantUch (a kind ol sighing 
old hassock upholstered m leather) ‘Van, deai% 1 wish to sav 
something to you, because 1 know I shall nevci have to lepcat it 
again Belle, with her usual flair for the right ohtasc, has cited to 
me the coustnage-danFiteu^‘\oismai:!C acla^c I mean adaae,” 
I dlwa>s fluff that word and lomplaiiied qidoF y embt await dans 
tom les (oins Is that tiue 

Van's mind flashed in advance of his speech It was. Manna a 
fantastic cxaggeiation The cra/v governess had observed il once 
when he earned Ada across a biook and kissed hci bcLausc she 
had hurt her toe f’m the well-known beggar m the saddest of all 
stories 

'‘Erunda (nonsense),’ said Van ‘She once saw me carrying Ada 
across the brook and misconstiued our stumbling huddle (spot!- 
ka) mhcheesva dtyanw ) ' 

‘T do not mean Ada silly,’ said Manna with a slight snort, as 
she fussed over the teapot ‘Azov, a Russian humorist, denves 
erunda fiom the German hicr and da ^ which is neither here nor 
there Ada is a big girl, and big girls, alas, have their own woriies. 
Mile Lanviere meant Lucette, of course Van, those soft games 
must stop Lucette is twelve, and naive, and 1 1 now it's all clean 
fun, yet (odnako) one can nevei behave too delikatno in regard to 
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a budding little woman. A propos de coins: in Griboedov’s Gore 
ot uma, “ How stupid to be so clever,” a play in verse, written, 
I think, in Pushkin’s time, the hero reminds Sophie of their 
childhood games, and says: 

How oft we sat together in a corner 
And what harm might there be in that? 

but in Russian it is a little ambiguous, have another spot. Van?’ 
(he shook his head, simultaneously lifting his hand, like his 
father), ‘because, you see, no, there is none left anyway - the 
se^-ond line, / kazhetsya chto v etorn, can be also construed as 
“And in Hwt one, meseems,” pointing with his finger at a corner of 
the room. Imagine - when T was rehearsing that scene with 
Kachalov at the Seagull Theater, m Yukonsk, Stanislavski, Kon- 
stantin Sergeevich, actually wanted him to make that cosy little 
gest ure {uyutnen *k iy zhest ). ’ 

‘ How very amusing,' said Van. 

The dog came in, turned up a brimming brown eye Vanward, 
toddled up to the window, looked at the ram like a little person, 
and returned to his filthy cushion in the next room. 

‘1 could never stand that breed,’ remarked Van. ‘Dackelo- 
phobia.’ 

'But girls - do you like girls, Van, do you have many girls? 
You arc not a pederast, like your poor uncle, are you? We have 
had some dreadful pervcits iu our ancestry but ~ Why do you 
laugh?’ 

‘Nothing,’ said Van. *1 just want to put on record that I adore 
girls. I had my fiist one when 1 was fourteen. Maisqui me rendra 
tnon Helene She had raven black hair nd a skin like skimmed 
milk. I had lots of much creamier ones later. / kazhetsya chto v 
etom 

‘How strange, how sad! Sad, because I know hardly anything 
about your life, my darling (niov dnshka). The Zemskis were 
terrible rakes (raz\ratmki)^ one of them loved small girls, and an- 
other raffolait d’une dc ses junwnts and hud her tied up in a 
special way - don’t ask rnc how ’ (double hand gesture of horrified 
ignorance when he dated her in her stall. Kstati (a propos), I 
could never understand how heredity is transmitted by bachelors, 
unless genes can jump like chess knights. I almost beat you, last 
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time we played, we must play again, not today, though - I’m too 
sad today I would have liked so much to know everything, e\(ty- 
thing y about you, but now it’s too late Recollections are always 
a little “styli/ed” (stilizo\am)y as your father used to say, an 
irnsistible and hateful man, and now, even if you showed me your 
old diaries, 1 could no longer whip up any real emotional icai tion 
to them, thouijh all actresses an shed tears, as I m doing now. 
You see (lummaginu for her handkerchief under her pillow), 
when childien are still quite tiny (taku mahutki\ we cannot 
imagine that wc can go wilhoiii them, for even a couple of dav-,, 
and later wc do, and it s a couple of weeks and latei il’s months 
gray years, black decades, and then the opetn hcuffi f>f the 
Christians eternity 1 think e\en the shortest separation is a kind 
of tiaining for the Flysian Games vho said that ^ I said that 
And your costume though vciy becoming is in j sense rramni\ 
(funerarv) I ni spouting drivcI Foigive me these idiotic tears 
Tell me, i’' there anythinr I could do ft*! you * Do think up somc- 
thine* Would you like a beautiful practicalK m w Pnuvian 
scaif, which he left behind that cia/y bo> > It s not >our 
style ^Nov\ go And remember nor a to poor Mile 1 aiivicrc, 
who meaiis well’ 

Ada came back just hcfuie dinnettime VVorrus'^ lie met her 
as she climbed r ilhcr wcaiily the grand stiiicasi tr iilinp b/ r 
vanity bag by it^ stiap up the stcjis behind her Wornc ^ She 
smelled of tobacco either Ixcaiise (a> slit said) >he h id spent an 
hour in j rnmp<iifmciP foi mokci'* oi had >moked (she 
added) a cigarclt* or two heisdr n the doctors waitm^' room, 
01 else because (and this die dlc^ not sa/) her unknown lovei 
was a heavy >nK>kcr, hi-> open red mouth full of rolling blue 
fog 

Well ^ Tom ist nini '' asked Van alter a skfteh> ki^s No 
worries*^’ 

She glared, or feigned to glare at him 

‘Van, you should nol have rung up Sed?* He docs not even 
know my name’ You pioiniscd’’ 

Pause 

f did not,’ answered Van quietly 

* Taut mieuXy said Ada in the same false voice, as he helped her 
out of her coat in the corridor ‘0«/, tout e\t hum Will you stop 
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sniffing me over, dear Van? In fact the blessed thing started on 
the way home. Let me pass, please.’ 

Worries of her own? Of her mother’s automatic making? A 
casual banality ? ‘We all have oui troubles’? 

‘Ada!’ he cried. 

She looked back, befoie unlocking her (alv^ays locked) door, 
‘What?’ 

‘Tu/enbakh, not knowing what to say “1 have not had 
coffee today. Tell theni to make me some." Quickly walks 
away.’ 

Very funny!’ said Ada, and locked hcisclf up in her room. 
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In mid-liily Uncle Dan took I ucette to Kaluga where sht was to 
sla\, with Belle and brcntl , for five days the Lyaskan Ballet 
and a Oeiman circus weic m town, and no child would want to 
miss the schoolgirls’ hcld-li(»cke> and swimming nutciics which 
old Dan, a v.hild at heart, attended rtiigKmsIs at that time of the 
year; moreover she had to undergo a scries of ‘tests’ at the 
Tarus Hospital to settle what caused her weight and tempciature 
tr> fluctu.itc so abnormally despite her eating so heartily and 
feeling so well 

On the f nday afternoon when her lather planned to return with 
her, he also expected in bung a Kaluga lawyer to Ardis where 
Demon was to come too, an unusual occj leiice The business to 
be discussed was the sale of some ‘blue (peat-bog) land which 
belonged to both cousins ar<d which both, ff)i diflcient reasons, 
were anxious to gel nd of As usually happened with Dan's most 
carefully worked-t>ut plans, somctlung misfired, the lawyer could 
not promise to ^ ome till late in the evening, and just before 
Demon arrived, his cousin aerogrammed a message asking 
Manna to ‘dine Demon’ without waiting ♦ ^ Dan and Miller. 

That kontretan (Manna's humorous term for a not necessarily 
nasty surprise) greatly pleased Van. He had seen little of his 
fathei that year. He loved him with light-hearted devotion, had 
woi shipped him in boyhood, and respected him staunchly now 
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in his tolerant but better informed youth Still later a tinge of 
repulsion (the same he felt in regard to his own immorality) 
became admixed to the love and the esteem, but, on the other 
hand, the older he grew the more firmly he feit that he would give 
his life for his father, at a moment s notice, with pride and 
pleasure, in any circumstance imaginable When Manna, in the 
late E ighteen-Nineties, in her mi erable dotage, used to ramble on, 
with embarrassing and disgusting details, about dead Demon s 
‘crimes,' he felt pity for him and her but hi» inditleience to 
Mai ina and his adoration for his father remained unchanged to 
endure thus even now, in the chronologically htiidly belie vatilc 
Ninetcen-Sixtics No accursed generalizer, with a half-pennv mind 
and dry-hg heart, would be ibic to expli»n ^iiid this is my 
sweetest revenge for all the detractions mv lilework ha^ met wiih) 
the individual vagaries evolved in those and similar mailcis No 
art and no genius would exist without such vigancs ind this is 
a final pronouncement damning all <. lowns and clods 

When had Demon visited A.tdis in rtccni yetis ^ Apnl 23, IS84 
(the da> Vans fust summer ’^lav then had hten ‘‘Uggtstcd, 
planned, promised) J wire in tht summei of 1885 fwhilt \ an was 
climbing mountains in the Westirn states, and the Vttn girls 
were in Eiropc) A dinner m 1886, in lime or lul> (wheic was 
Van*^) In 1887 tor a few dav^ in M tv (Ada w is botani/ing with 
a German woman in Lstotia or i ahtoriiia Van was wheamg in 
Chose) 

Taking advantage of I arivie*e's and 1 ucetre's absence. Van 
had long dallied with Ada in the comfui table nursery and was 
now hanging fit'm the wiong window whuh did not mvc a clear 
view of the drive, when he heard the rich ourr of his father > 
motorcar He dashed downstairs the speed of hi-, dt >ccnt 
causing the heat of the banisters to burn the palm of his hand in 
a merry way remindful of similar occasions in his boyhood Thcie 
was nobody in the hall Demon had cntcied the house from a side 
gallery and was now settled m the sun-dusted music room, wiping 
his monocle with a spec lal lamshmka ( shammy ) as he awaited his 
‘prebrandial ’ brandy (an ancient quip) His hair was dyed a riven 
black, his teeth were hound-white His smooth glossy hrown face 
with Its trimly clipped black mustache and numid dark eyes 
beamed at his son, expressing the radiant Jove which Van 
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reciprocated, and which both vainly tried to camouflage with 
habitual pleasantry. 

‘Hullo, Dad ’ 

‘Oh, hullo, Van ’ 

Ites Amcncam School vard There he slams the car door, there 
he comes through the snow Always gloves, no overcoat ever. 
Want to go to the ‘bathroom ’ Father Mv land, sweet land 
‘D'vou want to go to the ‘ bathroom * asked Van, with a 
twinkle 

thanks, I had my bath this morning ’ tQuick sigh acknow- 
ledging the passage of time he, i(v\ remembered every detail of 
those father-and-son dinners at Riveilane, the immediate dutiful 
ofler of the W C , the hearty masters, the ignoble meal, creamed 
hash God sivc Ainenta, tmban issed sons, vulgar fathers, titled 
Biit'shcr and Greek grandee matching yacht**, and vacs and 
voickfe«-ls in the Bahaniud^^ May I tiansler inconspicuously this 
dtheious pint -frosted '.yiithe^is fiom mv plate to \ours son? 
‘\ou don t like it, Dad’’ (aetim* horrihiv hurt) God save their 
pool iPile Amtruan ta^febiids 
‘Youi new <ar sounds wondtrhil said V in 
‘Doesnt It ^ Yes (A^k Van about that i^otnishon - Franco- 
Riissian slang of the meanest grade for a cute kanurstochka). 
And how IS eveiy thing, my dear bo> * I ^av >ou last the day 
you relumed from C hose ^e waste life in separations' Wc are 
the tools of fate ’ Oh let's spend a month together in Pans or 
London before the Miehacinas lerm’’ 

Demon shed his monoelc and wiped his e>es with the p odish 
lace-frilled handkerchief that lodged in i le heart pocket of his 
dinner jacket His icai glands weie facile n action when no leal 
S( rrow made him control himsell 

‘You look quite satmieallj' hi. Dad t specially with that fresh 
oeillct in >our lapel eve 1 suppose vou have not been much in 
Manhattan lately where did you gel its last svila^^’e*^* 
Homespun pun in the Veenish vein 

‘1 oflered niysctf en cffit a tup to A^ *i.ulkovo,' answered 
Demon, needlessly and unwillingly recollecting (with that special 
concussion of instant detail that also plagued his children) a 
vioiet-and-black-striped fish in a bowl, <i similarly striped couch, 
the subtropical sun bringing out the veins of an onyx ashtray on 
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the stone floor, a batch of old, orange-juice-stained Povcsa (play- 
boy) magazines, the jewels he had brought, the phonograph sing- 
ing in a dreamy girl’s voice “Petit negre, au champ qui fleuronne^' 
and the admirable abdomen of a very expensive, and very faithless 
and altogether adorable young Cieole 
‘Did what’s-her-name go v-ith vou*^’ 

‘Well, my boy, frankly, the nomenclature is getting more and 
moie confused ever> yeai Let us speak of plainei things Where 
are the drinks'^ 1 hey were promised me by a passing angel ’ 
(Passing angel 0 

Van pulled a green beil-cord which sent a melodious message 
pantryward and caused the old-fashioned, bron/e-fiamed little 
aquaimm, wnh its lone convict cichlid, to bubble antiphorially 
in a coiner of the music room (an ecnc, peihdp> sclt-aciating 
reaction, which onb Kim Beauharnais the kitchen boy, under- 
stood) ‘Should he riiie her up after dinner ' wrnidcrcd rnon 
What time would it be llicic ' Not much use, bad for the heart 
‘1 don't know if >ou know, ^uid Van »esuniing hi> peu.h on 
the fat arm ol his fathci'^ chair ‘I n^lc Dan w4ll be hen with 
the lawyer and 1 ucette only after dinner ’ 

‘Capita!,' said Demon 

‘Manna and Ada should be down in a minute - ce sira un 
dUiei ti (fi/ati c 

‘Capital,' he repe.itcd ‘You look splendid ni\ deal rkar 
fellow and I don't have to exaggei.itc »^omphinc nt' as ^'cmic do 
in regard to an aging man with shoc-shiiicd haii ^ r)ur dinner 
jacket IS very nice or, rather it s veiy nice recogni'ing one s old 
tailor in one s son s clothes like catching oneself icptatim: an 
ancestral mannerism for example, this (waggim* his lelt fore- 
finger three times at the height of his tempk) which my mother 
did in casual, pacific denial, that gene missed you, but I've seen 
It in mv hairdresser's Ic'oking-glass when refusing tc» have him 
put C icmlin on my ba‘d spot , and voii know who had it too rny 
aunt Kittv, who married the Banker Bolcnski after divorcing that 
dreadful old wencher Lyovka Tolstoy, the wiiiei ' 

Demon preferred Walter Scott to Dickens, and did not think 
highly of Russian novelists As usual, Van considered it fit to 
make a corrective comment 
‘A fantastically artistic writer. Dad.’ 
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‘You are a fantastically charming boy,’ said Demon, shedding 
another sweet-water tear. He pressed to his cheek Van’s strong 
shapely hand. Van kissed his father’s hairy fist which was already 
holding a not yet visible glass of liquor. Despite the manly impact 
of their Iiishness. all Veens who had Russian blood revealed much 
tenderness in ritual overflows of afTeetion while remaining some- 
what inept in its verbal expression. 

‘I say,’ exclaimed Demon, ‘what’s happened - your shaftment 
is that of a carpenter’s. Show me your other hand. Good gracious’ 
(muttering:) ‘Hump of Venus disfigured. Line of Life scarred 
but monstrously long . . .’ (switching to a gipsy chant ‘You’ll 
live to reach Terra, and come back a wiser and merrier man’ 
(reverting to his ordinal y voice:) ‘What pu/zics me 'is a palmist 
is the strange condition of the Sister of your Lile. And the 
roughness ! ’ 

‘ Mascodagama,’ whispcied Van, raising his eyebrows, 

‘Ah, of course, how blunt (dumb) of me. Now' tell me - you like 
Ardis Hall?' 

‘ I adoie It,’ said Van. ‘It's for me the chateau que hai^atait la 
Dote I w'ould gladly spend all mv scarred and strange life here. 
JRut that’s a hopeless fanev.’ 

‘Hopeless? I wonder. I know Dan wants to leave it to Lucile, 
but Daii IS greedy, and my affairs are such that I can satisfy great 
greed. When 1 was your age I thought that the sweetest word in 
the language rhymes with “ billiard,'* and now I know' I was right. 
If you're really keen, son, on having this prupcity, I might try to 
buy It. 1 can exert a certain pressure upon my Marina. She sighs 
like a hassoek when you sit upon her, so speak. Damn it, the 
servants here arc not Mercuries. Pull that ord again. Yes, maybe 
Dan could be made to sell.' 

‘That’s very black of you. Dad,' said pleased Van, using a slang 
phrase he had learned from his tender young nurse. Ruby, who 
was born in the Mississippi region where most magistrates, public 
benefactors, high priests of various so-called ‘denominations,’ 
and other honorable and generous men, huJ the dark or darkish 
skin of their West- African ancestors, who had been the first 
navigators to reach the Gulf of Mexico. 

‘f wonder.' Demon mused. ‘It would cost hardly more than a 
couple of millions minus what Cousin Dan owes me, minus also 
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the Lddore pastures, which are utterly mucked up and should be 
got rid of gradually, il the local squires don’t blow up that new 
kerosene distillery, the wdt sram (shame) of our county I am not 
particulatlv fond of Ardis, but I have nothing against it, though 
1 detest Its environs L adore Town has become very honky tonky, 
and the gaming is not what it used to be You have all sorts of 
rather odd neighbors Poor 1 ord Erminm is practically insane. 
At the races, the other day, 1 was talking to a woman 1 preyed 
upon years ago, oh long before Moses dc Vere cuckolded her 
husband in mv absence and shot him dead m my presence - an 
epigram you vc heard before, no doubt from these very lips ’ 
(The next thing will be pitcriial rcpetitiousness ) 

but a food ton should put up with a little paternal repctitious- 
ness Well she tells me her bov and Ada see a lot of each other, 
et cetera Is that true 

‘Not real!> ’ said Van The\ meet now and then - at the 
usual parties Both like horse' ind laces, but that s all Thcie is 
no tt tetcia th«it s out or the question ’ 

‘Good’ Ah the poi lentous footfill is appitiachmi* I hear 
Prastovic dc P*'c> has the worst fault of a mob over statement 
Bonsoir^ Bouteillan \ on bH’ik is ruddv as vour native \me but 
wc are not getting anv voungci as the amerloel'S sav, and that 
pretty messenger of mine must h ive been waylaid bv somevonngf r 
and moic fortunate suitor 

Ptodiu i>a/} 0 ( hku ip\tdsc FMd),' murmured Van who always 
feared that his father s recondite )est' might olTend a menial - 
while '^inning himseU bv bcinu sometimes too curt 
But to use i hoirv narrational turn the old Frenchman 
knew hrs former master too well to be bothered by gentlemanly 
humor His hand still tingled nicely from slapping Bianelit’s 
compact young bottom for having garbled Mr Veen's simple 
request and broken a flower vase Alter placing hrs tray on a k^w 
tabic he retreated a few steps hrs fingers remaining cuivcd rn the 
tray-carrvmg position and only then acknowledged Demon's 
welcome with a fond bow Was Monsieur's health always good'* 
Indeed it was 

‘I’ll want,’ said Demon, ‘a bottle of your Chateau Latoiir 
d’Estoc for dinner', and when the butler, having removed m 
passant a crumpled little handkerchief from the piano top, had 
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left the room with another salute: ‘How do you get along with 
Ada? She’s what - almost sixteen now? Very musical and 
romantic?’ 

‘We are close friends,’ said Van (who had carefully prepared 
his answer to a question he had expected to come in one form 
or another). ‘We have really more things in common than, for 
instance, ordinary lovers or cousins or siblings. 1 mean, we are 
really inseparable. We read a lot, she is sp)ectacularly self- 
educated, thanks to her granddad’s library. She knows the names 
of all the flower*- and finches in the neighborhood. She is alto- 
gctlier a very amusing girl.’ 

‘ Van . . . began Demon, but stopped - as he had begun and 
stopped a number of times before in the course of the last years. 
Some day it would have to be .said, but this was not the right 
moment. He inserted his monocle and examined the bottles: 
‘By the way, son, do you crave any of these aperitifs? My 
father allowed me Lilletovka and that Illinois Brat ~ awful bilge, 
antranou svadi^ as Marina would say. I suspCLl your uncle has a 
cache behind the solanders in his study and keeps there a finer 
whisky tlian this usque ad Russkum. Well, let us have the cognac, 
as planned, unless you arc a filnn aquae 

(No pun intended, but one gets earned away and goofs.) 

‘Oh, I prefer claret. I’ll concentrate (na/yaf*u) on the Latour 
later on. No, I’m certainly no F-tolaler, and besides the Ardis 
tap water is not recommended!’ 

‘1 must warn Manna,' said Demi>n aflei a gum-rinse and a 
slow swallow, ’that her husband should stop swilling tiitery, 
and stick to French and Califrench w^’.es - after that little 
stroke he had. 1 met him m town recently, near Mod Avenue, 
saw him walking toward me quite normally, but then as he 
caught sight of me, a block away, the clockwork began slowing 
down and he stopped - oh, helplessly ! - before he reached me. 
That's hardly normal. Okay. Let our sweethearts never meet, 
as we used to say, up at Chose. Only \'ukonians think cognac 
is bad for the liver, because they have nothing but vodka. Well, 
I’m glad you get along so w'ell with Ada, That's fine. A moment 
ago, in that gallery, I ran into a remarkably pretty soubrette. 
She never once raised her lashes and answ'ered in French when 
I - Please, my boy, move that screen a little, that’s right, the 
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stab of a sunset, especially from under a thunderhead, is not for 
my poor eyes Or poor ventricles Do you like the type. Van - 
the bowed little head the bare neck, the high heels, the trot, the 
wiggle, you do, don t you?’ 

‘Well, sir 

(Tell him Vm the youngest Venutian*^ Does he belong, too? 
Show the sign*? Better not l*^vent ) 

Well, I'm resting aftci niy toind aftaii, in I ondon, NMtli 
my tango-partnei \^hom you siw me dance with when you flew 
over for that last show remcmbci 

‘Indeed, 1 do Curious you calling it that * 

‘1 think, SI I, you’ve had enough biandy 
‘Sure, sure,' said Demon, wrestling with a subtle question 
which only the ineptitude of a kindred conjecture had crowded 
out of Marinas mind gi anted it could have entered bv some 
back doo! , for ineptitude is always: svnonymoUi with multitude, 
and nothing is fuller than an empty mind 

‘Naturally ’ continued Demon theie i> a good deal to bt sud 
for a restful summer in the country 
‘Open dir life and all that snd Van 

‘It IS incredible that a young boy should control his father s 
liquoi intake, remaiked [iemon, pom mg himself a fourth shal- 
low On the <iflier hand he went on nuisine the thin stemmed, 
gold-rimnied cup open an life may be pretty break witliouf a 
summer Tomance and not many decent gril' haunt the neighbor- 
hood I agree There was that lovelv I rminin giil iim pitite 
luiK ties answer atiquc, but I understand ^hc s encaged By the 
wav, the de Prey woman tells me her iOn has enlisted and will 
soon be taking part in that deplorable business abioao which 
our country should have ignored I wonder it he leaves any iivals 
behind > 

‘Goodness no,' replied honest Van ‘Ada is a serious voting 
lady She has no beaux except me, (,(i lo tin\ dius Now who, 
who who. Dad, who said that for ‘ 5 ans dm ' 

‘Oh’ King Wing’ When I wanted to know how he tiked his 
French wife Well, that's fine news about Ada She likes horses, 
you say*^’ 

‘She likes,’ said Van, 'what all our belles W e - balls, orchids, 
and The Cherry OrckardJ* 

192 



Here Ada herself came running into the room. Yes-vcs-yes- 
ve> hcic I come Beaming’ 

Old Demon, nidescent wings humped, half rose but sank 
back again, enveloping Ada with one aim, holding his glass in 
the <. thci hand kissing the girl in the iicck in the hair, burrow- 
ing «n hci sweetness with inoie than m uncles fervor *Gosh/ 
she exclaimed (with an outbreak oi nuisuv siang that aOccted 
Van with even more umiUnte att< ndnssenu nt^ melting ravish- 
ment, than hiN father seemfd to experience) How lo\el> to <ee 
you’ ( la^ving yoi r way thiough the clouds’ Svooping down on 
Taniaia's caHic’ 

(1 (iinontrv paraphrased by 1 tiwJcn) 

‘Tile* last time I enjovtd vou ' said Dcm<»n w/ s in April 
when /oil wore a raintCMt with a vhile md bUck ccuf and 
''impiv reeked of some aisenic ^lufl after seeing >c»ui dentist 
Or PtMiinian lias niained hi^ receptionist, voi* 11 be glad to 
know Now 1 ) business ny daihni' 1 'ie«.c »t vour dre>s tthc 
i’(e\c'c‘a bhrk ^hc,i(h) I ttd<iat< yoni i xnantiw nuidu I don't 
.ail niich foi your pu np^ m busu novu |r)n hire feet), vour 
li* n Ma>qie perfume paw nu o biP inv precious I abhor 
and leivct sour li\id lipstick It iiiav be tl c ra>hion in good old 
I adore Tt not done lu Man or I oiiOon 

I idno (<>kav 'aid Ada i*ici haiinii her Pig teeth lubbcd 
lit reels hri lip': with a tins hauUkeietiicf on duced from her 
bosf n 

Thiit also ounirKiid You >nv^uid can a bla<wk sid purse 
And ni»w I 11 siiow wlut i dome 1 m vi iir dream i*- ti oe a 
I one t rt pianist’’ 

‘It is not, 'aid Van indignantly *W^hdX pcitect nonsense 
She can t pLy a note’’ 

Wt’I ni» matter, siid f'enn n ('ihsersaiion i> not always 
the mc>tncr t>t deduction tloweser there nothing impioper 
about i hanky dnpiped on a Beehstcin on don i h isc, ni} love, 
to blusli so vaimly I et me quoti for cornu itlief 

^lorsquL son fi amt fu( paru pout la auir^c 
Irtne dc OrandfieJ, la pans ti it noblt infant 
Finna son pi-ano \(ndit son flophand 


A -9 
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‘The gobble enfant is genuine, but the elephant is mine.* 

‘You don’t say so,’ laughed Ada 

‘Our great Coppee,’ said Van, ‘is awful, of course, yet he 
has one very fetching little piece which Ada de Cuandfief here 
has twisted into English seveial times, moie or less success- 
fully ' 

‘Oh, Van»’ interjected Ada with unusual archness, and 
scooped up a handful of salted almonds 

‘Let s hear it, let s hear it,’ cried Demon as he borrowed a 
nut from her cupped hand 

The neat interplay harmonious motions, the candid gayety 
of family leunions the ncvcr-entangling maruinettc strings all 
this is easier dcsciibed than imagined 

Old stoiytcllini* devices,’ said Van, ‘ma> he parodied onl\ 
bv very great and inhuman artists, but only close relatives can 
be forgiven tor paraphrasing illuMrioiis poems let me preface 
the efloit of a t ousin anybody s consin by a snatch of F^ushkin, 
foi the sake of rhvme 

‘Eor the Miakc of rhyme* ciicd Aila ‘A inraphrasc c\cn 
my paiaphrast is lik( the (oiruption of sn kciool into 
“snagrcl all that remain^ ot a delicate littu biilhwoii 

‘Which is amply sufficient, said Demon, foi my litllt needs, 
and those of my little tnends ’ 

‘So here l»ocs continued Van (ignoring what he fell was an 
indecent allusion, sinre the unfortunale plant used to bo con- 
sidered bv the ancient inhabitants of the 1 adore legion no^ so 
much as a remedy for the bile of a icptile, as the token td a very 
young womans easy dciisery but no Tiatler) By hance 
pieservcd has been the poem In fact I have it Hcic it i> Uut 
chun eu lentc and one can know em ’ 

‘Oh, / know ’em,’ interrupted Demon 

*Lcur ihute 4st knte On peut les \ *i\rc 
Du tfpurd cn ufonnmssant 
I c thine a m Jtuillt de tuixrc 
L it able a \a Jtudle di \ang 


‘Grand stuff*’ 

‘Yes, that was Coppee and now comes the cousin,’ said Van, 
and he recited. 
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‘ITieii fal* js gentle The leavesdropper 
Can follo\v each of them «md know 
The oak tree by its leaf of copper. 

The maple b/ its blood-rcd glow.’ 

‘Pah’’ utteicd the vetsionist 

‘Not at air cried Demon ‘That “)eivcsdr<>pper” is a splendid 
trouvaille, girl ’ He pulled the girl to him, she landing on the 
arm of hi"? KhtbscsseU and he glued himself with thick moist lips 
to her hot red cu through the iich black strands Van felt a 
shiver of delight 

it v\as now Manna's turn to make Nr entree, which she did 
in evceiicnt chiaroscuro circum lin^-cs, weapng a ^panglcd dress, 
hoi lace in the soft focus sought bv npt tais, holding out both 
amis and followed by lones, who earned two flambeauv and 
kept trying to keep within the I'mit^ of decorum the odd little 
Cu away kick, he wa^ amine btH-twaids at a blown flurry in 
th^ shadows 

‘Manna’’ died Demon with p^rfundory enthusiasm, and 
patted her hand a*‘ he |omed her on \ settee 

PiiiTing rhvthmically lone^ set >nc of his lieauliful dragon- 
entwined flambeaux on the lov h(»> vvith the gleaming drinks 
and wjs ahoal to hnng over its fl'llovs to tlic snot where Demon 
and Mirma ^ere winding up dfahlc piclinunarie’^ hut was 
quit' I> motiupco hv Manna to a pcdfNtal ncai the striped fish. 
Pufling, he dtcvN the cu!tain» loi n ihmg h it piaurcsque ruins 
leiiiamccl of the day Jone^ wa new, vet^ efficient, solemn and 
dow , and one had to g^t used gt idiiallv t^ hii ways and wheeze 
V^cdi . ialci he rcndcicd nic a ser'icc tha< I will never lorcet 

‘She’s a jeum fille fatah\ a pale, heart-breaking beauty,’ 
Demon connded to his foimer mistiess without bothering to 
discover whctiier the subject of his praise could hear him (she did) 
from the other end of die room whcie she was helping Van to 
corner the dog - and showing much too much leg in the process 
Our old fiiciid, being quite as cxcucd as i’'< -est of the reunited 
f<imil>, had scaxnpeied in aftci Manna with an old miniver- 
liirred slipper in his merry mouth. The slipper belonged to 
Blanche, who had been told to whisk Dark to her room but, as 
usual, h.id not incaiceralcd him properly. Both children experi- 
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enced a chill of deja-vu (a twofold cieja~\u, in fact, when contem- 
plated in aitistic retrospect) 

"Pozhalsta bez glupostey (please, no silly things), especially 
dexant hs gens' said deeply flattered Manna (sounding the 
final ‘s' as hei granddains had done), and when the slow fish- 
mouthed footman had gone cany mg away, supine, high-chested 
Dack and his poor plaything, she continued 'Really, in com- 
parison to the local girls, to Grace brminin, foi e'^^ample, or 
Cordula de Pic>, Ada is a Turgenevian maiden or even a Jane 
Austen miss ’ 

‘I m Fanny Price, actually,’ commented Ada 

‘In the staircase scene, added Van 

'Let’s not bother about llicii piivate jokes,’ said Manna to 
Demon ‘1 nesei can undci stand their games and little ‘eciclj 
Mile Larivierc, however, ha> written a wonderful screenplay 
about mystei lous children doing stranue things in old parks but 
don’t let her '*tirl talking of hei lilciaiv succtsscs tonight, that 
would he fatal ’ 

1 hope your husband won t be too late sewd Demon ‘He is 
not at his best aftci eight r tb , summertime, you know H> the 
way, how s I ucettc"^ 

At this moment both hattants of the door vtre flung open by 
Bouleillan in the grand manner and Demon ofleicd kaladitkom 
(in the form of a Russian crescent loaf) his arm to Manna Vati, 
who IP his lathei s present e was pi one to lapse into a rather dis- 
mal soil of pldvtulnO'>!> proposed taking Ada m, but she slapped 
his wiisl awdv with a sisterly uww'cw, of which Fanny Piut 
might not have appmxtd 

Another Price, a tNpical too typical old retainer whom Manna 
(and G A Vronsky, during their brief romance) had dubbed foi 
unknown reasons, ‘Gnb, plated an on>x ashtra> at the head of 
the table for Demon, who liked to smoke between courses a 
puff of Russian ancestry A side table supported, also rn the 
Russian fashion, a collection of red, black, giay, beige hors- 
d’oeuvres, with the serviette caviar {salfetodmaya ikta} separated 
from the pot of Graybcad {ikra svezhaya) by the -.acculcnt pomp 
of preserved boletes, ‘white,’ and ‘subbetulme,’ while the piiik ol 
smoked salmon vied with the incarnadine t f Westphalian ham. 
The variously flavored vodochkt glittered, on a separate tray 1 he 
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French cuisine had contributed its chaudfroids and foie gras. A 
window was open, and the crickets were sttiduldting at an omi- 
nous speed in the black motionless foliage 

It was - to continue the noveli^tic structure - a long, joyful, 
delirious dinner, and although the consisted mainly of 
tamily quips and bright banalilie«‘, that reunion was to remain 
suspended in one's memory as a sli angel v significant, not wholly 
pleasant, experience. One treasured it in the same way as when 
falling in love with a picture in a pinacoleca or remembering a 
dieani style the dream detail, the meaningful nchness of color 
and cc>nto»H in an olhciv moaninulc‘s ViMon It should he ob- 
served t hat n(^ b^ kJ\ , not even the i cadci not even Bouteillan (who 
cinmhled, alas, a precious cork), was at hi*^ or her best at that 
paitKulai party A faint elcnKiU of faac and falsity flawed it, 
picventing an angel if angeK conUi v Aidis ~ being 
complctel> at ease, and yet it was a maivdous show which no 
artist would have wanted to rniss 

The tablecloth and die ^audic hla/e attiaclrd tiriiorous or 
imptnioiis moths among Ada, ^ i»h a ghf> l pointing them 
)ur to her, could not help iccoani/me mmv o’o flultcrlnends ’ 
Pile intiudcis, an>iou' onh to >pic.id o»it then delicate ^Mngs on 
anne lustitajs surface , vciling-bunipci » in guildman fins thick- 
sei laVo-h^lls with bush> anicniMc, ^nd partv-crashing hawk- 
moths with red black-helled IkIIics, sailed oi nHoI, silent or 
huminirii? into the dinine lOon* out (A the black hot humid night. 

It w<is a black hot humid ni*. U a mid-lulv 1888, at Aidis, m 
ladou tminlv, let us nt>i h»igct IlI u> never toruct, with a t, mily 
o* four seated around an Oval dinnei table bnghl with tlowers 
ind distal not a scene in ** pi i>, as mi oit hav#' seemed - nay, 
must liavc seemed lv» a spictatoi twiih a camera or a pn gram) 
placed in the velvet pit ot the eaidcii Sixteen >ears had elapsed 
tiom the end ot Muima three-\cdr aflaii with nemon Intei- 
misMons of vaiioiu ienuth a break td iwo months »n the spring 
ot 1870, another, ot almost loui, in me middle ol 18“^ I - had at 
the time only mere ised the tendctncss and tli»' tortuic Her singu- 
larly coaisened features, hei attiic, that soqum-spangled dress, 
the glittering net over her strawbciiy-blond d>ed hair, her red 
sunburnt chest and melodramatic make-up, with too much ochre 
and maroon m it, did not even vaguely icnand the man, who had 
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loved her more keenly than any other woman in his philanderings, 
of the dash, the glamour, the lyricism of Manna Durmanov’s 
beauty It aggrieved him - that complete collapse ot the past, the 
dispersal of its itinerant court and music-makcis, the logical 
impossibility to relate the dubious icality ot the present to the 
unquestionable one ot remembrance Even these hoi s-d 'oeuvres 
on the zakiisochmy uoi of ^rdls Manor and its painted dining 
room did not link up with their pents soupers, although, Ood 
knows, the triple staple to start with was alwa>s much the same - 
pickled young boletcs m their tight-htting glossy lawn helmets, 
the giay beads of fitsh caviar, the goose liver pask, piquc-aced 
with Perigord ti ulTles 

Demon popped rnlo hi^ mouth a last mor^c] ol blat k bread 
with elastic samlet, gulped down a last pony of vodka and took 
his place at the table with Marina facing him acioss its oblong 
length, beyond the great bronze bowl with caived-lookinc ( al- 
ville apple 1 and eloncatea Pei sly giapes 1 he alcohol hi> vigorous 
system had alrcad> imbibed was instrumental as iMial in re- 
opening what he gallicistically called cundemntjil dooi and now 
as he gaped involuntanlv as all men do whiK spicadmg i napkin, 
he considered Manna’s pietentious acl’dmk haiidr^'-s and incd 
Xotealizi (m the rare full sense of the woi d i, ti ic d to ptru ss the real- 
ity of a lact by forcing It into the sensuoiu centei that here was a 
woman whom he had mtokrablv loved, who had lived him 
hy^Jlcricallv and skittishly who insisted thev make love on rugs 
and cushions laid on the floor t as respectable people d(» in the 
Trgi IS- Euphrates valley ) who would woosli down fliifly slopes 
on a bobsleigh a fortnight alter paitunlion, ot ainvc hs the 
Oiienl Exi>rcss with five Irunl* s Dack s grandsire, and a maid, to 
Di Stella Ospenko s ospedak whcie he was recovering tum a 
scratch received m a sword due! (and still visible as a white weal 
under his eighth nb after a lap^c of nearly seventeen years) How 
strange that when one net after a long separation a churn (»r fat 
aunt whom one had been fond ot as a child the unimpaired human 
warmth ol the friendship was rediscovered at once, but with an 
old mistress this never happened the human part of one s affec- 
tion seemed to be swept away with the dust of the inhuman pas- 
sion, m a wholesale operation of demolishme t He looked at her 
and acknowledged the perfection of the polage, but she, this 
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rather thick -set w»)man, goodhcaited, no doubt, but restive and 
soul -faced, glazed over, nose, forehead and all, \Mlh a sort of 
browTHsh oil that she considetcd to be more *jiiveni/ing’ than 
pouder, vas more of a stianger to him than Boutcdlan v ho had 
once carried her in his aims in a feitmcd faint, out of a Ladorc 
villa and into a cab, after a final, quite final row, on the eve of her 
wedding 

Manna, esscntiallv i dumnn in human disguise, experienced 
no such qualms, lacking a^. sht aid thut t! nd nrht (indiMdual, 
magically detailed iniagmalioii) whuh many otliciwisc ordinary 
am* lonformant people mav also nos but without which 
memorv (even that of a prolourid thinkei ’ oi technician of 
genius) IS, let us face it, a dcieotvpc or a ttaT-shcet We do not 
sMsh tn lx, loo hard on M<iiria aflei dl hti blood thiobs in 
our w lists and temples, and man^ mc^.iinu arc Itcis not 

hi \cl wc cannot condone tlic giossncss i*f hti soul fhe man 
sittine at tlic head of the t iDlc ami loirno l(* ^ti a pan of 
Jiceifu! oi'jjpsters, the ‘ju>c ulc tm Uiovc pailuiicc) on her 
imlu (he ‘ingenue' on lic» kft ddkied in no wa^ bom the >ame 
Demon .n much the %a»nc hlatl jaeVn (minu perhaps the lar- 
n ilion ht l»ad (Nulcutl, puiloincil iron i v«i>c f^larcht had been 
to.(^ to bnng fium the galkivi vbo ' ir rc>t to her a* the Prasliri s 
last C hriMma^ ihc di//V ^hasm he felt cverv time he met her, 
ih U aAtul ‘wcmdcM ot idt with its exfnaLMnt luniblc of geo- 
logual kiult»‘ could be hodgeu b\ v\hat \lu accepted as a 
dott' i line of humdium ciic«>n *ei> mxa oiu Dcm m (all hci 
pdlov nuie^ b( me »ctirni v\fr}' ih ii titk) ippcuLd betc ^e her 
like a hirmic's Di in tin to'tr of iltaicis Dcivseen mirror 
and hill, V I 'll the (.Irawine rooms of roiii j«op li’cnds oi once in 
I incoln Park, mcficitmg in mdigcvbuttockcd ape wim his cane 
and not saliilm" her acco/dno to the ruk o^ the hutu nwmk\ 
>(<,ausc he V as with « loiiitc an Sonic vficie Uirtlicr back, much 
further back satclv liausfoinvd bv her sciceit woriuptcd mind 
inio a stale m* hxiiarnd wa> het time 'c u long pc )d of hci tic- 
allv spaced lovc-mcctings with Demon / T md Adati (the title 
of bci onl> ciiifina hiti passion \y\paluns luc palm > and larches, 
his Utter Devotion, his impossible tamper, scparation:>, econ- 
CiliUions, Blue Trams tears, treachery, tenc'r, an insane sister's 
threats, helpless, no doubt, but leaving ihcir tigcr-marks on the 
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drapery of dreams, especially when dampness and dark affect one 
with fever And the shadow of retribution on the backwall (with 
ridiculous legal innuendos) All this was mere scenery, easily 
packed, labeled Hell’ and freighted away, and only veiy infre- 
quently some reminder would come - say, in the trickwork close- 
up of two left hands belonging to difteient sexes - doing what*? 
Manna could no longer r^^call (though only Jour years had 
elapsed’) - playing a quatre mains^ no, neither took piano 
lessons - casting bunny-shadow s on a w alP closer, w armei , but 
still wiong, measuring something'^ But what‘> Climbinp a tree‘s 
The polished trunk cf a tree’ But where, when ' Somedav, she 
mused, ones past must be put in oidci Retouched, letakcn 
Ceitain wipes’ and inserts will have to be made in the pictuie, 
certain telltale abiasions in the emulsion will ha\eto bc».oncctcd, 
dissolves in ihe sequence discreetly combined with the tiim- 
ming out of unwanted embarrassing 'footavc, and delinite 
guaiantces obtained, yes someday - bctoie death with its clap- 
stitk closes the scene 

Tonight slie contented hci >elf with the autoniatic ceremony of 
giving him what she rcMneniUicd mv>ie oi lcs> eoiiCLtlv, when 
planning the menu as being hr tasoritc foeid \htli \ 

velvety green ,oiicl-and-spinach soup, containing Oippcrv hard- 
boiled eggs and served with hnger-buining iiresistiblv u>ft meat- 
filled 01 carrot-filled oi cabb igt-hllcd oirozhki peci iii-»h Kf V, 
thus pronounced thus rcIchiaUd here for c\er and < \ci AfUi 
that she had derided there would be hiead-crumbed sander 
isudak) with boiled potitoc>, hazel hen {rxahchtki) and that 
stxv-ial aspaiaeus (hi zukhanka) which does not pioduee Proust s 
Aftci -effect, as tookbooKs ^dy 

‘Manna,’ murmured Demon at the close of the first course 
‘Manna.' he repeated loudei ‘Far fiom me (a locution he 
favored) to cntici/c Dan s taste in white vines or the manneis 
de \os donnstiques Vru know me, I m above all th d rot I m 
(gesture;, ‘but mydeai, heeontinued switching to Russian, 
‘the chehxek who brought rne the pnorhki - the new man, the 
plumpish one with the eyes (s srlazami) 

Fverybody hd'- eves,’ remarked Manna drily 

‘Well, ins look as if they were about to t Jopus the fc>od he 
serves But that’s rot the point He pants, Manna’ He suftcis 
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from some kind of odtshka ^shortness of breath) He should sec 
Dr Krolik It s depressing It ^ a ihythmic pumping pant It made 
my soup npple 

look Dad said Van Di Kndik (an I do much because as 
you know quite well he s (J(ad and Marina can t tell hei servants 
nottobietthe bee luse as sou t Iso know they re ihve 
I he Veen wit the Veen vit murmured Demon 
I \ictl> said Mai in 1 I simply refuse to ao mything about it 
BcM^le po >1 Jones i nM at ill i thn itic but onlv ncivously 

ei (r to pie It Mt as liw Ithv i ahull uid hi* rowed me fiom 

Ai'^Ii^mIIc to I iclorc ind ( tck md t moved it maiiv times this 
summei > )u irt eiuel Dtn )n I nn i tel! him ik ptkht’tc as 
lent II Kim the kitchen Iv nM i t ikc phe toe aph on the 
ci\ ht I M mil 11 sn ip slu» )t e field ih Kn dmugh other- 

wi e in idoi ible gentk hm st bov n n tin 1 iJ\ m\ little 

1 leneh m iid top eetMn^. ipsitation i he s imehow ‘‘Uc^eeds 
in Mnj to motes I i (a/ misqm ml idoic 
Ihil inteKstm b>ei\ Dtn in 
' le i du > kimjii vmcINu icmIiIiv 

V in ' s iK^ \d 1 

I 1 i li tv i noK m ri h d Den < 

Itll int Hmicillm tsDd''1nin v hit ih< r ^"^od white 
SIC I we line shite m\ i iec( n m nil ' Ihebntkr miled 

nd whi peied \ ) d ul ni i in e 

^ s >b St 11 i Dtnoi \h iw dt i \t i luld lot 
th ik i p dim tis ill I \ I u II N s ih m r \s ru von m^n 

Honed Kvine Dc s ii In s ii it / //// in// pa k w is a 

Kiwin^ Blue in IS'^s \ i et s f< b H hit lies only a 

f ollt tt Blue u n t son \ ii in si 1 tier dun ^ it tnnis 

iiol hv n tenm >1 eiMjist i ime f h p u on but loint tennis' 

I till V s IS in M t il it m v\ i it else \ m ^ 

> )u still It It mi t fuKinr bui 1 n th» betUi hot That's 
not It il su Jut pdf a thoiiih it s *ops I issiiie \t 

(M iiiMi h IV in^ t uled to c bt iir the 1 i lopt in pn dikt in time 
lof the dinnei I d chosen tht neiiest th ssall c>td ; ike ot 
doi) \silh Tartar siu e and boiled voung potatoes ) 

Ah’ said Demon f istme 1 ord Bvron s Hoek This itdcems 
Our Lddv s Tc irs 

J w ts telling \ in a moment ago ht eontinutd raising his 
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voice (he labored under the delusion that Marina had grown 
rather deaf), ‘about your husband My dear, he overdoes the 
juniper vodka stuft, he\ getting, in fact, a mite fuzzy and odd 
The other day I chanced to walk through Pat Lane on the Fourth 
Avenue side, and there he waii coming, at quite a spin, in his 
horrid town car, that primordial petrol two-seater he’s got, with 
the tiller Well, he saw me, fiom quite a distance, and waved, and 
the v^hole contraption began tc shake down, and tinally stopped 
half a block avay, and there he sat trying to budge il with little 
jerks of his haunches, you know, like a child who can't get his 
tncycle unstuck, and as 1 walked up to him I had the definite 
impression that it was his mechanism that had stalk'd not the 
Haidpan's’ But what Demon, in the goodness of his crooked 
heait, omitted to tell Marina was that the imbecile, in secict from 
his art adviser, Mr Aix, had acquned toi a few thousand dollars 
from a gaming friend of Demon s, and with Demon's hlcsMngs a 
couple of fal<c C oiieggios onlv to icall them by sonu urdoi 
givable fkil-c fo in equallv imbecile collector, foi half a milhor 
which Demon considcicd henceforth a loan hh loiisin shojid 
certainl> refund him if sanit> counted fci something on thi^i 
gemel planet And coiiveiscU, Marina refrained from telling 
Demon about the young hospital nurse Dan had been moiiKtv np 
with ever since his last illnes<- (it was, by the way, she, busybody 
Bess, whom Dan hao iskcd on a memi'rahlt occasion to help him 
get ‘’something n/cc for a hiilf-Ru<>sian child interested m 
biology ) 

‘ yifiis mv comhicz' ^aid Demon in reference to the hurguncly, 
‘though pumla, mv maternal grandfather would havt left the 
tabic rathei than see me dunk me led wine in^ftad of 
champagne with ifilinottc Superb, my dtai (blowing a kiss 
through the vista of flame and siKer) ’ 

The roast ha/cl-hen (oi rather its New World representative, 
locally called ‘mountain grouse') was accompaned by prescived 
lingonbernes (locally called ‘mountain cranberries ) An especi- 
ally succulent morsel of one of those brown little fowls yielded a 
globule of birdshof between Demon 'a red tongue and stremg 
canine "La fe\( de Diane,' he remarked, placing it carefully on 
the edge of his plate ‘Hc'w is the car situation. Van?’ 

‘ Vague I ordered a Roseley Jike yours but it won’t be delivered 
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before Christmas I tried to find a Silcntium with a side car and 
could not, because ol the war, though >^hcU connection exists be- 
tween wars and motorcycles is a mysterv But we manage, Ada 
and I we manage, we ride, we bike, we even jikker ’ 

‘1 wondei said sly I>emon, why I m lemindecl all at once of 
our gieat ( anadian's lovely lines about blushing Irene 

Je feu w (iiluat d( la \inniiite 
Qu somctl mg \m on front 

‘All ri^ht "^ou can ship nunc ti» Fn^ilarid provided 

By the wav Demon, intcriuptcd Manni vhcit and how 
cm I obtain the kind of <jld rooms hiiiou me with a • old pio- 
fc^sional ( haufleur that Piaskovia loi instinee ha^ had foi 

'ycai'i 

ImpoAible, mv dear thev arc all in heiviri or on Terra But 
wliat would Adel like what would mv •'dent love iikc lor her birth- 
day Ml s nt <t S iturdiy po *azvnvoth po nun out » in> rcc kon- 
ni ) \ \ xX'l I m nxtLn (l( diumants ^ 

Fioti\tu\u lied Manna >c^ I in speaking sctiozno 1 
obicct to voui giving hei kxaha uua Upun qm ct cit ) Din and 
1 will like cJit o( all that 

Hciidts V oil 11 forget said Ada Lughiim emo vciy deftly 
shov cd tlic lip ol hi I tf)nguc to \ m who h i i been on the look- 
<vut lor her conditional rtactioii to Jianionds 
Van ioked Pr )\idcd whit ’ 

PKwided vou don t lave one v nting ilicadv for >ou in 
Cieoii/c Garaixc RantJ Roid 

Vaa \ oil ll be pkkei me alone soon he lonimuid T m going to 
h ive \laseod ig iiua round out hi vaeitiun nPri-> (////soim thing 
»/// \on front tnaccusL la ht a u 
So du trivial patter went Who does no^ hirbor in the dirkcst 
gulf of his mind sueh bright luolieetions ’ Who has not quiimed 
ind C(wered his iaee with his hands is the di^'lina pist leered at 
him ^ Who in the terror and solitude of i long nig* i 

What was that*^ e\».laimed M inn i vn^m icrliile storms 
ten died even inou than they did the Anliambcnan*- ol Ladoie 
County 

Sheet lightning," suggested Van 

‘If vou ask me," said Demon, turning on his chair to consider 
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the billowing drapery, ‘Fd guess it was a photographer’s flash. 
After all, we have here a famous actress and a sensational acro- 
bat.’ 

Ada ran to the window. From under the anxious magnolias a 
white-faced boy flanked by two gaping handmaids stood aiming a 
camera at the harmless, gay family group. But it was only a noc- 
turnal mirage, not unusual in July. Nobody was taking pictures 
except Perun, the unmenlionaule god of thunder. In expectation 
of the tumble, Marina started to count under her breath, as if 
she were praying or checking the pulse of a very sick person. One 
heartbeat was supposed to span one mile of black night between 
the living heart and a doomed herdsman, felled somewhere - oh, 
very far - on the top of a mountain. The rumble came - but 
sounded rather subdued. A second flash revealed the sti ucturc of 
the French window. 

Ada returned to her seat. Van picked up her napkin from under 
her chair and in the course of his brief plunge and ascent brushed 
the side of her knee with his temple. 

‘Might I have another helping of Petersotrs Grouse, Telnutcs 
bonasia windriverensh T asked Ada loftily. 

Marina jangled a diminutive cowbell of bronre. Demon placed 
his palm on the back of Avia's hand and asked her to pass him 
the oddly evocative object. She did so in a staccato arc. Demon 
inserted his monocle and, muffling the tongue of memory, ex- 
amined the bell, but it was not the one that had once stood on a 
bed-tray ;n a dim room of Dr f-apiner s chalet ; was not even of 
Swiss make; was merely one of those sweet-sounding translations 
which reveal a paraphiasFs crass counterfeit as soon as you look 
up the original, 

Alas, the bird had not survived ‘the honor one had made to 
it,’ and after a brief consultation with Bouteillan a somewhat 
incongruous but highly palatable bit of saucisson d’ Arles added 
itself to the young lady’s fare of asperges en branches that every- 
body was now enjoying. It almost awed one to see the pleasure 
with which she and Demon distorted their shiny-lipped mouths 
in exactly the same way to introduce orally from some heavenly 
height the voluptuous ally of the prim lily of the valley, holding 
the shaft with an identical bunching of the fingers, not unlike the 
reformed ‘sign of the cross’ for protesting against which (a 
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ridiculous little schism measuring an inch or so from thumb to 
index) so many Russians had been burnt by other Russians only 
two centuries earlier on the banks of the Great Lake of Slaves. 
Van remembered that his tutor’s great friend, the learned but 
prudish Semyon Afanasievich Vengerov, then a young associate 
professor but already a celebrated Pushkinist (1855-1954), used 
to say that the only vulgar passage in his author’s work was the 
cannibal joy of young gourmets tearing ‘plump and live’ oysters 
t)ut of their ‘cloisters’ in an unfinished canto of Eugene Onegin. 
But then ‘everyone has his own taste,’ as the British writer 
Rithard Leonard Churchill mistranslates a trite French phrase 
(chacun a son gout) twice in the course of his novel about a certain 
C'rimean Khan once popular with reporters and politicians, ‘A 
Great Good Man' - accciding, of course, to the cattish and pre- 
judiced Guillaume Monpamasse about whose new celebrity Ada, 
w'hile dipping the reversed corolla of one hand in a bowl, was 
now' telling Demon, who w'as performing the same rile in the 
same graceful tashion. 

Manna helped herself to an Albany from a crystal box of 
Turkish cigarettes tipped with red rose petal and passed the box 
on to Demon. Ada, somewhat seif-consciously, lit up loo. 

'You know quite well,' said Marina, ‘that your father dis- 
approves of your smoking at table.’ 

‘Oh, it's all right,' murmured Demon. 

‘1 had Dan m view,' explained Marina heavily. ‘He's very 
prissy on that score.' 

‘Well, and I'm not,’ answered Demon. 

Ada and Van could not help laughing. All that was banter - 
not of a high order, but still banter. 

A moment later, however. Van remarked: ‘I think I'll take an 
Alibi - I mean an Albany - myself.’ 

‘Please note, everybody,' said Ada, ‘how voulu that slip was! I 
like a smoke when I go mushrooming, but when I’m back, this 
horrid tease insists 1 smell of some romantic Turk Albanian 
met in the woods.’ 

‘Well,’ said Demon, ‘Van’s quite right to look after youi 
morals.’ 

The real profitroV (very soft ‘1’) of the Russians, as first made 
by their cooks in Gavana before 1700, consists of larger puffs 
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coated wjth creamier chocolate than the dark and puny ‘profit 
rolls’ seived in European restaurants Our friends had finished 
that rich sweetmeat flooded with chocolat-au-lait sauce, and were 
ready for some fruit, when Bout followed by his lather and 
floundering loncs made a sensational enliy 
All the toilets and waterpipes in the house had been suddenly 
seized with borboiygmic convulsions This always signified, and 
introduced a long-distance cai» Marina, who had been awaiting 
for seyeial da>s a ceitain message from Cahlornia in response to 
a toil id lettei, could now haidly contain hei passionate impa- 
tience and had been on the point of running to the ciorophonc in 
the hall at the fust bubbling spasm, when young Bout huined in 
dragging the long erecn coid (visibly palpitating in a sciies of 
swells and contiactions rathe' like a serpent ingcsliug a field 
mouse) of the oinate, b»ass and-nacic leceiyci, which Manna 
with a wild ‘ A I cauf' pressed to her ear It \\as, howevci only 
fussy old Dan nngiim her up to mtorn) everyth* d' that Miller 
could not mai'C it that nuzht iftei all and would accompanv bin 
to Aulis blight and caiH on the follow mi* inoining 

‘farty hut haicfiy hnglii ’ ohsciycd Dimon who w.i now 
glutted with family ]c»ys and sliehlly iinn<»\cd lit IkkI mn ui 
the first half of a t»amblin| nieht in 1 adoic for the sake of all 
that well-meant but not qutU first-rate food 

Wc 11 have cc»flcc m the vcllow d'awint* loom’ >iid Manna 
as sadly as if she writ evoking a pla^c of drearv esile loncs 
please, dcui t valK on that phonccoid ^ ou nav< nc/ idea Dimon 
how J die id mecTing igam, aftu ah Ifiost years, that dis''kahle 
Norberl vc^n Millci, who lia» piobahly become <\cii moie ano- 
gant and ohseqinous and moieovcr dots nni ic,di/t 1 m sure 
that Dan s wife «s me He s a Baltic Russian (turning to Van) 
*biU really nht ekutsch though his mother was bom Ivanov or 
Romanov, oi simiclhiug, who owned a c.ilico hit tor y in f r laud 
01 Denmaik 1 cant inuginc how he got his batony, when I 
knew him twenty years .igo he was plain Mi MilUi 

‘He IS still that,' sd'ci Demon drily, ‘because you’ve e>t two 
Millers mixed up The lawyer who w oil' s foi Dan is my old liicnd 
Norman Miller ol the Fainley, I ehlci and Millei law him and 
physically bears a striking resemblance to >\ilfrid Lauiicr. 
Norbert, on the other hand, has, J remember, a head like a 
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kcgelkugel, lives in Switzerland, knows perfectly well whom you 
married and is an unmentionable blackguard.’ 

After a quick cup of coffee and a drop of cherry liqueur Demon 
got up. 

' Part ir c*est mourir un peu, et mourir c*est partir un pen trap. 
Do tell Dan and Norman I can give them tca-and-cake any time 
tomorrow at the Bryant. By the way, how’s Lucette?’ 

Marina knitted her brows and shook hei head acting the fond, 
worried mother though, in point of fact, she bore her 
daughters even less affection than she had for cute Dack and 
pat» etic Dan. 

‘Oh, wc had quite a scare,’ she replied finally, ‘quite a na.sty 
scare. But now, apparently 

‘Van,’ said his father, be a good scout. 1 did not have a hat 
but I did have gloves. Ask Bouteillan to look in the gallery. I 
may have dropped them there. No. Sta> ’ It's all right. 1 left them 
in the cai, because I recall the cold of this flower, which 1 took 
fn^m a vase in passing . . 

He now threw it away, discarding with it the shadow' of his 
fiigiUve uige to plunge both hands in a soft bosom. 

‘1 had hoped >ou ci sleep here,’ said Manna (not really caring 
one way or anothei). ‘What is your ri'om number at the hotel - 
not 222 by any chance?’ 

Stic liked romantic coincidences. Demon consulted the tag 
on his Key. 221 - which was good enough, falidically and ancc- 
doticalK speaking Naughty Ada, ol course, stole a glance at 
Van, w'ho tensed up the wings of his nose in a grimace that 
mimiLked the slant of Pedro’s narrow, beautiful nostrils. 

‘Thev make fun ol an old woman,' said Manna, not without 
coquetry, and in the Russian manner kis.sed her guest on his 
inclined brow as he lilted her hand to his lips ‘You'll forgive 
me,' she added, ‘for not going out on the terrace. I've grown 
allergic to damp and darkness; I'm sure my temperature has 
already gone up 14') thirty-seven and seven, at leasi.' 

Demon tapped the barometei ntxt to the door. It had been 
tapped too often to react in any intelligible way and remained 
standing at a quarter past three. 

Van and Ada saw him off. The night w’as very warm and 
dripping with what Ladore farmers called green rain. Demon's 
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black sedan glinted elegantly among the varnished laurels in the 
molh-flakcd porchlight He tenderly kissed the children, the girl 
on one cheek, the boy on the othei, then Ada again in the 
hollow of the white aim that clasped his neck Nobody paid 
much att?ntion to Manna, who waved fiom a langclo-coloied 
oriel window a spangled shawl although all she could see was the 
sheen of the car's bonnet and the lain slantmg m the light of its 
lamps 

Demon pulled on his gloves and sped away with a great giowl 
of damp gravel 

‘ That last kiss went a little too lai,' icnuukcd Van lauvhmL» 

‘Oh wc.ll his lips soil of slipped, laughed Ada and, laughing 
they embiau'd in the dark as they sknted the wing ol tnc 
house 

Thev stopped toi a moment under the ‘^hcher ot nn mdu'gcnt 
tree, where many i cigar smoking guest had stopped atlci dirjiier 
Tian(iuillv mnocenth side h> Mdc in then scpaiatciv onl niic* 
attitude tht> addevl a ti ickIc ^nd a gi^h to the nn it pj( Icsmoii 
>ounds of the I Jin ip tnc nipht ctnd thci lingered hand m h nd 
in I coiiur ol the latticed gallers wailii g hu in< lituiis in fU 
window to go out 

hat was faintlw otl-f > m tnk^ ibout rhe >vhoit escrang " 
asked Nan sofd> > on noticed 

‘Of eoirse I did And >ct I adore nim I think he' quiti 
cra/\, .mu With nc’ placi oi t>ccupatiirn ni Ik uul tii fion 
happv, and ph lo,ophi<aPv me sponsible aiin then i a'vt)! itt iv 
nohod\ hke him 

'But what wi nl wiong tonight ^ \ou were tongue tie 1 and 
everxtlung wc s uu was fat shno I wemder il sonn mu» i n<isc in 
him ^meilcd vou in me, and me' ni nou He tried irt asK mt Oh 
it \as not a nice famiO leunion What exactly went wrting at 
dinnei ^ 

‘Mv love, my lo\c as if you don t 1‘nov' Wc'll manage, 
pel Imps, to wear our masks alwavs, till dee do in part hut we 
shall never be able to marry while they le both alvo We 
simply can't swing it because he s moic conventional in his own 
way than even the law and the social lice One can t biibc one s 
naicnts, and waiting forty, fifty years for them to die is loo 
horrible to imagine - 1 mean the mcic thought of anybody 
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waiting for such a thing is not in our nature, is mean and mons- 
trous*’ 

He kissed her half-closed lips, gently and ‘morally’ as they 
defined moments of depth to distinguish them from the despair 
of passion 

‘Anyway,’ he said, ‘it’s tun to be two secret agents in an alien 
country Manna has gone upstaiis \ our hair is wet 

Spies liom Teira'^ Voi believe you believe m the existence 
of leiia ^ Oh, vou do’ You accept it I know vou’’ 

I accept It as a state of mind lhats not quite the same 
thr ^ 

^rs, bur vou w int to piovt it t\ Ihe '•anic thini: ’ 

Hi brushed her lips with anoihei icligious kiss Its edge, 
however, wa> btmnnin" to c.itch hie 

C)n» ol ihtst davs he ^aid I will isk >ou for a rcficat pei- 
loi i»anee You will Mt as you did loin years at the sdn»e 
t ihk in the same lii'ht diawinc flic same flowei md I shall go 
fhiDimh the s imt scene with s 'th jov suen pride sueh I don’t 
KPow grant ide’ tool* all the windows ^ir dark now I loo, 
e in translate when I ‘dimply have to I laen to tfiis 

1 lelil in Ihe ‘Mini'- weie ' out 
Bfc nhid h i r intK ih nt / 

Wc Mt to ther in the slink 
OI ^ wide blanche 1 / ' 

Vc*- “bitch ' IS what leaves the trmslalor m the “lurch” 
df cMi t It ’ Ihat s 1 ternl/le little poen hv konstantin Romanov, 
luht^ lust eleeted president of the I vaseaii A^adeniv of liter- 
al le right*’ Wretched poet and happv husband Happy bus 
bind* 

You know said Van ‘I rtallv think voa should weal snme- 
thini> Lindeineath cut formal oeeasions 

^ our hands aie cold Whv formal ’ You said yourself it was 
a lamilv affan ’ 

r von so You were in peiil whencvei vou I'^nt or spiawled ’ 

I never sputwH 

‘I m quite sine it's not hygienic, or perhaps it s a kind of 
lealousy on my part Mcmoiis of a Happy Chaii Oh, my 
dat ling ' 
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‘At least,’ whispered Ada, ‘it pays off now, doesn’t it? Croquet 
room*^ Ou comme 

^Commc (fl, lor once,’ said Van, 
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Although fairly eclectic in 18H8, Ladore fashions weie nrU quite 
as tiee as taken lor granted at Ardis 

For the mand pknic on her Oirthdav sixtecn-vcai-old Ada 
wore a plain linen blouse, mai/e-ycllov. slacks and sen He d 
moccasins Van had \\anted hci to let her haii dovn, she demur 
red, savint* it was too lonu foi eountiv eomlort, but finally 
compiomised by tying it midway behind with a lumpled iibhon 
ol black silk Van’' only obscrsance of '.ummei cleuaneiesttm 
sisttd of a blue polojcoey, knee-length ei »y Hanncl tiousci . and 
spoil creeper 

While rhe luslic ftaVi was bene pieparcd and th tnbutod 
among the sun «oiit i t the liadilional pine glcRli tlic wild mi* 
and her lovci slipped twav loi a lew moment- of i iveiiou iidor 
III a fernv raNine whcie a nil dipped tiom ledgt to ledee lxiwe<n 
tall hurnl)cn> bu^hc^ The day was hot and br^atliks*^ The 
spialU'sl pine hid its eh atia 

She said Speakinu as a thaiaetci m an (ild novel it aMTii 
so loni», U)ng auo, duMw since 1 usee to pi \\ woid mmu's 

here with Cuacc md two other loveI> grris meesi, 

nicest 

Speaking as a brUania and a rnad woman she -laiti, iIk most 
extraordinary word in liie I nglivh language WcO ‘Inn Fed, he* 
caused It stood foi opposite thing'> tincicd and unuiSMcd tightly 
husked but tasilv husked, meaning thev poH oil quiu cisii\, vou 
don t have to tear the wai'-tband, you biute ( aiclully husked 
biutc, said Van lender Iv The passage of time etmld only enhance 
hn tenderness foi the i.nMture he clasped, this adored creatuie, 
whose motion was now more supple, whose haunt hes had 
grown more lyialc, whose hair-ribbon he had undone 

As they crouched on the brink of one ot the bnxrk's crystal 
shelves, where, before falling, it stopped U» ha\ its pietme taken 
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and take pictuics itself. Van, at the last throb, saw the reflection 
of Ada’s gaze in ♦he water flash a warning Something of the sort 
had happened somewhere before he did not have time to 
identify the lecollcction that, nonetheless, Jed him to identify at 
once the sound of the stumble behind him 
Anioniy the rugged rocks they found and consoled poor little 
1 UiCtte, whose foot had slipped on a granite ‘lab in a tangle of 
bushes 1 lushed and flustered, the child rubbed her thigh in much- 
overdone agonv Van and Ada gailv grasped one little hand each 
and ran Luccltc back to the glade, where sht laughed, whtic she 
flo i.sed, where she made tor her favorite tarts awaiting her on one 
of the unfolded tables Theit slit hu'-fed out of her sweat shirt, 
hikhcd up her green shorts and ast|uat on the rus:>ct ground, 
attached the food she ha I collet ted 
Ada had declined to in\ite anybody CA^^ept the Frnnnin twins 
to her picnic, but she had had no intention of inviting the brother 
^nlunit *he sist< r The latter if turned ml, could not come, 
ha\imi g<'ne to New f'^ranton sec a >oung drummer, hei fir^t 
boy fnend, sail ofl into the sunn<( with his regiment But Gieg 
h id to be asked to come ifUi ill ( n picvKms day he had 
called on her bnneing a talisman from h* very sick father who 
w riled Ada to treasure as much as his grandam had a little 
camel of yellow ivon carved in Kiev, five centuries ago, in the 
dns v)f f.mur and NaboK 

Van did noi en m bcluvmg that Adi remained unaffected by 
Cirou s devotion He now met h cig in with pleasure - the kind 
of pleasure, immoral in its vci> purity which adcK its ic\ *ang 
to th( tnenclly feelings a sue i^essfulrwal dc.ks toward a thorough- 
ly decent fellow 

Greg, who had left his sfuendid new black Silent lum niotor- 
c>clc m the lores! nde, obscr>ed 
‘Wc have companv ' 

‘Indeed wc do,’ assented Van '^Kto .n (w'ho are they)*? Do 
you have any idea'?’ 

Nobod> had Ramcoated, unpamted, i tc'rose, Marina came 
over and peered tliiough the ticc> the way Van pointed 
Alter reverently inspecting the Silentium, a dozen elder ly 
townsmen, in dark clothes, shabby and uncouth, walked into the 
forest across the road and sat down there to a modest colazione 
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of cheese, buns, salami, sardines and Chianti They were quite 
sufliuently fai from our picnickers not to bother them m any 
way They had no mechanical music boxes \Mth them Then 
voices were subdued, their movements could not have been more 
discreet The picdominant gesture seemed to be ritual Iv limited 
to this or that tist ci umpling brown paper or coane ga/ctlc papet 
or bakei’s paper (the very lightweight and mefheicnt sort), and 
discarding the ciumpled bit 1 1 quiet abstiact fashion, while other 
sad apostolic hands unwrapped the victuals oi foi some reason 
or other wiapped them up again in the nobU sh ide of the pines, 
in the humble shade of the false acacias 
‘How odd, said M uina sciaUhing her sunlit bald patch 
She sent a iofitman to investigate the situation and tcli IhO'iC 
Ciipsv politicians or c il ibnaii I ib'irer that Squire Vi cn would 
be ftinoits if he dis< ov* u d tiesp isscis camping in liis wood' 

The footman returned shaking his head Thf\ did not spcik 
Lnglish \dn Aciit v>\ci 

‘Plcd'c go dwa> this IS pnvdtc propertv ' ^du\ V in in Vuiiar 
I atin 1 reiKh < anidmi french Rii srai^ \ iik Rio 1 tn 
very low latinagun ptojnnta pfnaiu 

He stood looking at tbern liaialy noticed h\ them liiidl> 
shade touched bv the tohage Ihe> wcic ill sliavcn bluc-iowlcd 
men in old Sundav 0 »k 01 two w irt nn rojhr l»i « Inn 

kept tilt th>i<»id Uid h ul i tieard ind i numid squmi 

Patent boots vnth dud ir the ciack 01 orancc-hrc vi* >hoi , 
cilhci vciv sgu ire o. ver y pointed had been taken of! ind | uslii d 
undci the burdocks nr placed or the old tree slumo nt the rather 
diab clf inng How odd indeed' When Van repcited his request 
the mtiudcf'* staited to iiiutter amorie then selvc' in a totally 
incompicbcnsinle jargon, making miall llappiing motions m his 
dirccliun a^ if hall hcditcdt> cni'ing av^av a gritt 

He asked Manna did dii want him fo us^ force, but sweet, 
dcir Manna sard, j-iatting hcj fiaii one hand on her h»p, no let 
us Ignore them espteially as they were now drawing a little 
decpei intc the trees look look some dragging r; nr the 
various parts of their icpast upon what rcsenibUd an old bed 
spread, which receded like a hshing boat pulled ovei pebbly sand, 
while others politely removed the crumpled wiappingi to other 
more distant hiding places in keeping with the general jcloealion 
212 



a most melancholy and meaningful picture - but meaning what» 
what? 

Gradually their presence dissolved from Van’s mind. Every- 
body was now having a wonderful time. Marina threw off the 
pale raincoat or rather ‘dustcoat’ she had put on for the picnic 
(after all» with one thing and another, her domestic gray dress 
with the pink fichu was quite gay enough, she declared, for an 
old lady) and raising an empty glass she sang, with brio and very 
musically, the Green Grass aria: ‘Replenish, replenish the 
glasses with wine! Here’s a toast to love! To the rapture of love!’ 
Wi'h awe and pity, and no love. Van kept reverting to that poor 
bald patch on T raverdiata’s poor old head, to the scalp burnished 
by her hairdye an awful pine rust color much shinier than her 
dead hair. He attempted, is so many times before, to squeeze out 
some fondness for her but as usual failed and as usual told him- 
self that Ada did not love her mother either, a vague and coward- 
ly consolation. 

Greg, assinning w'ith touching simplicity that Ada would 
notice and approve, showered Mile Larivicre with a thousand 
little attentions - helping her out of her mauve jacket, pouring 
out for her the milk into Lucetie’s mug from a thermos bottle, 
passing the sandwiches, replenishing, replenishing Mile Lariviere’s 
wineglass and listening with a rapt grin to her diat^ribes against 
the English, whom she said she disliked even more than the 
Tartars, or the, well, Assyrians. 

‘Fngland!’ she cried, ‘Englard! The country where for every 
poet, there are ninety-nine sales petits hotir^eois, some of suspect 
extraction! England dares ape France! I have in that hamper 
there an English novel of high repute in wnich a lady is given a 
perfume ~ an expensive periumc’ - called Ombre ChemlierC'' 
which is really nothing but a fish - a delicious fish, true, but 
hardly suitable for scenting one’s handkerchief w'ith. On the very 
next page, a soi-disant philosopher mentions acte f^ratidte''* 
as if all acts were feminine, and a soi-disant Par>sian hotel- 
keeper in the story says regrette'^ for “/V rcgrcttc'^T 

^ D'acconly' interjected Van, ‘but what about such atrocious 
bloomers in French translations from the English as for ex- 
ample 

Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, at that very moment Ada 
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emitted a Rus&ian exclamation of utmost annoyance as a steel- 
giay convertible glided into the glade No sooner had it stopped 
than It was surrounded by the same group of townsmen, who 
now seemed to have multiplied in strange consequence of having 
shed coats and waistcoats Thrusting his wav through then circle, 
with every ^ign of wrath ind contempt, young Percy dc Prey, 
trilled-slurtcd and while trousered, stiode up to Marina’s 
deckchair He was invited to *oin the party despite Ada's trving 
to stop her silly mother with an admonishing stare and a private 
small shake of the head 

‘I daicd not hope Oh, 1 acci pt with great pleasure’ 
answcicd Pcicy whereupon vciv much whereupon - the seem- 
ingl> forgetful but in realitv edculating bland ban lit marchtd 
back to his < ar (near which a last wondi r'ti tick adn irei iin.'trcd; 
to tclch d bouquet of longsienimed rose stoied in rhe bc<a 

What a diame that 1 should loathe lo^'cs,’ said Ada, accept i»ig 
them mn«c! l> 

The muscat wint was jne<»rKcd \da « ani id is hu !tt 
dninK The conversation be». general Moipainc 
liked to vritc 

( (Mint Pcicy dc Pic> turned to l\aii Dcmianox ic*’ \c^n 

1 m told vou like ahnot'inal positions 

The half-questioti was hajf-nioc kincly pul Van loc;kcd 
throimh 111 raised lunel at ♦he honeyed un 

Mtaniiu- wh it ^ he enqu*red 

'Well - thul walking-oii noiii hand tiKk One oi » ^ur uint , 
ervants s the r ol rint ot our s<.iv and two preu> possips 
form a diMgcroi'^ tciOi (laughing) The keend his it 
that >ou do It all day iong in evtrv corner congratulanonsi’ 
(bowing) 

Van replied ‘The legend makes too much of my specialty 
Actually 1 practice it for a few minutes every other nieht, don't 
I Ada ' (looking around for her) May 1 give yc^u. Count, '►ome 
more of the mouse and-cat - a poor pun, but mine 

Vdhn dear, said Manna, who vaN listening with delight to 
the hindsome young mcr s vivacious and carefree prattle, ‘tell 
him about your success in London Zh( tampn (please) i’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Van it all started as a i ag, you know, up at Chose, 
but then 
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‘Van*’ called Ada shrilly ‘I want to say something to you. 
Van, come here ’ 

Doin (flipping through a literary review, to Tngorin) ‘Here, a 
couple of months ago, a certain article was printed a letter 
Irom America, and I wanted to ask vou, incidentally (taking 
Fiigorin by the waist and leading him to the front of the stage), 
‘because 1 m very much interested in that question 

Ada stood with her back against the trunk of a tree, like a 
be.iutiful spy who has just rejected the biindfoid 
‘I wantid to a^k you, mcidcntallv Van (continuing in a 
whi'^f Cl with an angrv flick of the wrist) stop pla>ing the 
perfect idiot host, he came drunk as a welt can t \oli s,-e 
The evecution w^‘ interrupted bv the arrival of Uncle Dan 
He Ind a remarkabl> rccUess wav of during as happens so 
often, goodness knows why in the case of rnanv dour, dieary 
men Weaving iapidl> oetween the pines he bi ought the little 
red iiiniboiit to an abrupt stop in front of Ada and presented 
liM with the peife< t inft a big box of mints whne pnk and oh 
ho\, mcen* He had also an aeroeiam for her he said, v'lnkmg 
Adc *oie It opci and law it wa not f >i hci from dismal 
h ilugain) as sne had fcaiid but for hci mk rhci from Los 
Angeles a much giver place Manna fat^c eriOuiK assumed 
an expression of quite indecent youthful beatitude as she scanned 
»he message Tnuniphanilv she showed i* to Lanvieic-Mon- 
parnasst, who read it twice and iilud her head wnh a smile of 
indulgent disappiovil Pv>sitivcl> starr ping her Feet with jov 
Pedret IS ^ oniing again cried (gurgled rippled) Manna to eatm 
nei daughtei 

And 1 suppose, he 11 sta\ nil the end )f the summer ’ re- 
marked Ada and s*ii down v ith C»ieg ano i iicette, for a game 
of Snap, on a laprobe spread o\ei the little ants and dry pine 
needles 

*Oh no, da ntt zfi(\ only for a lortniUit (girlishly giggling) 
‘Aftei that we shall go to Houssaie, ColliMid tozh ( M iiina was 
ically in great form) - ‘>es, v\e shall ail go the author, and the 
ehildien, and Van - if he wishes ’ 

‘] wish but I can’t,’ said Peicy (sample of hi\ humor) 

In the meantime. Uncle Dan, very dapper in cherry-striped 
bJa/er and vanety-comie straw hat, feeling considerably in- 
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trigued by the presence of the adjacent picnickers, walked over to 
them with bis glass of Hero wine in one hand and a caviar 
canape in the other. 

‘The Accursed Children/ said Marina in answer to something 
Percy wanted to know. 

Percy, you were to die very soon - and not from that pellet 
in your fat leg, on the turf of a Crimean ravine, but a couple of 
minutes later when you operrd your eyes and felt relieved and 
secure in the shelter of the macchic; you were to die very soon, 
Percy; but that July day in Ladore County, lolling under the 
pines, royally drunk after some earlier fcsthity, with lust in your 
heart and a sticky glass in your strong blond-haiied h.ind, 
listening to a literary bore, chatting with an aging actress and 
ogling her sullen daughter, you reveled in the spicy situation, old 
sport, chin-chin, and no wonder. Burly, handsome, indolent and 
ferocious, a crack Rugger player, a cnicker of country girls, yon 
combined the charm of the ofr-dut> athlete with the engaging 
drawl of a fashionable ass. T think what I hated most about your 
handsome moon face was that baby complexion, the sm(»oth* 
skinned jaws of the e<isy shaver. / had beguif to bleed tvety 
time, and was going to do so for seven dcc<»dcs. 

‘In a birdhouse fixed to that pine trunk,’ said Manna to her 
young admirer^ ‘there was once a “telephone “ How I’d welcome 
its presence right now! Ah, here he is, enfm*'' 

Her husband, minus the glas'^ and ilic canape, strollcil hack 
bringing wonderful news. They wcie an ‘exquisitely polite g»*oup.’ 
He had recognized at least a diizen Italian words. It was, he 
understood, a collation ot shcpheids. The^^ thought, he thought, 
he was a shepherd too. A canvas from C^ardina! r arlo dc 
Medici’s collection, author uuknovm, may have biien al the base 
of that copy. Excitedly, overexcitedly, the little man said he 
insisted the servants take viands and wine to his excellent jjcw 
friends; he got busy himself, seizing an empty bottle and a 
hamper that contained knitting equipment, an English novel by 
Quigley and a roll of toilet paper. Marina explained, however, 
that professional obligations demanded she call up California 
without delay; and, forgetting his project, he readily consented 
to drive her home. 

Mists have long since hidden the links and loops of consecutive 
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events, but - approximately while that departure took place, or 
soon after - Van found himself standing on the brink of the brook 
(which had reflected two pairs of superposed eyes earlier in the 
afternoon) and chucking pebbles with Percy and Greg at the 
remnants of an old, rusty, indecipherable signboard on the other 
side. 

^Okhy nado (I must) passatiT exclaimed Percy in the Slavic 
slang he affected, blowing out his cheeks and fumbling frantically 
at his fly. In all his life, said stolid Greg to Van, he had never seen 
such an ugly engine, surgically circumcised, terrifically oversized 
and high-colored, with such a phenomenal creur de b<ruf\ nor 
had either of the fascinated, fastidious boys ever witnessed the 
like of its sustained, strongly arched, practically everlasting 
stream, ‘ Pht'ich I ' uttered the young man with relief, and repacked. 

How did the scuffle start ? Did all three cross the brook stepping 
on slimy stones? Did Percy push Greg? Did Van jog Percy? Was 
there something - a slick? Twisted out of a fist? A wrist gripped 
and freed? 

‘Oho,’ said Percy, ‘you are playful, my lad!" 

Greg, one bag of tiis plus-fours soaked, watched them help- 
lessly - he was fond of both - as they grappled on the brink of the 
brook. 

Percy was three years older, and a score of kilograms heavier 
than Van, but the latter had handled even burlier brutes with ease. 
Almost at once the Count’s bursting face was trapped in the 
cro(A of Van’s arm. The grunting Count toured the turf in a 
hunched-up stagger. He freed one scarlet ear, was rctrapped, 
was tripped and collapsed under Van, who instantly pul him ‘on 
his ornoplates/ m lopatki^ as King Wing used to sav in his carpet 
jargon. Percy lay panting like a dying gladiator, both shoulder 
blades pressed to the ground by his tormentor, whose thumbs 
now started to manipulate horribly that heaving thorax. Percy 
with a sudden bellow of pain intimated he had had enough. Van 
requested a more articulate expression of surrender, and got it. 
Greg, fearing Van had not caught the muttered plea for mercy, 
repeated it in the tliird person interpretative. Van released the 
unfortunate Count, whereupon he sat up, spitting, palpating his 
throat, rearranging the rumpled shirt around his husky torso and 
asking Greg in a husky voice to find a missing cufflink. 


A.-IO 
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Van washed his hands in a lower shelf-pool of the brook and 
recognized, with amused embarrassment, the transparent, tubular 
thing, not unlike a sea-squirt, that had got caught in its down- 
stream course in a fringe of forget-me-nots, good name, too. 

He had started to walk back to the picnic glade when a moun- 
tain fell upon him from behind With one violent heave he swung 
his attacker over his head Percy crashed and lay supine for a 
moment or two Van, his crat claws on the ready, contemplated 
him, hoping for a pretext to inflict a certain special device of 
exotic torture that he had not yet had the opportunity to use in a 
real fight. 

‘You’ve broken m> shoulder,’ grumbled Percy, half-iismg and 
rubbing his thick arm ‘A little more self-control, young 
devil ' 

‘Stand up^’ said Van ‘Come on, stand up^ Would \ou like 
more of the same or shall we join the ladies'^ The ladies'^ All 
right But, it you pitase, walk m front of me now ’ 

As he and his captive diew near the glade Van cursed himself 
for feeling rattled by that unexpected additional round, he was 
secretly out of breath, his eserv nerve twanged he caught him«’clf 
limping and coirecting the limp while Percy <le Pry, in his 
magically immaculate white trousers and casually ruHled shirt, 
marched, buovantiy exercising his arms and shoulders, and 
seemed quite serene and in fact lathcr cheerful 

Piesently Greg oveitook them, bringing the cufflink - a little 
triumph of meticulous detection, and with a trite ‘Aitaboy’’ 
Percy closed his silk cufl, thus c«>mplcling his insolent rcstoiation 

Their dutiful companion, still running, got hrst to the site ol the 
finished feast, he saw Ada, facing him with two stipple-stcinmcd 
red boletes in one hand and three in the other, and, mistaking her 
look of sui prise at the sound of his thudding hooves ♦or one of 
concern, good Sir Greg hastened to ciy out from afai ‘He’s all 
right’ Hes all light, Miss Veen’ - blind compassion preventing 
the young knight from realizing that she could not possibly have 
known yet what a clash had occurred between the beau and the 
beast 

‘Indeed 1 am,’ said the former, taking from her a couple of her 
toadstools, the girl’s favorite delicacy, and stroking their smooth 
caps. ‘And why shouldn’t 1 be? Your cousin has tieated Greg and 
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your humble servant to a most bracing exhibition of Oriental 
Skrotomoff or whatever the name may be/ 

He called for wine - but the remaining bottles had been given 
to the mysterious pastors whose patronage the adjacent clearing 
had already lost: they might have dispatched and buried one of 
thejr comrades, if the stiff collar and reptilian tie left hanging from 
a locust branch were his. Gone also was the bouquet of roses 
which Ada had ordered to be put back into the boot of the Count’s 
car - better than waste them on her, let him give them, she said, 
to Blanche's lovely sister. 

And now Mile La riviere clapped her hands to rouse from their 
siesta, Kim, the driver of her gig, and Trofim, the children’s fair- 
bearded coachman. Ada reclenched her boletes and all Percy 
could find for his flandf uss was a cold fist. 

‘Jolly nice t(» have seen you, old boy,’ he said, tapping Van 
lightly on the shoulder, a forbidden gesture in their milieu. * Hope 
to play with you again soon I wonder,' he added in a lower voice, 
Mf you shoot as straight as you wrestle,’ 

Van followed him to the convertible. 

‘Van, Van come here, Greg wants to say good-bye,’ cried Ada, 
but he did not turn. 

‘Is that a challenge, me faite^~vous wi ditel?^ inquired Van. 

F^crcy, at the wheel, smiled, slit his eyes, bent toward the dash- 
board, smiled again, but said nothing. Click -click went the 
motor, then broke into thunder and Percy drew on his gloves. 

‘ Quand tu voudras, mou gan^ said Van, slapping the fender 
and using the terrible second person singular of duelists in old 
France. 

The car leapt forward and disappeared. 

Van returned to the picnic ground, his heart stupidly thumping, 
he waved in passing to Greg who was talking to Ada a little way 
off on the road. 

‘Really, \ assure you,’ Greg was saying to her, ‘your cousin is 
not to blame. Percy started it - and was defeated in h clean match 
of Korotom wrestling, as used in Terislan and Sorokat - my father, 
I’m Mire, could tell you all about it.’ 

‘You’re a dear/ answered Ada, ‘but I don't think your brain 
works too well/ 

‘It never does in your presence,’ remarked Greg, and mounted 
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his black silent steed, hating it, and himself, and the two bullies. 

He adjusted his goggles and glided away. Mile Lariviere, in her 
turn, got into her gig and was borne off through the speckled 
vista of the forest ride. 

Lucette ran up to Van and, almost kneeling, cosily embraced 
her big cousin around the hips, and clung to him for a moment, 
‘Come along,’ said Van, lifting her, ‘don’t forget your jersey, you 
can’t go naked.’ 

Ada strolled up. ‘My hero,’ she said, hardly looking at him, 
with that inscrutable air she had that let one guess v\hcthcr she 
expressed saicasm or ecstasy, or a parody of one or the other. 

Lucette, swinging her mushroom basket, chanted: 

‘He screwed off a nipple. 

He left him a cripple . . 

‘Lucy Veen, stop that ’’ shouted Ada at the imp; and Van with 
a show of great indignation, shook the little wrist he held, while 
twinkling drolly at Ada on his othei side. 

Thus, a carefree-looking young trio, they moved toward the 
waiting victoria. Slapping his thighs in dismal, the coacliman 
stood berating a tousled footboy who had appeared tiom undci 
a bush He had concealed himself there to enjoy m peace a 
tattered copy of Tattersalia with pictures of tienieudous, fabu- 
lously elongated race horses, and had been left behind by the 
charabanc which had earned away the duty dishes and the 
drowsy seivants 

He climbed onto the box, beside Trofim, directed a 
vibrating ‘tpprr’ at the backing bays, while Lucette considered 
with darkening gieen eyes the occupation of her habitual perch. 

‘You’ll have to take her on your half-biotherly knee,' said Ada 
in a neutral aparte. 

‘But won’t La maudite riviere object,' he said absently, trying 
to catch by its tail the sensation of fate's rerun. 

‘Laiivicre can go and’ (and Ada’s sweet pale lips repeated 
Gavronski’s crude crack) . . . ‘That goes for Lucette too,’ she 
added. 

‘ Vos ^"vyragences*' sont assez lestesC remarked Van. ‘Are you 
very mad at me?’ 

‘Oh Van, I’m not! In fact. I’m delighted you won. But I’m 
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sixteen today. Sixteen! Older than grandmother at the time of her 
first divorce. It’s my last picnic, I guess. Childhood is scrapped. 
I love you. You love me. Greg loves me. Everybody loves me. I’m 
glutted with love. Hurry up or she’ll pull that cock off - Lucette, 
leave him alone at once!’ 

Finally the carriage started on its pleasant homeward journey. 

‘Ouch!’ grunted Van as he received the rounded load - ex- 
plaining wrily that he had hit his right patella against a rock. 

‘Of course, if one goes in for horseplay . , murmured Ada 
- and opened, at its emerald ribbon, the small brown, gold-tooled 
biu'jk (a great success with the passing sun flecks) that she had 
l>een already reading during the ride to the picnic. 

‘I do fancy a little horseplay,’ said Van. ‘It has left me with 
quite a tingle, for more reasons than one.' 

‘J saw you - horseplaying,’ said Lucette, turning hei head. 

‘Sh-sh,’ uttered Van. 

‘1 me«an you and him.’ 

‘We arc n<*t interested in your impressions, girl. And don’t look 
back all the time. You know you get carriage-sick when the road 

‘C\)incidencc: *^\fean qui tuchail de lid toiinwr ia Ude . . 
surfaced Ada hrjcfiy. 

‘ when the road “runs out of you,” as your sister once said 
when she was your age.’ 

'True,' mused Lucette tunefully. 

She had been prevailed upon to clothe her honey-brown body. 
Her white jersey had filched a lot from its recent background - 
pine needles, a bit of moss, a cake crumb, a baby caterpillar. Her 
remarkably well-filled green shorts w'ere stained with burnberry 
purple. Her ember-bright hair flew into his face and smelt of a 
past summer. Family smell: yes, coincidence: a set of coinc\dence6 
slightly displaced; the artistry of asymmetry. She sat in his lap, 
heavily, dreamily, full of /oie^rasand peach punch, with the backs 
of her brown iridescent bare arms almost touching his face - 
touching It when he glanced down, right and left, to check if the 
mushrooms had been taken. They had. The little footboy was 
reading and picking his nose - judging by the movements of his 
elbow. Lucette’s compact bottom and cool thighs seemed to sink 
deeper and deeper in the quicksand of the dream-like, dream- 
rephrased, legend-distorted past. Ada, sitting next to him, turning 
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her smaller pages quicker than the boy on the box, was, of course, 
enchanting, obsessive, eternal and lovelier, more somberly ardent 
than four summers ago - but it was that other picnic which he 
now relived and it was Ada’s soft haunches which he now held as if 
she were present in duplicate, in two different color prints 

Through strands of coppery silk he looked aslant at Ada, who 
puckered her lips at him in the semblance of a transmitted kiss 
(pardoning him at last for his oart tn that brawP) and presently 
went back to her vellum-bound little volume. Ombres et couleuf 9, 
an 1820 edition of C hateaubnand s short stones with hand- 
painted vignettes and the flat mummy of a pressed anemone The 
gouts and glooms of the woodland passed across her book her 
face and Lucette's riglit arm, on which he could not help k^sing 
a mosquito bite in pure tribute to the duplication Poor Lucette 
stole a languorous look at him and looked awa> aguin at the 
red neck of the coachman - ol that other coachman who for 
seveial months had haunted her dream 

We do not caie to follow the thoughts troubling Adi who«e 
attention to hei book was tar shallower than might seem we 
will not nay cannot lollow them with an\ success tor thoughts 
are much more faintly remembcied than shadows or coloi or 
the throbs ot young lust or a green snate in a dark paradise 
Therefore we hnd ouiselves moie comfortdbl> sitting within Van 
while his Ada sits within Lucette and both sii within \ an ( md all 
three in me adds Ada) 

He remembered with a pang of pleasure the indulgent skirt Ada 
had been wearing then so swoonv-baloony as the Chose young 
things said, and he regretted (smiling) that Lucette had those 
chaste shorts on toda\, and Ada husked corn (laughing) trouser** 
In the fatal course of the most painful ailments sometimes 
(nodding gravciv) sometimes there occur sweet moinings of 
perfect repose and that not owing to some blessed pill 01 potion 
(indicating the bedside clutter) 01 at least without our knowing that 
the loving hand of despair slipped us the drug 

Van closed his eyes in order bettei to concentrate on the golden 
flood of swelling joy Many, oh, many many years latei he recol- 
lected with wonder (how could one have endured such rapture*^) 
that moment of total happiness, the complete eclipse of the pierc- 
ing and preying ache, the logic of intoxication, the circulai argument 
222 



to the effect that the most eccentric girl cannot help being faithful 
if she loves one as one loves hei He watched Ada’s bracelet flash 
in rhvthin with the swaying of the victoria and her full lips, parted 
slightly in profile, show in the sun the red pollen of a remnant of 
sdhe drying in the transversal thumbnail lines ol their texture He 
opened his eyes the bracelet v^as indeed flashing but her lips 
had lost all trarc o* rouge, and the certainty that in another mo- 
ment he Aould touch their hot pale pulp thicatcncd lo touch off a 
private ensis under the solemn load of another child But the 
little \ loxy’s neck, glistening with sweat was pathetic her trustful 
ir mobiljt>, sobering, and after all no furtive hction could 
compete with what awaited him in Ada s bower A twinc^e in his 
kneecap aKo came to the re-.cuc and honest Van chided himself for 
having aitempted to use a little pauper instead of the pnneess in 
the tdiry tale whose prccio is flesh must not blush with the 
impression ofd chastising hand, savsPienot in Peterson « version 
\\ ith the lading of that fugitive flame his mood Lhanecd Some- 
thing should be said a command should be given the matter was 
seriou* Ol might become serioii-, They were now ihoul to enter 
Ciamlct the little Russian v llige fiom whu h i birch lined load 
led quid' ly lo Aidis \ small procession ol kerchiefed peasant 
T'Vinplis unwd'ihed, no douot but adcribly pictt> vsiih naled 
shinv shouloers and liigh divided plump bieast> luiiped up by 
tin ir eoisel walked past thiough a e(*pPKe singing an old ditty 
in their touehing Lnglish 

TJi trns ant! m uU s 
tor silh tilt Is 
4h torn tin pt rah 
4h spiilca t hi pi at f f 

‘Yc>u hive a little peneil m voui Daek pocket' said Van to 
Lueetle May ! bon >w it, 1 want to wiile down that song 
‘II you don t tickle me there said the child 
Van reached lor \da s book and wrote on the fly leaf, as she 
Watched him with odd wary eyes 

1 don t wish to sec him again 
It’s seiioiis 

Tell M not to receive him or 1 leave. 

No answer required. 
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She read it» and slowly, silently erased the lines with the top 
of the pencil which she passed back to Van, who replaced it where 
it had been. 

‘You’re awfully fidgety,’ Lucette observed without turning. 
‘Next time,’ she added, ‘1 won’t have him dislodge me.’ 

They now swept up to the porch, and Trofim had to cuff the 
tiny blue-coated reader in order to have him lay his book aside 
and jump down to hand Ada -^ut of the carriage. 
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Van was lying in his netted nest under the liriodendrotis, reading 
Antiterrenus on Rattner. His knee had troubled him all night ; now, 
after lunch, it seemed a bit better. Ada had gone on horseback to 
Ladore, where he hoped she would forget to buy the messy 
turpentine oil Manna had told her to bring him. 

His valet advanced toward him across the la^n, followed by 
a messenger, a slender youth clad in black leather from neck to 
ankle, chestnut curls escaping from under a vi/ored cap The 
strange child glanced around with an amateur thcspian's exaggera- 
tion of attitude, tind handed a letter, marked 'confidcnlial,’ to Van 

Dear Vecn^ 

In a umple of day\ I must leave for a spell of military wrvfce uhroucl. 
IJ you desire to set nu before I eo I shall he triad to entertaw {and any 
other gentleman yon mijeht wi^h to brine alone \ of t/oM/r tomonoM where 
the Maidenhair road crosses Toitrhiere Lane. If not, / bev you to confirm 
in a brief note that you hear me no erudge. fust as no ef'odfre is (hen shed 
in regard to you., .sir, by your obedient servant 

Percy de Prey 

No, Van did not desire to see the Count. He said so to the 
pretty messenger, who stood with one hand on the hip and one 
knee turned out like an extra, waiting for the signal to join the 
gambaders in the country dance after Calabro’s ana. 

‘ Vn moment f added Van. ‘1 would be interested to know - this 
could be decided in a jiffy behind that tree - what you are, stable 
boy or kennel girl?’ 
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The messenger did not reply and was led away by the chuckling 
Bout, A little squeal suggestive of an improper pinch came from 
behind the laurels screening their exit. 

It was hard to decide whether that clumsy and pretentious 
missive had been dictated by the fear that one’s sailing off to fight 
for one's country might be construed as running away from 
more private engagements, or whether its conciliatory gist had 
been demanded from Percy by somebody perhaps a woman ffor 
instance hi^ mothei, born Praskovia Lanskoy); anyway. Van’s 
honor remained unaftcctcd. He limped to the nearest garbage can 
r.nd, having burnt the letter with its crested blue envelope, dis- 
missed the incident from his mind, merely noting that now, at 
least, Ada would cease to be pestered by the fellow’s attentions. 

She returned late in (he afternoon - witht^ut the embrocation, 
thank goodness. He v\as still lolling in his low-slung hammock, 
looking rather forlorn and sulky, but having glanced around 
(with more natural giacc than the brown-locked messenger had 
achieved), she raised her veil, kneeled down by him and soothed 
him. 

When lightning struck two days later (an old image that is 
meant to intimate a flash-back to an old barn). Van became aware 
that It brought topethci, in livid confrontation, two secret wit- 
nesses, they had been hanging back in his mind since the first 
day ot his fatclul return to Ardis: One had been murmuring w'lth 
averted ga/c that Percy de Prev w'as, and would always be, only 
a dance partner, a frivolous follower; the other had kept insinua- 
ting, with spectral insistence, that some nameless trouble was 
threatening the very sanit> of Van's pale, faithless mistress. 

On I he morning of llic day preceding (he most miserable one in 
his life, he femnd he could bend his leg without wincing, but he 
made the mistake of joining Avta and Lucctlc in an impromptu 
lunch on a long- neglected croquet lawn and walked home with 
difliciillv. A swim in the pool and a soak in the sun helped, hov 
ever, and the pain had practically gone when m the mellow heal 
of the long aflerin>on Aila returned from one of hei long ‘brambles’ 
as she called her botanical rambles, succinctly and somewhat 
sadly, for the florula had ceased to yield much beyond the 
familiar favorites. Marina, in a luxurious peignoir, with a large 
oval mirror hinged before her, sat at a white toilet table that 
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had been carried out onto the lawn where she was having her 
hair dressed by senile but still wonderworking Monsieur Violette 
of Lyon and Ladore, an unusual outdoor activity which she 
explained and excused by the fact of her grandmother’s having 
also liked qu*on la coijf'e au f^rand air so as to forestall the zephyrs 
(as a duelist steadies his hand by walking about with a poker). 

‘That’s our best performer,’ she said, indicating Van to Violette 
who mistook him for Pedro and bowed with un air entendu. 

Van had been looking forward to a little walk of convalescence 
with Ada before dressing ibr dinner, but she said, as she drooped 
on a garden chair, that she was exhausted and hlthy and had to 
wash her face and feet, and prepare for the ordeal of helping her 
mother entertain the mtivie people who were expected later in 
the evening. 

‘I’ve seen him in Sexico,' murmured Monsieur Violette to 
Marina, whose ears he had shut with both hands as he moved the 
reflection of her head m the glass this way and that. 

‘ No, it’s getting late,’ muttered Ada, ‘ and, moreover, I promised 
Lucettc - ’ 

He insisted in a fierce whisper - fully knowing,'' however, how 
useless it was to attempt to make her change her mind, particul- 
arly in amorous matters; but unaccountably and marvelously her 
dazed look meltwl into one of gentle glee, as if in sudden percep- 
tion of new-found release. Thus a child may stare into space, with 
a dawning smile, upon realizing that the bad dream is over, or 
that a door has been left unlocked, and that one can paddle with 
impunity in thawed sky. Ada rid her shoulder of the collecting 
satchel and, under Violette’s benevolent gaze following them over 
Manna's mirrored head, they strolled away and sought the com- 
parative seclusion of the park alley where she had once demon- 
strated to him her sun-and-shade games. He held her, and kissed 
her, and kissed her again as if she had returned from a long and 
perilous journey. The sweetness of her smile was something quite 
unexpected and special. It was not the sly demon smile of 
remembered or promised ardor, but the exquisite human glow of 
happiness and helplessness. All their passionate pump-joy 
exertions, from Burning Barn to Burnberry Brook, were nothing 
in comparison to this zaychik^ this ‘sun blick’ of the smiling 
spirit. Her black jumper and black skirt with apron pockets lost 
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Its ‘ in-mo»irning-for-d'lost flower" meaning that Manna had 
fancifully attached to hei dress netncdlenno pitcod( t sya, change 
immediately* ’ she had velpcd into the green shimmering looking- 
glass), instead, it had acquired the charm of a Lvaskan, old- 
fashioned schoolgirl uniform They >tood brow to brow, blown 
to white, black to black, he supporting her elbows she playing 
her limp light fingers over his collarbone, and how he ladored, 
ht said, the dark aroma of hei haii blending with crushed lily 
stalks, T urkish cigarettes and the lassitude that comes from lass ’ 
No no don she said I must wash quick-quick Ada must 
\ ash but for vet another immortal moment they stood tmbi iccd 
in the hu:>hed avenue ciijoving as they had never enjoved bcfoie, 
the nappv foreser" lecling at the end of neve ending fairy 
tales 

Thats 1 beautilul passage. Van I shall cry all night flale 
interpolation) 

As I hst sunocam struck Ada her mouth md chin shone 
drenched with his poor futile kisses She ’^huok her head siving 
thc^ mu>t rtallv pa-l and she kis ed I s hands as she did only 
in moments of supicmt tcndcrniss *nd then i uickl> turned 
away ind they iciily parted 

One (omnion orshid, a Lad) s Slippc», was ah that wilted in 
the satchel which she had left on a g it den table and now di igged 
iipsi iir' Mania and the nirrur had gone Ik f>tclcd off his 
training toc's and tciok one list dip in the pool ovei which the 
butlu tood ‘ooking meditatively into ihw false blue water with 
his hands behind his back 

I wondci he said if 1 haven t lusl seen a tadpole 

I he novelists theme of wnttencomm jnications has now icallv 
got into Its ^tiide When Van went up to his room he noticed 
with a shock of grim pitmonition a slip of paper sticking out 
of the hcdit pocket of his dinnei jacket Ptm ilcd in a large hand 
with the contour of even lettei dchbciatcly whilfl* d and iippled, 
was the anonymous injunction One must not bcine yOU Onlv 
a French speaking person would use tint woid tor dupe' 
Among the servants, fifteen at least weie of French cxti action - 
descendants of immigrants who had settled in Amciica after 
England had annexed their beautiful and unfortunate country 
in 18 J 5. To interview them all - tortuie the males, rape the 
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females - would be, of course, absurd and degrading. With a 
puerile wrench he broke his best black butterfly on the wheel of 
his exasperation. The pain from the fang bite was now reaching 
his heart. He found another tie, finished dressing and went to 
look for Ada. 

He found both girls and their governess in one of the ^nursery 
parlors,’ a delightful sitting room with a balcony on which Mile 
Larivi^re was sitting at a charmingly ornamented Pembroke 
table and reading with mixed feelings and furious annotations 
the third shooting script of Les Enfant k Maudits, At a larger 
round table in the middle of the inner room, Lucettc under 
Ada’s direction was trying to learn to draw flowers; several 
botanical atlases, large and small, were lying about. Everything 
appeared as it always used to be, the little nymphs and goats 
on the painted ceiling, the mellow liglit of the day ripening into 
evening, the remote dreamy rhythm of Blanche’s ’linen-folding’ 
voice humming ‘Malbrough’ , ne sait quand reviendra, ne sail 
quand reviendra) and the two lovely heads, bron/e-black and 
copper-red, inclined over the table. Van reali/eiJ that he must 
simmer down before consulting Ada - or indeed before telling 
het he wished to consult her. She looked gay and elegant, she 
was wearing his diamonds for the first time; she had put on a 
new evening dress with jet gleams, and - also for the fust time - 
transparent silk stockings. 

He sat down on a little sofa, took at random one of the open 
volumes and stared in disgust at a group of brilliantly pictured 
gross orchids whose popularity with bees depended, said the text, 
‘on various attractive odor» ranging from the smell of dead 
workers to that of a tomcat.’ Dead soldiers might smell even 
better. 

In the meantime obstinate Lucettc kept insisting that the 
.asiest way to draw a flower was to place a sheet of transparent 
paper over the picture (in the present case a red-bearded pogonia, 
with indecent details of structure, a plant peculiar to the Ladoga 
bogs) and trace the outline of the thing in colored inks. Patient 
Ada wanted her to copy not mechanically but ‘from eye to hand 
and from hand to eye,’ and to use for model a live specimen of 
another orchid that had a brown wrinkled piuch and purple 
sepals; but after a while she gave in cheerfully and set aside the 
228 



crystal vasclct holding the Lady’s Slipper she had picked. 
Casually, lightly, she went on to explain how the organs of 
orchids work ~ but all Lucette wanted to know, after her 
whimsical fashion, was: could a boy bee impregnate a girl flower 
though something, through his gaiters or woohes or whatever 
he wore? 

‘You know,’ said Ada in a comic nasal voice, turning to Van, 
‘you know, that child has the dirtiest mind imaginable and now 
she is going to be mad at me for saying this and sob on the 
Larivifere bosom, and complain she has been pollinated by sitting 
on your knee.’ 

‘But I can’t speak to Belle about dirty things,’ said Lucette 
quite gently and reasonably. 

‘What’s the matter with you. Van?’ inquired sharp-eyed Ada. 

‘Why do you ask?’ inquired Van in his turn. 

‘Your ears wiggle and you clear your throat.’ 

‘Are you through with those horrible flowers?’ 

‘Yes I’m going to wash my hands. Wc'll meet downstairs. 
Your tie is all cro<iked ’ 

‘All right, all right,’ said Van. 

‘ Mon patfe^ nion bt'uu page, 

- A hronton-mtwnton-mirontaine 
Mon page, man beau page . . .' 

Downstairs, Jones was already taking down the dinner gong 
from Its hook in the hall. 

‘Well, what’s the matter?’ she asked when they met a minute 
later on the drawing-room terrace. 

‘I found this in my jacket,' said Van. 

Rubbing her big front teeth with a nervous forefinger, Ada 
read and reread the note. 

‘How do you know it’s meant for you?' she asked, giving 
him back the bit of copybook paper. 

‘Well, I’m telling you,’ he yelled. 

^Tishe (quiet!)!’ said Ada. 

‘I'm telling you I found it here," (pointing at his heart). 

‘Destroy and forget it,’ said Ada. 

‘Your obedient servant,’ replied Van. 
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Pedro had not yet leturned from California Hay lever and dark 
glasses did not improve Ci \ Vronsky s appeal ante Adorno* 
the stai of Hate, brought his new wife who tuincd out to ha\e 
been one of the old und most beloved wives) ot anolhei gue^-t* 
a eonsidcrdbl> more important comedim wIh» after supper 
bribed Bouleillan to simulate the arrival ol ames'-age necessitating 
his immediate dcpaituie Grigon> Akimovich went with him 
(having come with him in the same rented limousine) leaving 
Marina Ada Adorno and his ironically mftine Marianne at a 
card fable They played htnuch a varict) of whist till a 1 adore 
taxi could be obtained which was well iftei I 00 im 

In the meantime Van changed biek to sh nts cloikto him ill 
in the tartan plaid and retired to his bosquet vvhtie the ben i 
mask lamps had not ken lit at dl thit nighty which had not 
proved as festive as Marino had expected Ht i limbed inl( hi 
hannioek md drowsily started rcsrewing ^uch f reneh spethne 
domestics as could h ^v^ slipped him that ominous but accordinc 
to Ad meaningless note 1 he hist obviou^ Jioiee w i> h\ aeric d 
and iantistrc HI inchc hid there not been her timid t^ her 
fear of being fired (he recalled a dreadlul scent whin sin 
groveled pleading to mercy it the lect ot lariMCtc who 
accused her of stealing a bauble that eventually turned up in 
one of I invicic s own shoes) The ruddy ^aec of Bouteill m and 
his sons min next appealed m the focus ol Vans fancy hut 
presently he fell asliep, and saw hrrnscll on a mountain smothcicd 
in mow with people trees, and a cow carried down by an 
dvalan>.he 

Something roused him fiom thit state of evil toipor At fir^t 
he thought it was the chill of the dying night then recognized 
the slight ercak (that had been a scream in his eonfustu night- 
mare) and raising his head saw a dim light in betwee n the shrubs 
where the dooi of the toolroom was being pushed ajar from the 
inside Ada had nevci once eome there witho it their prudently 
planning every step of their infrequent noeturnal trysts He 
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scrambled out of his hammock and padded toward the light 
doorway. Befoic him stood the pale wavering figure of Blanche. 
She presented an odd sight: hare armed, in her petticoat, one 
stocking gartered, the other down to her ankle; no slippers; 
armpits glistening with sweat; she was loosening her hair in a 
wretched simulacrum of seduction, 

‘rv.sr ma deniidre nuit au chateau* she said softly, and re- 
phrased it in her quaint English, elegiac and stilted, as spoken 
only in obsolete novels. *’Tis my last night with thee.* 

‘Your last night? With me? What do you mean?’ He con- 
sidered her with the eerie uneasiness one feels when listening to 
the utterances of delirium or intoxication. 

Bui despite her demented look, Blanche was perfectly lucid. 
She had made up her mind a couple of days ago to leave Ardis 
Hall She had just slipped her demission, with a footnote on the 
young lady’s conduct, under the door of Madame. She would 
go in a few houis. She loved him, he was her ‘folly and 
fever,’ she wished to spend a few secret moments with 
him. 

He entered the toolroom and slowly closed the door. The 
slowness had its uncomfortable cause. She had placed her lantern 
on the rung of a ladder and was already gathering up and lifting 
her skimpy skirt. Compassion, courtesy and some assistance on 
her part might have helped him to work up the urge which she 
took foi granted and whose total absence he carefully concealed 
under his tartan cloak; but quite aside from the fear of infection 
(Bout had hinted at some of the poor giil*s troubles), a graver 
matter engrossed him. He diveited her bold hand and sat down 
on the bench bcssidc her. 

Was it she who had placed that note in his jacket? 

It was. She had been unable to face departure if he was to 
remain fooled, deceived, betrayed. She added, in naive brackets, 
that .she had been sure he always desired her, they could talk 
afterwards. Je suis a toi, c"est bientot Vaube^ your dream has 
come true. 

^Parlez pour vous* answered Van. ‘ 1 am in no mood for love- 
making, And 1 will strangle you, I assure you, if you do not tell 
me the whole story in every detail, at once.’ 

She nodded, fear and adoration in her veiled eyes. When and 
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how had it stalled*^ Last August, she said Votte demoiselle 
picking flowers, he squiring her through the tall grass, a flute in 
his hand Who he*’ What flute*’ Mats le mustaen alleinaihi 
Monsieur Rack The eager infoimer had her own swain lying 
upon her on the othci side of the hedge How anybody could do 
It with rimmonde Monsieio Rack^ who once forgot his waistcoat 
in a haystack, was be>ond the informer's compichension Per- 
haps because he made songs foi hei, a veiv picttv one was 
once played at a big public ball at the Ladoic Casino, it went 
Never mind how it went, go on with the story Monsicui Ra^^k, 
one staiiy night, in a boat on the iivei, was hcaid bv the 
mfoimer and two gallants m the willow bushes, lecounting the 
melancholy tale of his childhood, of his years of hun^er and 
music and Ic'ncliness, and hi> swcctheirt wept and thiew her 
head back and he fed on her bate throat, i! la man^cail de haiycis 
de^oiitants He must have had her not more than a do/cn time*, 
he was not as stiom* as another gentleman oh ( ut it out said 
Van and in winlei the voung lady Icainf he wa< niamul and 
hated nis cruel wife ana in April when he hcgcjii to c^vc pimo 
lessons to I ucetle the aflan w is resumed but then 

‘That will do’' he ciicd and, beating he blow with his fist, 
stumbled out into the siinhght 

It was a qiiaitcr to six on the wnsiwatch hangine from the 
net of the hammock His feet were stone cold He gioped Un his 
loafeis and walked aimlesslv lor some time among the ticcs ol 
the coppi c where thrushes were singing so iichiv with aich 
sonorous force, such fluty lioiiture that one » ould not endure 
the agony of consciousness the hlth of Iilc the los*^ the loss, 
the loss Gradually howevci he regained a semblance of seP- 
eontiol by the magic method of not allowing the image of Ada 
to come anywhere near hi, awareness ot himself This created 
a v.icuum into which rusi ed a multitude of trivial reflections A 
pantomime of lational thought 

He took i tepid shower in the poolside shed, doing evciything 
with comic deliberation, very slowly and cautiously, le‘t ho break 
the new, unknown, brittle Van born a moment ago He watched 
his thoughts revolve, dance, stiul, clown a little He found it 
delightful to imagine, for instance, that a cake of soap must be 
solid ambrosia to the anls swarming ovet it, and what a shock 
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to be drowned in the midst of that orgy. The code, he reflected, 
did not allow to challenge a person who was not born a gentle- 
man but exceptions might be made for artists, pianists, flutists, 
and if a coward refused, you could make his gums bleed with 
repeated slaps or, still better, thrash iiim with a strong cane - 
must not forget to choc^se one in the vestibule closet before 
leaving forever, forever. Great fun! He relished as something 
quite special the kind of one-legged jig a naked fellow performs 
when focusing on the shorts he tries to get into. He sauntered 
through a side gallery. He ascended the grand staircase. The 
h^Mise was empty, and cool, and smelled of carnations. Good 
morning, and good-bye, little bedroom. Van shaved. Van pared 
his loe-naiis, Van dressed with exquisite care, gray socks, silk 
shirt, gray tie, dark-gray suit newly pressed shoes, ah yes, shoes, 
mustn’t forget shoes, and without bothering to sort out the rest 
of his belongings, crammed a score of twenty-diiHai gold coins 
into d chamois purse, distributed handkerchief, checkbook, pass- 
port, ^^hal else? nothing else, over his rigid person and pinned 
a note to the pillow asking to have his things packed and for- 
warded to his father’s address. Son killed by avalanche, no hat 
found, contraceptives donated to Old Guides’ Home. After the 
passage of about eight decades all this sounds very amusing and 
silly - but at the time he was a dead man going through the 
motions of an imagined dreamer. He bent down with a grunt, 
cursing his knee, to fix his skis, in the driving snow, on the 
brink of the slope, but the skis had vanished, the bindings were 
shoelaces, and the slope, a staircase. 

He walked down to the mews and told a young groom, who 
was almost as drowsy as he, that he wished to go to the railway 
station in a few minutes. The groom looKcd perplexed, and Van 
swore at him. 

Wnstw^atch! He returned to the hammock where it was 
strapped to the netting. On his way back to the stables, around 
the house, he happened to lovik up and saw' a bla^ k-haired girl 
of sixteen oi so, in yellow slacks and a bhek bolero, standing on 
a third-floor bakony and signaling to him. She signaled tele- 
graphically, with expansive linear gestures, indicating the cloud- 
less sky (what a cloudless sky!;, the Jacaranda summit in bloom 
(blue! bloom!) and her own bare foot raised high and placed 
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on the parapet (have only to put on my sandals 0 Van, to his 
honor and shame, saw Van wait for her to come down 

She walked swiftly toward him across the iridescently glistening 
lawn ‘Van,’ she said, ‘1 must tell you my dream before I forget 
You and I were high up m the Alps - Why on earth are you 
wearing townclothes'^’ 

‘Well, 1 11 tell you,’ drawled dreamy Van ‘I’ll tell you why. 
From a humble but reliable auce, I mean source excuse my 
accent I have |ust learned qu on xous culhute behind every hedge. 
Wheic can 1 hnd youi tumbler 

‘Nowhere,’ she answered quite calmly, ignoring* oi not even 
perceivine his rudeness, for she had always known that disaster 
would come today or tomorrow, a question of time or rathei 
timing on the part of fate 

‘But he exists, he exists,’ muttered Van looking down at a 
rainbow web on the tuif 

‘I suppose so said the hauahtv child ‘howc\ei he leU 
yesterday for some Gieck or Turkish port Moreover he 
going to do eveivihmg to get killed, if thit iriloimiiion help*' 
Ne»w listen, listen* rho->c walks in the 'voods^mtant nidhing 
Wait Van* I was weak only twice whin you had huM hin' so 
hideously, or perhaps thuv times in all Please* 1 cjn t ex^^lain 
in one gush but cvcntuallv you v ill understand Not everybody 
IS as happv a*' we aic He <• i pool lo‘.t clumsy boy Wc ue all 
doomed, but ^omc are more doomed than others He is nothing 
to me I shall ncvei set him again He is nothing I sweai He 
adores me to the point evf insanity ’ 

I think said Van, we vc got hold ol the wrong lover I was 
asking about Hen Rack, who has such deltctablt gums and 
also adores you to the point ol insanity ' 

Ho turned, as they say, on hi' heel, and walked toward the 
house 

He could swear he did not look back, could not - by any 
optical chance, or in any prism have seen her physically as he 
walked away, and yet, with dreadful distinction, he retained 
forever a composite picture of hci standing where he left her 
The picture - which penetrated him, thiough an eye in the back 
of his head, through his vitreous spinal canal, and could never 
be lived down, never - consisted o( a selection and blend of 
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such random images and expressions of hers that had affected 
him with a pang of intolerable remorse at various moments in 
the past. Tiffs between them had been very rare, very brief, but 
there had been enough of them to make up the enduring mosaic. 
There was the time she stood with her back against a tree trunk, 
facing a traitor’s doom; the time he had refused to show her 
some silly Chose snapshots of punt girls and had torn them up 
in fury and she had looked away knitting her brows and slitting 
her eyes at an invisible view in the window. Or that time she 
had hesitated, blinking, shaping a soundless word, suspecting 
h>in of a sudden revolt against her odd prudishness of speech, 
when he challenged her brusquely to find a rhyme to ‘patio’ and 
she was not quite sure if he had in mind a certain foul word and 
if so what was its corre-.t pronunciation. And perhaps, worst of 
all, that time when she stood fiddling with a bunch of wild 
flowers, a gentle half-smile hanging back quite neutrally in her 
eyes, her lips pursed, her head making imprecise little movements 
as if punctuating with self-directed nods secret decisions and 
silent clauses in some sort of contract with herself, with him, 
with unknown parties hereinafter called Comfortless, Inutile, 
linjiist - while he indulged in a brutal outburst triggered by her 
suggesting - quite sweetly and aisually (as she might suggest 
walking a little way on the edge of a bog to see if a certain orchid 
was out) - that they visit the late Krolik's grave in a churchyard 
by which they were passing - and he had suddenly started to 
shout (‘You know I abhor churchvards, I despise, 1 denounce 
death, dead bodies arc burlesque, I refuse to stare at a stone 
under which a roly-poly old Pole is rolling, lei him teed his 
maggots in peace, the entomologies of death leave me cold, 1 
detest, I despise he went on ranting that way for a couple of 
minutes and then literally fell at her feet, kissing her feet, im- 
ploring her pardon, and for a little while longer she kept gazing 
at him pensively. 

Those were the fragments of the tessclation, and there were 
others, even more trivial; but in coming together the harmless 
parts made a lethal entity, and the girl in yellow slacks and black 
jacket, standing with her hands behind her back, slightly rocking 
her shoulders, leaning her back now closer now less closely 
against the tree trunk, and tossing her hair - a definite picture 
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that he knew he had never seen in reality - remained within 
him more real than any actual memory 
Manna, in kimono and curlers, stood surrounded by seivants 
before the porch and was asking questions that nobody seemed 
to answer 
Van said; 

‘Tm not eloping with your maid. Manna It’s an optical 
illusion Her reasons for lea\ii»g you do not concern me There’s 
a bit of business J had been putting oft like a fool but now must 
attend to before going to Pans ’ 

‘Ada IS causing me a lot of woiry,’ said Manna with a down- 
cast frown and a Russian wobble of the cheeks Please come 
back as soon as you can You have such a good influence upon 
her Ai 4 re\oit I m vciy cross with evervbodv ’ 

Holding up her robe she ascended the poich steps The tame 
silver dragon on her back had in ant eaters tonjue accoidirg 
to hei eldest daugfitei a scientist Whdt did poor molher know 
afiout P’s and R’s*^ Next to nothing 
Van shook hands with the distressed old butler, thanked Bout 
for a silver-knobbed cane and a pair of gUwes noddid to the 
othcj servants and walked toward the carriage and p in Blanche, 
standing b> m a long gra> skut and straw hat, with her cheap 
vJisc painted inahoginy red and secured with a cr»ss cro sing 
cord, looked exactiv like a young ladv settiiic out to teach chool 
in a Wild West mov ic She otfered to sit on the Dov next to the 
Russian coachman but he uslicied her into the ialaht 
They passed undulating fields of wheat >pcckied with the 
confetti of poppies and bluets She talked ail the wa> about the 
young chatclune and hei two recent lovers in melodious low 
tones as if in a trance, as if cn rapport with a dead mnstrel’s 
spin^ Only the otliei day from behind thit low of thick firs, 
look there, to your light (bat he did not look - sitting silent, 
both hands on the knob of his cane) she and her sister Madtlon, 
with a bottle of wine between them, watched Monsieur le ( omte 
courting the young lady on the moss, crushing her like a minting 
bear as he also had ciushed >- many times’ - Madelon who said 
she, Blanche, should warn him. Van, because she was a wee bit 
lealous but she also said ~ for she had a good heart - better 
put It off until ‘Malbrook’ s'en va t’en guerre, otherwise they 
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would fight; he had been shooting a pistol at a scarecrow all 
morning and that’s why she waited so long, and it was in 
Madelon’s hand, not in hers. She rambled on and on until they 
reached Tourbi^re; two rows of cottages and a small black 
church with stained>glass windows. Van let her out. The youngest 
of the three sisters, a beautiful chestnut-curled little maiden 
with lewd eyes and bobbing breasts (where had he seen her 
before? - recently, but where?) carried Blanche’s valise and bird- 
cage into a poor shack smothered in climbing roses, but for the 
rest, dismal beyond words. He kissed Cendrillon's shy hand and 
rt turned his seat in the carnage, clearing his throat and plucking 
at his trousers before crossing his legs. Vain Van Veen. 

‘The express does not stop at Torfyanka» does it, Trofim?’ 

‘ITl take you five versts across the bog/ said Trofim, ‘the 
nearest is Volosyanka.’ 

His vulgar Russian word for Maidenhair; a whistle stop; train 
probably crowded 

Maidenhair. Idiot* Percy boy might have been buried by 
now' Maidenhaii. Thus named because ol the huge spreading 
C hineso tree at the end of the platform. Once vaguely, confused 
with the Venus’-haiT fern. She walked to the end of the platform 
in Tolstoy’s novel. First exponent of the inner monologue, later 
exploited by the French and the Irish N’est vert, n\*st vert, 
n'est vert. I *arbre aux quarante ecus d'ot, at least in the fall. 
Never, never shall 1 hear again her ‘ botanical' voice fall at 
bihha, ‘Sony, my Latin is shov'ing' Gmk^o, gingko, ink, inkog. 
Known also a.s Salisbury's adiantc»fo!ia, Ada’s infolio, poor 
Scilishuria' sunk; poor Stream of Consciousness, maree noire by 
now. Who wants Ardis Hall! 

^ Bat in, o barin' said Trofim, turning his blond-bearded face 
to his passenger. 

‘Da?' 

' Dazhe skvoz' kozhanfy fartuk ne sial-hf ya troffat' etu frant^ 
suzsknyii devku' 

Barin', master. Diizhe skvoz' kozhanfv futtuk: even through a 
leathern apron. Ne stabhi va trdgaf: 1 would not think of 
touching. Etu: this (that). Frantsuzskuyu: French (adj., accus.), 
Devku: wench. Vzhah, ofchdyanie: horror, despair. Zhdiost*: pity. 
Kdneheno, zuffdzheno, raster zano: finished, fouled, torn to shreds. 
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Aqua used to say that only a very cruel or very stupid peison, 
or innocent intants, could be happy on Demonia, oui splendid 
planet Van felt that for him i > survive on this terrible Antiterra, 
in the multicoloied and cmI world into which he was born, he 
had to destroy or at least to maim for life two men He had 
to find them immediately, delay itself might impair his power of 
survival The rapture of their destruction would not mend hi« 
heart, but would certainly rinse his brain The two men were in 
two different spots and neither spot represented an exact location, 
a definite street numbei an idcntihable billet He hoped to 
punish them in an honorable way if Fate helped He was not 
prepared foi the comically exaggerated /cal Fate was fo displas 
in leading him on and then muscling in to become an over* 
cooperative agent 

hirst, he decided to go to Kalugano to setfte accounts with 
Herr Rack f)ut of sheer misery he fell asleep in a corner of a 
companment full of alien legs and voices, in the crack cxpit>s 
teannv north at a hundred miles per houi He dozed till noon 
and got off at I adoga, where aftci an mcalculablv long wait he 
took another, even more jerky and crowded tiaiu As he wa^ 
pushing his unsteady way through one corridor after another, 
cursing under his bieath the window gazers who did not diaw 
in their bottoms to let him pass and hopelessly seeking a eom- 
foi tabic nook in one of the first-class ears ^onasting of four- 
seat compartments, he saw Cordula and her mother facing each 
other on the window ade The two other places were occupied 
by a stout, elderly gentleman in an old-fashioned brown wig with 
a middle parting, and a bespectacled boy in a sailor suit sitting 
next to Cordula, who was in the act of offering him one half of 
her chocolate bar Van entered, moved by a sudden verv bright 
thought, but Cordula’s mother did not recognize him at once, 
and the flurry of reintroductions combined with a lurch of the 
tram caused Van to step on the prunella-shod foot of the elderly 
passenger, who uttered a sharp cry and said, indistinctly but 
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not impolitely: ‘Spare my gout (or ‘take care’ or ‘look out’), 
young man ! * 

‘I do not like being addressed as “young man,”’ Van told the 
invalid in a completely uncalled-for, brutal burst of voice. 

‘Has he hurt you. Grandpa?’ inquired the little boy. 

‘He has,’ said Grandpa, ‘but 1 did not mean to offend any- 
body by my cry of anguish.’ 

‘Even anguish should be civil,’ continued Van (while the 
better Van in him tugged at his sleeve, aghast and ashamed). 

‘Cordula,’ said the old actress (with the same apropos with 
which she once picked up and fondled a fireman’s cat that had 
strayed into Fast Colors in the middle of her best speech), ‘why 
don’t you go with this angry young demon to the tea-car? 1 think 
ril take iny thirty-nine winks now.’ 

‘What’s wrong?’ asked Cordula as they settled down in the 
very roomy and rococo ‘crumpeter,* as Kalugano College stu- 
dents used to call it in the ’Eighties and 'Nineties. 

‘Everything,’ replied Van, ‘but what makes you ask?’ 

‘Well, we know Dr Platonov slightly, and there was absolutely 
no reason for you to be so abominably rude lo the dear old man.’ 

‘1 apologize,' said Van. ‘Let us order the traditional lea.’ 

‘Another queer thing,’ sard Cordula, ‘is that you actually 
noticed me today. Two months ago you snubbed me.' 

‘You had changed. You had grown lovely and languorous. 
You are even lovelier now. Cordula is no longer a virgin! Tell 
me - do you happen to have Percy clc Prey’s address? I mea* we 
all know he’s invading Tartary - but where could a letter reach 
him? I don’t care to ask your snoopy aunt to forward anything.’ 

‘I daresay the Frasers have it. I’ll find out. Bui where is Van 
going? Where shall 1 find Van?’ 

‘At home - 5 Park Lane, in a day or two. Just now' I’m going 
to Kalugano.’ 

‘That’s a gruesome place. Girl?’ 

‘Man. Do you know Kalugano'' Dentist? Best hotel? Concert 
ball? My cousin’s music teacher?’ 

She shook her short curls. No - she wciit there very seldom. 
Twice to a concert, in a pine forest She had not been aware 
that Ada took music lessons. How was Ada? 

‘Lucette,’ he said, ‘Lucette takes or took piano lessons. Okay. 
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Let’s dismiss Kalugano. These crumpets are very poor relatives 
of the Chose ones. You’re right, fai des ennuis. But you can 
make me forget them. Tell me something to distract me, though 
you distract me as it is, im petit topinamboiir as the Teuton said 
in the story. Tell me about your affairs of the heart.’ 

She was not a bright little girl. But she was a loquacious and 
really quite exciting little girl. He started to caress her under the 
table, but she gently remove i his hand, whispering ‘womenses,’ 
as whimsically as another girl had done in some other dream. 
He cleared his throat loudly and ordered half-a-bottle of cognac, 
having the waiter open it in his presence as Dcmc»n advised. She 
talked on and on, and he lost the thread of her discourse, or 
rather it got enmeshed in the rapid landscape, woich his gaze 
followed over her shoulder, with a sudden ravine recording what 
Jack said when his wife ’phoned, or a lone tree in a clover field 
impersonating abandoned John, or a romantic stream running 
down a clifi and reflecting licr brief briglit affair with Marquis 
Quizz Quisana. 

A pine forest fizzled out and factory chimneys replaced it. Tlie 
train clattered past a roundhouse, and slowecf down, groaning. 
A hideous station darkened the day. 

‘Good Lord,’ cried Van, ‘that’s my stop.’ 

He put money on the table, kissed Cordula’s willing lips and 
made for the exit. Upon reaching the vestibule he glanced back 
at her with a wave of the glove he held - and crashed into some- 
body who had stooped to pick up a bag: 'On n'est pas j^oujat a 
ce pointy observed the latter: a burly military man with a reddish 
mustache and a staff captain’s insignia. 

Van brushed past him, and when both bad come down on the 
platform, glove-slapped him smartly across the face. 

The captain picked up his cap and lunged at the white-faced, 
black-haired young fop. Simultaneously Van felt somebody em- 
brace him from behind in well-meant but unfaii restraint. Not 
bothering to turn his head he abolished the invisible busybody 
with a light ‘piston blow’ delivered by the left elbow, while he 
sent the captain staggering back into his own luggage with one 
crack of the right hand. By now several free-show amateurs had 
gathered around them; so, breaking their circle. Van look his 
man by the arm and marched him into the waiting room. A 
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comically gloomy porter with a copiously bleeding nose came in 
after them carrying the captain’s three bags, one of them under 
his arm. Cubistic labels of remote and fabulous places color- 
blotted the newer of the valises. Visiting cards were exchanged. 
‘Demon’s son?’ grunted Captain Tapper, of Wild Violet Lodge, 
Kalugano. ‘Correct,’ said Van, ‘I’ll put up, I guess, at the 
Majestic; if not. a note will be left for your second or seconds. 
You'll have to get me one, I can't very well ask the concierge to 
do it.' 

While speaking thus. Van chose a twenty dollar piece from 
a j'dlniful of gold, and gave it with a giin to the damaged old 
porter. ‘Yellow cotton,' Van added: ‘Up each nostril. Sorry, 
chum.’ 

Wilh his hands in his kouscr pockets he crossed the square to 
the hotel, causing a motor car to sweive stridently on the damp 
asphalt He left it standing transom-wise in regard tf) its ordained 
course, and clawed his way through the revolving door of the 
hold, tceiing ii* not happier, at least more buoyant, than he had 
within the last twelve hours. 

The Majestic, a huge old pile, all grime outside, all leather 
inside, engulfed him. He asked tor a room with a bath, was told 
ail were booked by a convention of contractors, tipped the desk 
clerk in the invincible Veen manner, and got a passable suite of 
three rooms with a mahogany paneled bathtub, an ancient 
rocking s.hair, a mechanical piano and a purple canopy over a 
double heel. After washing his hand , he iinnied lately went down 
to inquire about Rack's whereabouts. The Racks had no tele- 
phone; they probably rented a room in the suburbs; the con- 
cierge looked up at the chick and calleo some sort of address 
bureau or lost person department. It proved closed till next 
morning. He suggested Van ask at a music store on Main Street. 

On the way there he acquired his second walking stick: the 
Ardis Hall silver-knobbed one he had left behind in the Maiden- 
hair station cafe. This v^as a rude, stout article with a convenient 
grip and an alpenstock ish point capable of gouging out trans- 
lucent bulging eyc.s. In an adjacent store he got a suitcase, and 
in the next, shirts, shorts, socks, slacks, pajamas, handkerchiefs, 
a lounging robe, a pullover and a pair of saffian bedroom slippers 
fctally folded in a leathern envelope. His purchases were put 
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into the suitcase and sent at once to the hotel. He was about to 
enter the music shop when he remembered with a start that he 
had not left any message for Tapper’s seconds, so he retraced 
his steps. 

He found them sitting in the lounge and requested them to 
settle matters rapidly - he had more important business than 
that. ^Ne sekundantam' (never be rude to seconds), said 

Demon’s voice in his mind. Arwin Birdfoot, a lieutenant in the 
Guards, was blond and flabby, with moist pink lips and a foot- 
long cigarette holder. Johnny Ratin, Esq , was small, dark and 
dapper and wore blue suede shoes with a dteadful tan suit. 
Birdfoot soon disappeared, leaving Van to work out details with 
Johnny, who, though loyally eager to assist Van, could not 
conceal that his heait belonged to Van’s adversary. 

The Captain was a first-rate shot, Johnny said, and member 
of the Do-Re-l a country club. Bloodthirsty brutishness did not 
come with his Britishness, but his militaiy and academic standing 
demanded he defend his lionor He was an expert on maps, 
horses, horticultuie He was a wealthy landlord The merest 
adumbration of an apology on Baron Veen’s part would clinch 
the matter with a token of gracious finalitv. 

Hf,’ said Van, ‘the gOv>d Captain expects that, he can go and 
stick his pistol up his gracious anality.’ 

“That is not a n»ce way of speaking,’ said Johnny, wincing, 
‘My friend would not approve ol it. Wc must remember he is 
a very refined person ’ 

Was Jt>hnny Van’s second, or the Captain’s? 

‘I'm yours,’ said Johnny with a languid look. 

Did he or the refined Captain know a German-born pianist, 
Philip Rack, mairied, with three babies (probably)? 

‘I’m afraid,’ said Johnny, with a note of disdain, ‘that 1 don't 
know many people with babies in Kalugano.’ 

Was there a good whorehouse in the vicinity? 

With increasing disdain Johnny answered he was a confirmed 
bachelor. 

‘Well, all right,’ said Van. ‘1 have now to go out again before 
the shops close. Shall I acquire a brace of dueling pistols or 
will the Captain lend me an army "‘bruger”?' 

‘We can supply the weapons,’ said Johnny. 
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When Van arrived in front of the music shop, he found it 
locked. He stared for a moment at the harps and the guitars 
and the flowers in silver vases on consoles receding in the dusk 
of looking-glasses, and recalled the schoolgirl whom he had 
longed for so keenly half a dozen years ago - Rose? Roza ? Was 
that her name? Would he have been happier with her than with 
his pale fatal sister? 

He walked for a while along Main Street - one of a million 
Main Streets - and then, with a surge of healthy hunger, entered 
a passably atli active restaurant. He 4>rdered a beefsteak with 
r«* tsl potatoes, apple pie and claret. At the far end of the room, 
on (me of the red stools of the burning bar, a graceful harlot 
in black - tight bodice, wide skirt, long black gloves, black-velvet 
picture hat - was sucking a golden drink through a straw. In the 
mirror behind the bar, amid colored glints, he caught a blurred 
glimpse of her russety blond bcaulv; he thought he might sample 
her later on, but when he glanced again she had gone. 

He ate, drank, schemed. 

He looked forward to the cMJCounter vith keen exhilaration. 
Nothing more invigorating could have been imagined. Shooting 
it tuit with that incidental clovvn furnished unliopcd-for relief, 
particularly since Rack would no doubt accept a plain thrashing 
in lieu of combat. Designing and re-designing wirious contin- 
L'cncies pertaining to that little dud inigni be compared to those 
helpful hobbies which polio patients, lunatics and convicts are 
taught by generous institutions b> enlightened administrators, 
by ingenious psychiatiists - such as bookbinding, or putting 
blue beads into the orbits of dolls made by other criminals, 
CTippie.s and madmen. 

At first he toyed with the idea of killing his adversary; quan* 
titivciy, it would afford him the greatest sense of release; 
qualitatively, it suggested all sorts of moral and legal com- 
plications. Inflicting a wound seemed an inept half-measure. He 
decided to do something artistic and tricky, such shooting the 
pistol out of the fellow’s hand, or pa^line for him his thick 
brushy hair in the middle. 

On liis way back to ilie gloomy Majestic he acquired various 
trifles: three round cakes of soap in an elongated box, shaving 
cream in it.> cold resilient tube, ten safety-razor blades, a large 
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sponge, a smaller soaping sponge of rubber, hair lotion, a comb, 
Skinner’s Balsam, a toothbrush in a plastic container, tooth- 
paste, scissors, a fountain pen, a docket diary - what else*^ yes, 
a small alaim clock - whose comforting presence, howevei, did 
not prevent him fiom telling the concierge to have him called 
at hve a m 

It v^as only nine pm in late summer, he would not have 
been surprised if told it was n dnight in Octobei He had had an 
unbelievably long day The mind could hardly grisp the fact 
that this very morning, at dawn, a fey character out of some 
Dormilona novel for servant maids had spoken to him half- 
naked and shivenng, in the toolroom of Ardis Hall He won- 
dered if the other g'll still stood arrow straight, idored and 
abhoired heartless and heartbroken, against the trunk of a mur- 
muring tree He wondcicd if in view of lomonow patfK de 
piaiMt he should not piepaie for hei i when vou-ieccive-this- 
nolc flippant cruel, as sharp as an icicle. No Bcltd wiile to 
Demon 

IXdi Dul 

in ( onscqiKiKc of a uivul iltci ili n witl a ( ''piain Tappe of 
Wild \ lok t I odyt whom I h ip|)em d to st« p upon in the coi ridor oi a 
tram I had a pist il dud thi loiiiine in the woods near Kalimant and 
am now no moie Ihoueli the maniici of mv end can bt reguded a a 
kind ol ea^y suicide tht encounter and the indlablt Captain art n no 
way connected with tlv soiruws of >oung Veen In I8S4 diiint my 
first >uinmci at \rdis I tdiie».d youi daughter who was ’hen Iwdvt 
Our ton id allair hsttd nil n ) aturn to kivcrlinc it was re in td li t 
June foiii ytais latei *hit hippine hi been the uitah l event n 
my life and I havi m iegid» Yesterdav though I di^uivered sh had 
been unfiithful to me >o we parted fappei I thinl miv be the chip 
who wa thrown out of one of yom gaming club^ toi attempting oral 
intercourse with the washroom attendant a toothless old cnpplt, 
veteran ot the first C nnieaii War Lots of flowtr> please' 

Your losing »on, Van 

He caref illy reicad his letter and carefully tote it up The 
note he finally placed in his coat pocket was much briefer 

Dad 

f had a tiivial quanel with a stranger whose face 1 slapped and who 
killed me in a duel ncai Kalugano Sony' 
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Van was roused by the night porter who put a cup of coffee 
with a local ‘eggbun’ on his bedside table, and expertly palmed 
the expected chervonetz He resembled somewhat Bouteillan as 
the lattci had been ten years ago and as he had appealed in a 
die im, which Van now letrostructed as fai as it would go in it 
Demon s torrnei valet explained to Van that the dor' m the 
name of an adored river equaled the conuption of hydio in 
‘doiophont ' Van often had woid dreams 
He shaved, disposed oi two blood-stained safetv blades by 
leaving them m a massive bion/e ashtiav, had a struclurally 
pc feet dool, took a quick bath, bnskb dicssed, left his bag 
with tiK (oncicigc, paid hi^ bill and at six punctudll> squeezed 
himself next blue-chiuned and malodorous Johnny into the 
latlei s Paiadox a chea ^cmi-raiei f oi two oi three miles 
they skilled the dismal bant of the lake t oal pile*, shacks, boat- 
houses a king strip of black pcbbl> mud and, m the distance, 
»\er the eur*im» banl* of aiilumn.illv misted water, the l.iwn\ 
fumes of Utmtmious lactones 

Where arc we now lohnny dear '' a^ked Van as they swung 
out of the lakes orbit and spetl alone i subuiban aNcnue with 
(iapbfiard eottaee'- among iaiiiidi> lined pjne» 

'Dorofev Road, ened tii<" driver above the am of the motor, 
ft abuts at the lorest ' 

It abutted Van fell a faint tvvinge m his knee where he had 
lilt It aga. i»st a -^tone when attacKd from behind a vs eel* ago in 
anolhci wood \t the moment hn i >ot touched the pme-needle 
strewn eaifh of tin forest road, i tianspaient white butieilly 
floated past, and with utter eeTtaintv Van knew that he had only 
a lew minute, te> Ii\e 

He tinned to his second and said 

‘ 1 his stamped letter, in this handsome M ijestic Hotel en- 
velope, IS addressed, a. \ou sec, to m\ father I am transferring 
It to the back pocket of my pants Please post it at once if the 
Captain, who 1 see has anived in a rather luiieiai>-looking 
limousine, accidentally slaughleis me ’ 

They found a cemvement elcaimg, and the principals ptslol in 
hand, faced eaeli other at a distance ot some thirt> paces, m 
the kind of single combat described by most Russian novelists 
and by practically all Russian novelists of gentle birth As Arwin 
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clapped his hands, informally signaling the permission to fire at 
will. Van noticed a speckled movement on his right two little 
spectators - a fat girl and a boy in a sailorsuit, wearing glasses, 
with a basket of mushrooms between them It was not the 
chocoldte-muncher in Cordula's compartment, but a boy very 
much like him, and as this flashed through Van's mind he felt 
the jolt of the bullet ripping of!, or so it felt, the entire left side 
of his torso He swaved, but i ^gained his balance, and with nice 
dignity discharged his pistol in the sun-hazy air 

His heart beat steadily, his spit was clcai, his lungs felt intact, 
but a fire of pain raged somewhere in his left armpit Blood 
oozed thiough Ins clothes and tiicklcd down his tiouseilcg He 
sat down, slowly cautiously, and leaned on his light aim He 
dreaded losing consciousness but, maybe, did iaini briefly, 
because next moment he became aware that Johimv had re- 
lies cd him of the lettei and was in the att of pocketing it 

‘Teal it up, sou idiol,’ said Van with an involuntaiy groan 
The Captain strolled up and inuUucd lathcr gloomily I bet 
you are in no condition to continue arc vou * 

*1 bet >ou can t wait began Van he interi(J!*d to say ‘vou 
can t wait to have me slap you agun but happened to laugh 
on ‘wait and the muscles of mirth leaded so exciuciatinglv that 
he stopped in nvid-sentcncc and bowed his sweating brow 

Meanwhile the limousine vas being tiansfonntd into an 
ambulance by Aiwin Newspapcis were dismembered to pioteet 
the Lipholstc'iy and the fiiss> Captain added lo Iheni what looked 
like a potato bag oi somethin^ lotting in a lo( ker, and then 
after lumniagiiig again in the ear trunk and muttenng about 
the ‘bloody mess’ (qiiik a literal ••tatemenl) decided to sauiliec 
the ancient and filthy macintosh on which a <lecrepit dear dog 
had once died on the way to the vetennary 

bor half a minute Van was sure that he still lay in the ear, 
whcicas actually he was in the general ward of Lakeview (I ake- 
vicw'j Hospital, between two senes or vai lousK bandaged, 
snoiing, raving and moaning men When he understood this his 
fird reaction was to demand indignantly that he be tiansf erred 
to the best private palata m the place and that his suitcase and 
alpenstock be fetched from the Maieslic His next request was 
that he be told how seriously he was hurt and how long he was 
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expected to remain incapacitated. His third action was to resume 
what constituted tlic sole reason of his having to visit Kalugano 
(visit Kalugano!). His new quarters, where heartbroken kings 
had tossed in transit, proved to be a replica in wliite of his 
hotel apartment - white furniture, while carpet, wlute sparver. 
Inset, so to speak, was Tatiana, a remarkably pretty and proud 
young nurse, with black hair and diaphanous skin (some of her 
attitudes and gestures, and that harmony between neck and eyes 
which is the special, scarcely yet investigated secret of feminine 
grace lantaslically and agonizingly reminded him of Ada, and 
he nought escape from that image in a powerful response to the 
charms of Tatiana, a torturing angel in her own right. Enforced 
immobility forbade the chase and grab of common cartoons. 
He begged her to massage his legs but she tested him with one 
glance of her grave, dark eyes - and delegated the task to 
Dorofey, a beefy-handed male nurse, strong enough to lift him 
bodilv O' It of bed, with the sick child clasping the massive nape. 
Wlieii Van managed once to twiddle her breasts, she warned him 
she would complain if he ever repeated what she dubbed more 
aptl> tluiti ihe thought Mhat soft dangle.’ An exhibition of his 
state tvitli a humble appeal loi a healing caress resulted in her 
dnlv remaiking that distinguished gentlemen m public parks got 
quite lengthy prison terms for that sort of thing. However, 
much latei, she wrote him a charming and melancholy letter in 
red ink on pink papet ; but othei emotions and events had inter- 
vened, and he never met her again). His suitcase promptly ai rived 
fri»in the hotel, the stick, however, could not be located (it must 
be climbing nowadays Wellington Mountain, or perhaps, helping 
a lady to go ‘bramblmg’ in Oregon); so the hospital supplied 
him with the Third Cane, a rather nice, knotty, cherry-dark 
thing with a crook and a solid black-rubber heel. Dr Fitzbishop 
congratulated him on having escaped with a superficial muscle 
wound, the bullet having lightly grooved or, if he might say so, 
grazed the greater MYrufm, Doc Fitz commented on Van's 
wondeiful rccupcrational power which was already in evidence, 
and promised to have him out of disinfectants and bandages in 
ten days or so if for the first three he remained as motionless as a 
felled tree-trunk. Did Van like music? Sportsmen usually did, 
didn’t they ? Would he care to have a Sonorola by his bed ? No, 
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he disliked music, but did the doctor, being a concert-goer, 
know pel haps where a musician called Rack could be found 
‘Ward Five,' ansv^ered the doctor piomptly Van misunderstood 
this as the title of some piece of music and repeated his question 
Would he find Rack’s addiess at Harper’s music shop‘s Well, 
the> used to rent a cottage way down Doiofey Road, near the 
forest, but now some other people had moved in Ward Five 
was where hopeless cases wert kept The poor guy had always 
had a bad liver and a ver\ indiHercnt heart, but on top ol that 
a poison had seeped into his system, the local Mab could not 
identity it and thc> were now waiting for a report, on those 
cuiiouslv frog-gieen faeces, from the Luga people If Rack had 
admmisicied it to himself by his own hand, he kept mum it 
was more likeK the work of Ins wife who dabbled in Hindu- 
Andean voodoo stuh and had just had a complicated miscariiage 
in the mateimtv ward \ es tiiplcts how did he guess ^ Anvway, 
if Van was so eac'cr to visit his old pa! it would have to he i' 
soon as he could be rolled to Ward Five m a wheelchair b> 
Doioley, so he d better apply a bit of soodoo^ hi ha, r>n hi'- 
own iksh and blood 

That day ».amc soon enouuh After a long )ouriic> down 
corridors wheie pretty little things tupped by shaking tliei- 
mometers, and first an aseerit and then a descent in two difleient 
lifts, the second ol which was ve^v capacious with a nietal- 
handka black lid propped against it*? wall and bits of holly cir 
laurel here and there on the soap smelling lloor Dorotc' like 
Onegin s ^oaehman ^aid puchah { wc have arrived ) ind gently 
propelled Van, pas^ two screened beds, toward a third one near 
the window Ihcie he left Van while he scaled hinisell at a 
small table in the door coi ner and leisuiUy unfolded the Russian- 
language newspaper OoU s {! ogos) 

*1 am Van Veen in case you arc nc^ longer lucid enough to 
reeogni/e somcbod> you have seen only twice Hospital records 
put voui are at thirty, 1 thought you were youngei, but even 
so that IS a very early age foi a person to die whatevei he be 
t^oyu mat half-baked genius or full-fledged scoundrel, or both 
As you may guess by the plain but thoughtful trappings of this 
quiet room, you are an incurable case in one lingo, a rotting 
rat in another No oxygen gadget can help you to eschew the 

248 



“agony of agony” - Professor Lamort’s felicitous pleonasm. 
The physical torments you will be, or melted are, experiencing 
must be prodigious, but are nothing in comparison to those of 
a probable hcrcalter The mind of man, by nature a monist, 
cannot accept two nothings, ht knows there has been one nothing, 
his hiolomcai inexistence in the infinite past, for his memory is 
utterly blank, and ihot nothingness being, as it were, past, is 
not too hard to enduic But a second nothingness which 
pci haps might not be so hard to bcai either - is logically un- 
acceptable When speaking ot space we ^an imagine a live speck 
in tlic limitless oneness ol space, but there is no analogy in such 
a concept with our brief life in time, bt^-ause however brief (a 
thirtv year span is leally obscenely bncf’>, our awareness ot 
b< mg I'' not a dot in eternity but a slit a fissure, a chasm running 
alom* the entire bieadth ot metaphysical time, bisecting it and 
shming no maifer how narmwly - between the back panel and 
lore pifiel Ihcrclore, Mr Rack, we can speak of past time, and 
in a vduuer hut lannliar seiuc ot tuturc time but we siiiiplv 
umiKl expect a seen/ nothing a second \oid a second blank 
Ob!i\i<>ii IS a one nmht pcrtormancc wc ha\e been to it once, 
there will be no repeat We must face llicreleue the irossibihty ot 
some prolonged f nm ol disoigani/cd consciousness and this 
brings me to my mam point, Mr Rack Eternal Rack inlinite 
Rackntss mav not be rnue h but one thing is certain the only 
^.o^s^ lousncss thvit pe»sr<^ts in the herciftci is tiie consciousness 
e»l pain The little Rack ot today is tht inhnitc rack ot tomorrow - 
hh htn (t / liiiMiht \Mtluha W itzboU^ Wt can imagine - i think 
we should imaeint - Mn> clusters ot particles still retaining 
Racks person gaihumg here and there m the herc-and- 
theie-alter, clinging to each othci soniehe/w, somewhere, a web 
ot Rack ^ tc»othaehes here, a bundle of Rack's nightmares there - 
rather likt tiny croup > ol obscure ictugees trom some obliterated 
country huddling together toi a little smelly warmth, for dingy 
chint e' or dialed leeolleetions of nameless tortuics m Tartar 
camp'i Foi an old man one special little tortuie must be to wait 
in a long long ciueuc belore a i emote urinal Well, Hen Rack, 
1 submit that thi surviving celh of aging Rackness will form 
such lines of toiment, never, never reaching the coveted filth 
hole in the panic and pain of infinite night. You may answer, 
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of course, if you are versed in contemporary novelislics, and if 
you fancy the jargon of hnglish writers, that a ‘ lower-middle- 
class* piano tuner who falls in love with a fast ‘upper-class’ 
girl, thereby destroying his own family, is not committing a 
crime deserving the castigation which a chance intruder -* 

With a not unfamiliar gestuie. Van tore up his prepared 
speech and said 

‘Mr Rack, open your eyes I*m Van Veen A visitor * 

The hollow-cheeked, long-jawed face, wax-pale, \Mth a fattish 
nose and a small lound chin, remained expressionless for a 
moment, but the beautiful, ainbei, liquid, eloquent eyes with 
pathetically long lashc^ had opened Then a faint smile glim- 
mered about his mouth parts, and he stretched one hand, with- 
out raising his head ftom the oil-doth-cuvcied pillow (why 
oil-cIoth*^) 

Van, from his chair, extended the end of his cane, which the 
weak hand took, and palpated politely thinking it was a well- 
meant offer of suppoil ‘No, I am not ytt able to walk a tew 
steps,* Rack said quite distinctly, with the German accent which 
would probably constitute hn most durable sroffp ol ghost cells 
Van drew in his useless weapon ( ontrolhng himself hi 
thumped It aeamst the footboaid of his wheelchair Doiotcy 
glanced up fiom his papei, then went back to the article Ihit 
engrossed him ‘A ( IcNer Pigg> (fiom the memoirs or an animal 
tidinci),* or else ‘The Crimean War Tartar Ciuerillas Help 
Chinese Freops A diminutive nurse simultdncoii>I> stepped out 
fiom behind the iailhcr sciccn and disappeared aeain 
Will he ask me to transmit a niessage ' Shall 1 refuse ^ Shall I 
consent - and not transmit it*^ 

‘Have they all gone to Hollywood already^ Please, tell me, 
Baion von Wicn ’ 

‘J don’t know,’ answered Van ‘They probably have 1 really 
‘Because 1 sent my last flute melody, and a letter foi all the 
family, and no answei has come I must vomit now 1 ring 
myself ’ 

The diminutive nuise on tremendously high white heels pulled 
forwaid the screen of Rack’s bed, separating him from the 
melancholy, lightly wounded, stitched-up, clean-shaven young 
dandy, who was rolled out and away by efhcient Dorofey. 
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Upon returning to his cool bright room, with the rain and the 
sun mingling in the half-open window. Van walked on rather 
ephemeral feet to the looking-glass, smiled to himself in welcome, 
and without Dorofey’s assistance went back to bed. Lovely 
Tatiana glided in, and asked if he wanted some lea. 

‘My darling,’ he said, ‘1 want you. Look at this tower of 
strength ! ’ 

‘If you knew,’ she said, over her shoulder, ‘how many prurient 
patients have insulted me - exactly that way.’ 

He wrote Cordula a short letter, saying he had met with a 
little accident, was in the suite for fallen princes in Lakeview 
Hospital, Kalugano, and would be at her feet on Tuesday. He 
also wrote an even shorter letter to Marina, in French, thanking 
her for a lovely summer. This, rm second thought, he decided to 
send from Manhattan to the Pis mg Palace Hotel in Los Angeles. 
A third letter he addressed to Bernard Rattner, his closest friend 
at Chose, the great Rattner’s nephew. ‘Your uncle has most 
honest standards,’ he wrote, in part, ‘but I am going to demolish 
him soon.* 

On Monday anjund noon he was allowed to sit in a deckchair, 
on the lawn, which he had avidly ea/ed at for some days from 
his window. Dr Fit/bishop had saiil, rubbing his hands, that the 
Liiga laboratory said it was the not alw'ays lethal ' arethusoides' 
but It had n(} practical importance now, because the unfortunate 
iniisic teacher, and composer, was not expected to spend another 
niglii on Demonia, and would be on Terra, ha-ha, in time for 
evensong. Doc FiU was what Rus.ians call a poshlyak (‘pre- 
tentious vulgarian’) and in some obscure counter-fashion Van 
was relieved not to be able to gloat over the wretched Rack’s 
martyrdom. 

A large pine tree cast its shadow upon him and his book. He 
had boi rowed it frf»ni a shelf holding a medley of medical 
manuals, tattered mystery talcs, the Rhiere dc Diamants collec- 
tion of Monparnasse stories, and this odd volume o‘ the Journal 
of Modern Science with a diflicuU essay by Ripley, ‘The Structure 
of Space.’ He had been wrestling with Us phoney formulas and 
diagrams for several days now and saw' he would not be able 
to assimilate it completely before his release from Lakeview 
Hospital on the morrow. 
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A hot suntleck reached him, and tossing the red volume aside, 
be got up from his chair. With the return of health the image 
of Ada kept rising within him like a bitter and brilliant wave, 
ready to swallow him. His bandages had been removed; nothing 
but a special vest-like affair of flannel enveloped his torso, and 
though it was tight and thick it did not protect him any longer 
from the poisoned point of Ardis. Arrowhead Manor. Le 
Chateau de la Fleche^ Flesh Hall. 

He strolled on the shade-streaked lawn feeling much too warm 
in his black pajamas and dark-red dressing gown. A brick wall 
separated his part of the garden from the street and a little way 
off an open gateway allowed an asphalt drive to curve toward 
the main entrance of the long hospital building. He was on the 
point of returning to his deckchair when a smart, pale-gray four- 
door sedan glided in and stopped before him. The door flew 
open, before the chauffeur, an elderly man in tunic and breeches, 
had time to hand out Cordula, who now ran like a ballerina 
toward Van. He hugged her in a fren/y of welcome, kissing her 
rosy hot face and kneading her soft catlike body through her 
black silk dress: what a delicious sui prise! 

She had come all the way from Manhattan, at a htindted 
kilometers an hour, fearing he might have already left, though 
be said it would be tomoiiow. 

‘Ideal’ he cried. ‘Take me back with you, right away. Yes, 
just as 1 am!' 

‘Okay,’ she said, ‘come and stay at my fiat, there’s a beautiful 
guest room for you.’ 

She was a good sport - little Cordula de Prey. Next momeni 
he was sitting beside her in the car, which was backing gatew'ard. 
Two nurses came lunning and gestuimg toward them, and the 
chauffeur asked in French if the Countess wished him to stop. 

^Non, non, non!" cried Van in high glee and they sped away. 

Panting, Cordula said: 

‘My mother rang me up from Malorukino’ (then country 
estate at Malbrook, Mayne): ‘the local papers said you had 
fought a duel. You look a tower of health. I’m so glad. 1 knew 
something nasty must have happened because little Russel, Dr 
Platonov’s grandson - remember? - saw you from his side of the 
train beating up an officer on the station platform. But, first of 
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all. Van, net, pozhaluysta, on nos viclit (no, please, he sees us), 
1 have some very bad news for you. Voung Fraser, who has just 
been flown back from Yalta, saw Percy killed on the second day 
of the invasion, less than a week after they had left Goodson 
airport. He will tell you the whole story himself, it accumulates 
more and more dreadful details with every telling, Fraser does 
not seem to have shined in the confusion, that's why, I suppose, 
he keeps straightening things out.’ 

(Bill Fraser, the son of Judge Fraser, of Wellington, witnessed 
Lieutenant de Prey’s end from a blessed ditch overgrown with 
cornel and medlar, but, of course, could do nothing to help the 
leader of his platoon and this for a number of reasons which 
he conscientiously listed in his report but which it would be much 
too tedious and embarrassing to itemi/c here. Percy had been 
shot in the thigh during a skirmish with Kha/ar guerillas in a 
ravine near C'hew-Foot-Calais, as the American troops pro- 
nounced ‘Chufutkale,’ the name of a fortified rock. He had 
immediately assured himself, with the odd relief of the doomed, 
that he had got aw'ay with a flesh wound. Loss of blood caused 
him to faint, as we tainted, too, as soon as he started to crawl 
or rather squirm toward the shelter of the oak scrub and spiny 
bushes, where another casualty was resting comfortably. W'hen 
a couple of minutes later, Percy - still Count Percy de Prey - 
regained consciousness he was m» longer alone on his rough 
bed of gravel and grass. A smiling old Tartai, incongruously 
h’ll somehow assuagingly wearing American blue-jcans with his 
bcshnict, was squatting by his side 'Bedtuy, beciniy (you poor, 
pof’»r fellow), muttered the good soul, shaking his shaven head 
and clucking’ "Burtw (it hurts)?’ Percy answered in his equally 
primitive Russian that he did not feci too hadly wounded 
""Korasho, karasho ne boVno (good, good),’ said the kindly old 
man and, picking up the automatic pistol which Percy had 
dropped, he examined it with naive pleasure and then shot him 
in the temple. (One wonders, one always wondeis, what had 
been the executed individual’s brief, rapid scries of impressions, 
as pre.served somewhere, somehow, in .some vast library of micro- 
filmed last thoughts, between two moments; between, in the 
present case, our friend’s becoming aware of those nice, quasi- 
Red Indian little wrinkles beaming at him out of a serene sky 
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not much different from Ladore’s, and then feeling the mouth 
of steel violently push through tender skin and exploding bone. 
One supposes it might have been a kind of suite for flute, a 
series of ‘movements' such as, say I'm alive - who’s that*^ - 
civilian - sympathy - thirsty daughter with pitcher - that’s my 
damned gun - don’t ct cetera or rathci no cetera while 
Bi oken- Arm Bill prayed his Roman deity in a frenzy of fear lor 
the Tartar to finish his job and go But, of course, an invaluable 
detail in that strip of thoui?* t would have been - perh.ips, next 
to the pitcher pen - a glint, a shadow, a stab of Ardis ) 

‘How strange, how strange,’ murmuted Van when Cordula 
had finished her much less elaborate version of the rcpoil Van 
later got from Bill Fr-iser 

What a straime coincidence* Either Ada’s lethal shafts were 
at work, oi he. Van, had somehow managed to dispatch hci two 
wretched lovers in a duel with a dummv 

Strange too, that he felt nothing speciil, except, perhaps ** 
kind of neutral wonder as he listened t*) little i ordula A one- 
track man in matters ol soft passion, stiange Van, ^tiange 
Demon’s son was at the moment much more anxious to ciijoy 
Cordula as soon as hunianlv and humanely possible as si>on as 
satanically and viaticallv feasible, than to keep deploring the fatf 
of a fellow he hardiv kr^w and although Coidulas blue eyes 
flashed with Wrs once or twice he knew perfectly well lhal she 
had ne\ei seen much of her second cousin and m point )i faa, 
had rather disliked him 

Coidula told tnniond ^ArnUz pri}s dc what's it-callcd vcs 
Albion k store puw nusAicias in Luga , and as pec\ed Van 
relnon^»tTatcd \ou cant go back to civili/ation in pijamas’ 
she said himlv ‘I sJicill buy you some clothes, whde bdniond 
has a mug of coffee 

She bought him a pan of tif»users, and a raincoat He had 
been wailing impatiently in the parked car and now under the 
pretext of changing into his new clothes asked her to drive him 
to some secluded «p it, while Edmond, wherever he was, had 
another mug 

As soon as they reached a suitable area he transferied C ordula 
to his lap and had her very comfortably, with such howls of 
enjoyment that she felt touched and flattered 
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‘ Reckless Cordula/ observed reckless Cordula cheerfully; ‘this 
will probalily mean another abortion - encore un petit enfantome^ 
as my poor aunt’s maid used to wail every time it happ>ened to 
her. Did 1 say anything wrong?’ 

‘Nothing wrong,’ said Van, kissing her tenderly; and they 
drove back to the diner. 
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Van spent a medicinal month in Cordula’s Manhattan flat on 
Alexis Avenue. She dutifully visited her mother at their Mal- 
brook castle two or three times a week, unescorted by Van either 
there or to the numcious social ‘flits' she attended in town, being 
a frivolous fun-loving little thing: but some parties she canceled, 
and resolutely avoided seeing her latest lover (the fashionable 
psycliotechnician Dr h. S. Fraser, a cousin of the late P. de P.’s 
fortunate fellow soldier) Several times Van talked on the doro- 
phone with his fathei (who pursued an extensive study of Mexican 
spas and spices) and did several errands for him in town. He 
often look C ordula to French restaurants, English movies, and 
Varangian tragedies, all of which was most satisfying, for she 
relished every morsel, every sip, every jest, every sob, and he 
found ravishing the velvety rose of her checks, and the azure-pure 
iris of her festively painted eyes to which indigo-black thick 
lashes, lengthening and upcurviiig at the oulei canthus, added 
what fashion called the ‘harlequin slant.’ 

One Sunday, while C ordula was still lolling in her perfumed 
bath (a lovely, oddl> unfamiliar sigfU, which he delighted in 
twice a day). Van ‘in the nude’ (as his new sweetheart drolly 
gentcelized ‘naked’), attempted for the first lime after a month’s 
abstinence to walk on his hands. He felt strong, and fit, and 
blithely turned over to the ’first position’ in the middle of the 
sun-drenched terrace. Next moment he was sprawling on his 
back. He tried again and lost his balance at once. He had the 
terrifying, albeit illusionary, feeling that his left arm was now 
shorter than his right, and Van wondered wrily if he ever would 
be able to dance on his hands again. King Wing had warned him 
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that two or three months without practice might result in an ii re- 
trievable loss of the raie art On the same day (the two nasty little 
incidents thus remained linked up in his mind forevci) Van 
happened to answer the "phone - a deep hollow voice which he 
thought was a man s wanted <. ordula, but the caller tuincd out to 
be an old schoolmate and C ordula feigned limpid delight while 
making big eyes at Van ONcr the receiver, and insented a number 
of unconvincing engagements 

‘Its a gfuesome girl’’ shi. cried alter the melodious adi^ux 
‘Her name is Vanda Bioom and I learned only recently what 1 
never suspected at school she s a rceuldr tnhaJka poor Oi ace 
Erminin tells me Vanda used to make constant passes it htr ind 
at - at another girl I here s hci picture here continued C oidula 
with a quick change of tone pioducing a daintii> bound and 
prettily printed giaduation album of Spiing IS87, which van had 
seen at Ardis, but in which he h id not noticed Iht soinbei beetle 
browed unhappv lace of that paiticular gni and now it did not 
mattei any more and (ordula quickly pfippcd the book hick 
into a dravci but he unicinbcitd verv \cll Ihit anione the 
vaiious more oi les^ < onlnbuliom it ^ontuned i clcvci 
pastiche by Ada Veen mimicking Tolstoys puaurath ih>thni 
and chapter closmgs he saw Jcarly m mind licr pnni photo 
under which she had adrkd one ot her characteii tic jingles 

In the old minor I pirodkd 
Lvcrv vcnndi ind rrK>m 
\nd jKirindas d Airowh ad 
In s ipi riidliir il I looi i 

It did not miUci il did not rnaltci DcstiON and forget' But 
a butterfly in the Park in orchid in a shop window would icmvc 
everything with a da'zlmg inward shock of dcspaii 

His main industry consdted of research at the great vnamte- 
pillaicd Public Libiary that admirable and loimidablc palace a 
few blocks from ( ordula scosy tUl One is irresistibly tempted to 
compare the strange longings and nauseous qualms that enter 
into the complicated ecstasies accompanying the mal* mg of a 
young writer s fust book with childbearing Van had only rcat hed 
the bridal stage, then, to develop the metaphor, would come the 
sleeping car of messy defloration, then the first balcony ot honey- 
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moon breakfasts, with the first wasp In no sense could Cordula 
be compared to a A^ritci’s muse but the evening stroll back to her 
apartment was pleasantly saturated with the afterglow and after- 
thought of the accomplished task and the expeetalion of her 
caresses, he especially looked forward to those nights when they 
had an elaboiate lepast sent up fiom ‘Monaco/ a good restaur- 
ant in the entiesol of the tall building crowned b> hei penthouse 
and Its spacious teiracc The sweet banality of their little menage 
sustained him much more securely than the company of his con- 
stantly agitated and fiery father did at their larc meetings in town 
oi was to GO during a foitnight in Pans bcloie the next term at 
( hose bxcept gossip - gossamer gossip Cordula had no con- 
versation and that also helped She had instinctively lealized very 
soon that she should never mention Ada or Aidis He, on his part, 
accepted the evident tact that she did not icilly love him Her 
small, clear, soft, well padded and rounded bodv wa^^ delicious to 
stfokc and her trank amazement at the variety and vigor of his 
Jove iiudini; anointed what still remained of poor Nan's crude 
vinlc pride She would aozc off between Tao kisses When he 
n uld not Mcep d*' now often happcneil he retired to the sitting 
room and sat tlicre annotating lii^ authors or <.Kc he vould walk 
up and down the open ten ace, undei a lia/t r)f stars in severely 
icstiiclid meditation, till the first tiamcar jangled and seiecched 
in the dawning ibvss of the eit> 

When in eaiK September Nan V^xti left Mc'nhattan tor Lute, 
'>he was pitgmnl 
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Part Two 


1 


\x the Goodsoii Airport, in one of the gilt-frained mirrors of its 
oki-fdshioneci waiting room. Van glimpsed the silk hat of his 
{ tllui who iJt awaiting him m an ainuiiaii of nnitation marble- 
wood, Ixhmd a newspaper that said in rc^cised chaiacters 
‘C unit a Capitulates' At the simc moment a i niieoated man 
with a pleasant, somewhat poicine pink fact accosted Van He 
ie])rcsented a famous international agency known as the VPL, 
whi( h iiandicd Very Private I ctUr> After a fii^t Pa^h of su» prise, 
V in ufltcted that Ada Veen, a leccnt midtess of his, could not 
have chosen a smai ter (m all senses of the word) w ly of conveying 
to him a meisigt whose tantastiwallv piiced, and prized, piocess 
of liaip' mission nuuicd an absolutenes*' of sedec' whu h neither 
loiluic nor mesnierism had been able lo break down in the evil 
di>s of 1859 It was rumored that even Ciamahel on his (no 
loiiyir ficguent, alas) trip'- to Pans and King Victor during his 
'■til! tail Iv regular visits to ( uha or Hecuba and of course robust 
Loid Cioal, Viceroy of France when enjoving his randonnies all 
over Canady, pi eft i red the phenonitnally discreet, and m fact 
rather cietpv, infallibditv of tl c \ PI organization to such official 
facilities as sexually slaivcd potentates have at their disposal tor 
deceiving their wives The piesent n^essengei called himself 
James lones, a formula whose complete Jack of connotation 
made an ideal pseudonym despite its happening to be his real 
name A fluriy and flapping had started in the minor but Van 
declined to act hastily In order lo gain time (for, on being shown 
Ada s crest on a sepaiate card, he felt he had to decide \hethei or 
not to accept her letter), he closch exai.'inod the badge resemb- 
ling an dcc of hcails which I J displayed with pardonable pride 
He lequcsted Van to open the letter, satisfy himself of Us authen- 
tuity, and sign the card that then went back into some secret pit 
or pouch within the young detective's attire or anatomy Cries of 
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welcome and impatience from Van’s father (wearing for the 
flight to France a scarlet*silk>iined black tape) finally caused Van 
to interrupt his colloquy with James and pocket the letter (which 
he lead a few minutes later in the lavatory before boarding the 
airliner) 

‘Stocks,’ said Demon, ‘are on the zoom Oiii temtorial tri- 
umphs, cl cetei a An Amei lean governor my friend BtssboK)dKo, 
i> to be installed in Bessaraeia, and a British one, Aimboiuugh, 
will rule Armenia I "^aw sou enlaced with voiii little Countess 
near the pai king lot. If youmairy her 1 will disinherit you 1 hev rt 
quite a notch below our set ’ 

In a couple of years,' said Van, ‘I’ll slide into im own little 
millions' (meaning the fortune Aqua had left him) ‘But >ou 
needn t worry, sii we tiave interrupted out aflair lot the time be- 
ing till the next time I jctuni to live iii hei nfhnicri ' (( anidv 
>lang) 

Demon, flaunting his flair, desired to be told if Van or his 
pouli had got into tioiihlc with the police (noddmi^ tow irci hni or 
John who haung some other deIncry to iji ikc Mt glancing 
through Crime Copulate B^ssarmenia) 

Pouh,' replied Van with the evaswc taeituinitv of the Homan 
rabbi shielding Barabba 

‘Why gray asked Demon, alluding to Van s ovcicoat ‘Vs'hy 
that military cul'^ It’s too late to enlist ’ 

‘1 eoLildn’l - my diafl boaid would turn me down rinyw.iv 

‘How's the wound 

Kotmi-konna It now appears that the Kalugaiio surgeon 
messed up his job Ilic np seam has gtown rtd and raw witlvmt 
any reason, and there s a lump in my aimpii 1 m in foi an»)thcr 
spell of suigeiy this time in I ondon. where butcheis eiivc -iC' 
much better Where’s the mistechko here"^ Oh, 1 see it C iite (a 
gentian painted on one door, a Udy fcin on the other have to go 
to the herbarium) ’ 

He did not answer her letter, and a fortnight later John James, 
now got up as a German tourist, all pseudn-tweed checks, handed 
Van a second message, in the Louvre right in front of Bosch’s 
Bateau Ivre, the one with a jester drinking in the riggings (poor 
old Dan thought it had something to do with Bi ant’s satincal 
poem'). There would be no answer - though answers were in- 
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eluded, with the return ticket, in the price, as the honest messen- 
ger pointed out. 

It was snowing, yet James in a fit of abstract rakishness stood 
fanning himself with a third lettei at the front door of Van’s 
cottage orre on Ranta River, near Chose, and Van asked him to 
stop bringing him messages 

In the course of the next two years two more letters were 
handed to him, both in London, and both in the hall of the 
Albania Palace Hotel, b> another VPl agent, an elderly gent in a 
bowler, whose matter-of-fact, undertakensh aspect might irritate 
xMi Van Veen less, thought modest and sensitive Jim, than that of 
a romanesque private detective \ sixth tame by natural means 
to Park Lane The lot (minu> the last, which dealt Lxclusivel> with 
Ada s stage screen ventures) is i;i\en below \6d ignored dates, 
but thc> can he approximately determined. 

I Los Angeles eaily September 18881 

> ou Piiist pardon nu lor using such a posh ( ind als > poMy) means 
of I avmp a letter reach >ou bixt 1 m unable to find anv ^afer service. 

When 1 said I could not sprak and would write I meant I could not 
uttei the propel woids at »hort notice I imploic you I felt that I could 
not pioduce them and arrange them orall> in the necessary ordei [ 
in plort von I felt that one wrong or misplaced word would be fatal, 
voii would simply turn away asvoudid and walk again and again, 
and again I implore you for breath [sic’ Fd] ol understanding But 
now I tl ink that 1 should ha\e taken the r^k of speal ing of stammering, 
for 1 set now that it is lust as dreadlully hard to put mv heart and 
honoi in eiipt even more »o because in speaking one can use a 
stutlu a*' a shutter, and plead a ehanee slurring of words like a bleed- 
ing hare with one Mde of its mouth shot oT, or twist back, and im- 
prc»vt bi't against a baekgiound of snow ».scn the hlur snow of this 
notepapei the blunders are red and final 1 implore you 

One thing should be established once for all mdefcasiblv I loved, 
love, and shall love onK you I implore you and love >ou with ever- 
lasting pain and passion mv d^atling / tut sU)\ui(yow stayed liere), in 
this kataxansamy vuu n the middle ol eveiv thing, always, when 1 must 
have been seven or eight, didn I you ^ 

[Los Angeles mid-September, 1888] 

This IS a second howl iz ada (out of Hades) Strangely, I learned on 
th#* same day, from thiee diflferent sources, oi your duel m K . of P's 
death, and of your recuperating at his cousin's (congs as she and I 
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used to say) I raug her up but she said that you had left for Pans and 
that R had also died - not through your intervention as 1 had thought 
for a moment, but through that of his wife Neither he nor P wis 
technically my lover, but both aie on Terra now, so it does not matter 

[Los Angeles J 889] 

We are still at the candy-pink, and pising green albeigo where you 
once stayed with your fathc'- He is awfully nice to me by the way 
I enjoy going places \Mth hin He and I have gamed at Nevada riiy 
rhyme name town but vou are al^o there as well a^ the legendary 
liver of Old Rus Da Oh u rite me one tiny note I m tiymgso hard to 
please vou» Want some more (desperite) little topics Marini s new 
diiectoi of artistk conseicncc defines Inhnity as the farthest point irom 
the camera which is >till in fair focus She ha< been cast as the deif i ui» 
Varvir i (who in some >\a\s is the most interesting of Chekhov < F our 
Slaters) She sticks to Stan s pnncipleof ha/ina lort and roh overflow 
into everyday life insists on keeping it up at the hotel restaur int 
drinks tei v pnkit'.ku ( biting iigir between sips ) ind feigns to nii 
undcfstiiid escTj- qi estion in V uvari s qu iint wiv )t feigning stupidity 
- a double imhiogho whiU annoy tranger^ but which somehow 
makes me leel I rn htr daughtei much mor di tinctlv thm m tlie 
Ardi era Shes a greit hit heie on the whoIc^Tbev l ivc hn (noi 
quite gritis 1 m afraid) i specid bung flow hbeUd Minna Durmi 
nova in Unuersal C it\ A for me 1 m only ar incidental w iitress in i 
fourth r ite W cstci n I ip sw inging betwee n labh si ippmg drunl* but I 
rathe fiij >v flu IIous\uic d»mo phen the lutilul irt windng hih 
load the rcconsh actions of streets md the obhgat irv squan and i 
mauve sh< p sign on an oinatc wc oden figade and around noon ill tht 
extras in per od toes quci ing before a gl iss booth but I have nobody lo 
call 

Speaking of cill F saw a truly mirvtlous ornitholopcd him tlu 
other niglit viih Demon I hid nt/ei grasped the fjct tint tfe paleo 
tropical sunbhds (look them up^) are mim >type oi the New W^ rid 
hummingbirds and all my thoughts oh my darling ait mimotyp< s o** 
yo irs T know I know* I even know that you stopped reading at 
‘gra^^ped - as in the old days 

[California ' 1890) 

I love only you 1 m happy only in dre im of you you arc my loy and 
my world, this is as certain and real as being aware of one > being alive 
but oh T don t accuse you^ but Van you me responsible tor f ate 
through you is responsible tt gut revient au mtme) of having let loose 
something mad in me when wc were only children a physical hankering, 
an insatiable itch The fire you rubbed left its brand on the most vul- 
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ncrable, most vicious and tender point of my body. Now I have to pay 
for your rasping the red rash too strongly, too soon, as charred wood 
has to pay for burning. When I remain without your caresses, I Jose all 
control of my nerves, nothing exists any more than the ecstasy of fric- 
tion, the abiding effect of your sting, of your delicious poison. I do not 
accuse you, but this is why I crave and cannot resist the impact of alien 
flesh; this is why our joint past radiates ripples of boundless betrayals. 
All this you are free to diagnose as a case of advanced erotomania, but 
there is more to it, because there exists a simple cure for all my maux 
and throes and that is an extract of scarlet aril, the flesh of yew, just 
only yew. Je realise, as your sweet Cinderella de Toif (now Madame 
T rofim Fartukov) used to '»ay, that Tin being coy and obscene. But it all 
leads up to an important, important suggestion! Van. je suis sur la verge 
(Blanche again) of a revolting amorous adventure. 1 could be instantly 
saved by you. Take the fastest flying machine you can rent straight to 
LI Paso, your Ada will be waiting for you there, waving like mad, and 
we’ll continue, by the New World Express, m a suite I'll obtain, to the 
burning tip of Patagonia, Captain Grant's Horn, a Villa in Verna, my 
jewel, my agony. Send mo an aerogram with one Russian word - the 
end of my name and wit. 

[Arizona, summer, 1890] 

Mere pity, a Russian giiTs zhalo\t\ diew me to R. (whom musical 
critics have now ‘discovered'). He knew he would die young and was 
always, in fact, mostly corpse, never once, 1 swear, rising to the occa- 
sion. even when I showed openly iny compassionate non- resistance 
because I, alas, was brimming with Van-less vitality, and had even con- 
sidered buying the sei vices of some Mide, the ruder the better, young 
muzhik. As to P., J could explain my submitting to hL kisses (first 
tender and plain, latci growing fiercely expert, and Anally tasting of me 
when he returned to my mouth - a vicious circle set spinning in early 
Thaigelion, 1888) by sayine that if I slot ped seeing him l.e wouM 
divulge my affair with my cousin to niy mother. He did say he could 
produce witnesses, such as the sister of your Blanche, and a stable boy 
who, 1 suspect, was impersonated by the youngest of the three de- 
moiselles de Toiirbe, witches all - but enougli. Van, 1 could make much 
of those threats in explaining my conduct to you. 1 would not mention, 
natuially, that they were made in a bantering tone, hardly befitting a 
genuine blackmmler. Noi would I mention that even if he had pro- 
ceeded to recruit anonymous messengers and informers, it might have 
ended in his wrecking his own reputation as soon as his motives and 
actions were exposed, as they were bound to be in the long ruin [sic! 
‘run ’ in her blue stocking. Ed.]. I would conceal, in a word, that I knew 
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the coarse banter was meant only to dnll-jar your poor bnttle Ada - 
because, despite the coarseness, he had a keen sense of honoi odd 
though It may seem to you and me No I would concentrate entirely on 
the effect of the threat upon one ready to submit to any infamy rather 
than face the shadow of disclosure, for (and this of course, neither he 
nor his informers could know), shocking as an affair between first 
cousins might have seemed to a law-abiding family I refuse to imagine 
(as you and I base always dc ne) how Manna and Demon would have 
reacted in ‘our’ ease By the jolts and skids of iny syntax vou will see 
that I cannot logic illv explain my behavior I do not deny that I 
experienced a strange weakness during the perilous assignations I 
granted him as il his brutal desire kept fascinating, not onlv my in 
quisitivc senses but als(» my reluctant intellect 1 can sweai however 
solemn Ada can swear that in the course of our silvan trysp- 1 sue 
cessfull> evaded li not pollution at least possession before and afiei 
your return to Ardis - except for one messy oeeasion wl en lie half took 
me b> force - the ovci -eager dead man 

f m writing from Marina Ranch - not vay far ♦rom the little gi leh 
in which Aqua died and into which I myself feel likt v rteping some lay 
bor the time being 1 m returning for a while to the Pismg Hotel 

1 salute the good auditor 

When Van rcltieved m 1940 this thin batch of five letters tach 
in Its VPL pmk silk paper ease from the safe in his Swiss bank 
wheietht> had been preserved foi cxactlv one halt o\ a etnluiy he 
was bcillled by then small number The expansion t f the pa^t the 
luxuriant growth of memory had magnified that number to at 
least tifty He recalled that he had also used as i cache the desk in 
his Park Lane studio but he knew he had kept theic only the 
innocent sixth lettci (Dreams of Diama) of 1891, which had 
pciished together with her coded notes (of 1884 88) when the 
irreplaceable in tit palaz/o burnt down in 1919 Rumoi attii 
buted the bright deed to the citv fathers (three beaided elders and 
a blue-eyed young Mayor with a fabulous amount of Ironl teeth) 
who could no longer endure their craving ♦or the space that the 
solid d^aif occupied between two alabaster colossi but insteid 
of selling them the blackened aiea as expected. Van git efulij elec- 
ted there his famous Lucinda Villa, a miniature museum just two 
stones high, with a still growing collection of microphotographed 
paintings from all public and private gaMcrics in the world 
(not excluding fartary) on one floor and a honeycomb of projec- 
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tion cells on the other a most appcti/mg little memonal of Parian 
marble, administered by a considerable staff, guarded by three 
heavily armed >talwaits, and open to the public only on Mondays 
foi a token fee ut one gold dollar regardless of age oi condition 
No doubt the singular multiplication of those letters in retro- 
speet eould be explained by each of them casting an excruciating 
shadow, siinilai to that of a lunar volcano over several months 
of his life, and tapering to a point only when the no less pangful 
prec(^gnition of the next message bega i to dawn But many years 
later, when working on his fiXtun oi Jimc Van found in that 
j. i eiiomenon additional proof ol real nines being connected 
with the inicrval bctvveen event not with thur ‘t;dssage’ not 
with their blending not with rhvii shidin» the gap wherein the 
tunc anci unpenetrable ♦x.xtiiic of time tiaropins 
He told himself he wodlc* be fiiin and suffer in silence Self- 
>iccni w \ sitislied, tlie dying duelist a happier man than 
hi live foe t\ei w>ll f)e We nui t ct i Van howevci for 

1 dine to pel ev< re n his resolution for it i no* hard to under 
<t irid whv i sevenif letter (nansmitud ti him bv Ada s and bis 
nilfsisttr at Kingston in 1 couid niakt turn n^cumb Be- 
cause he knew it was the last in the sCiKs Because it had come 
tr in) Ihi blood led aibor o^* Ardis Because a ^icrameiital 
tour yicir pe 'od equxi'd ih«n n then hr l sepai uion Because 
Liiectle turned out to be against ail icason md Aili the ira- 
pe sdble pa an/inph 


> 

Ada ^ letters breathed wiitl ed lived, \ari s D tui > from T^na 
a philosophical no\f 1 >hc)wcd no sign life vhaisoevei 
(I disagree it s a nice nice little book’ Ada > rune ) 

He had written it involuiitaii'v so to speak, n^i earing a dry 
fig for literary f nne Neither d»d pseu^^ 'wmity tickle him m 
icveise as it did when he danced on his hands Though Van 
Veen's vanity' often cropped up m the drawing-room prattle 
among fan-waftmg ladies this time his long blue pi ide feathers 
lemained folded What then, moved him to cont»ivt a romance 
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around a subject that had been worried to extinction in all kinds 
of ‘Star Rats,’ and ‘Space Aces’'^ We whoever ‘ wc’ are might 
define the compulsion as a pleasuiable urge to express through 
verbal imagery a compendium of certain inexplicably loii elated 
vagaries observed by him in mental patients, on and oft siiv e his 
first year at Chose Van had a passion lor the insane as some have 
foi arachnids or oichids 

Thcie were good reasons to disregatd the technological details 
involved in delineating intercommunication between Terra the 
Fan and our teinble Anlitcrra His knowledge ot phvsics, 
mechanic ihsm and th it sort of stuft liad lemained limited to the 
scratch ot a picp-school blackboaid He consoled himself with 
the thought that no censor m Ameiica ot fneat Biitain would 
pass the slightest iefc»cnte to ‘magnetic’ ecwgiw^ Oiiictiv lie 
borrowed what his greatest forcjuiincis (C ounteiston,. tor 
example) had imagined in the wav (d manned capsule s pio- 
pulsion, inLluding the clevei idea ol an initial spetd ot a few 
thousand miles per hom increasing undti th'' inllueiuc ol i 
C OLintcistonian type of intermediate ctn^K'uinmil bctWLni 
sibling galaxic'' to several ti illions of lighl-NCtOs nci scctwid 
toic dwindling harmlessly to a paracljuk indolent descent 
Haborating anew in malional fabiications all (hat C>ranMna 
and ‘ph\sicS fiction would have been nt»i onlv a boie hut an 
ahsurditv toi nobods knew how tai Fcria, or other innumer bic 
planets with eottages and cows miglil he s.lnatcd in oatci or 
inner space iniui because why not issuint then iniiroeosrnk 
picsence in the golden globules ascending quick-quick in thi> lluU 
ol Moet Ol ill the corpuscles ot my Van Veen ^ 

(or mv Ada \ccn >) 

- bloodstream, or in the pus ol a Mr Nekto s ripe boil newly 
lanced in Nektor or Neckton Moreover, although leltrencc 
works existed on library shelves in ivailable, and redundant pro 
fusion, no direct aetts'* could be obtained to the banned, oi 
burned, bocAs of the three cosmologists Xe^tigny, Yales and 
Zotov (pen names) who had recklessly stai ted the wh< le bus' ness 
half a century earlier, causing, and endorsing, name, demency 
and execrable romanchiks All three scientists had vanished now 
X had committed suicide, Y had been kidnapped by a laundiy- 
man and transported to Tartary, and Z, a ruddy, white-whiskered 
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old sport, Wds driving his Yakima jailers crazy by means of in- 
comprehensible crepitations, ceaseless invention ot invisible inks, 
chamelconizdtjons, nerve signals, spirals of out-going lights and 
feats ot venti iloquism that imitated pistol shots and sirens 

Poor Van' In his struggle to keep ♦he writer of the letters from 
lerra strictly sepaiate from the image ot Adi, he gilt and car- 
miiied Theresa until she became a paragon of banality this 
rhercM maddened with her nicsMge a scientist on our cisily 
maddened planet, his migiini loot ng name Sig leymaiiksi, 
had Deen partly derived by Van fiom that ol Aqua s la^t doctor 
^ hen Leynian>ki •• obs^s ion luiiicd in o love, and one s sym- 
pdih\ get toeused on hi tnehanting rneUnehoh betrayed wife 
(nee Antilia Cileins), onr author found himself eonfronted with 
the distKs luJ task of ow tanping cut u Antilia i bom biu- 
neite all tracts ol Ada, thus jtJuciiig yet anothei eliAfattei to a 
dummv with blcaehcd hair 

\rtcr beanung tc Siga lo/tn eofumui kalion fioin her planet 
I belts i Ihes c»ver to him and he in hi laboraUnv hi to place 
her on a hde unJei a powerful n i^ro ♦.ope in order to make out 
The tinv though otheiwot pci! t sh nic ol ri«s nnmkin sweet- 
heart 1 artful niicruorganisnt exiendii ♦ransparent apptn- 
J lati tow ai 1 hi‘« hu ye humid eye Mas th testib.*iub (test tuoe 
never to be confused wilh tc^ficuhn oieuid) with Iheresa 
SA miming msie1< iiK ’ n ki mcinud is a cioentallv thiown 
way bv Professor levmuis (ik hid tnmimd nis nanie b\ Ih l 
time) assn tant f loia initial an voivpilc Jaik lu ired funcst 
heautv whom the authoi ua istoiined jest n t ne mlc a thud 
bromidiu dumnu with i dun hun 

(Aniiha liter r tea me 3 hwF husband ana 1 loia was weeded 
out Ada s addenoum ) 

On lend Iheitsa h«d been a RoMng Reporter for an Amer- 
ican magi/me thus givirn? Vvin the opportunity to describe ihe 
sibling plane I s politieil t.speet This a pea gave him the least 
trouble, pie'-eriting a’* it did a mosaic ol pa instate in gl\ eolliied 
notes from his own reports on the ira *^vrMidental (Ulinum’ ot 
his patients Its aeoudies weie poor piopci names often came 
out gdi bled a chaotic calendar mcssi d up the order of events but, 
on the whole, the colored dots did tonn a geomantic picture of 
sorts As eaiher experiinentators had v 'nijectuied, our annals 
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lagged by about half a century behind Terra’s along the bridges 
ot time but overtook some of its undtiN^atu cun cuts At the 
moment of our soiiy story the king of Terras > ngJand yet 
another George (there had been apparently at least half i do'eii 
bearing that name before him) ruled or had fust ceased to rule, 
ovti an empire that ^^as somewhat patchier (with alien blanks 
and blots between the Briti h Islands and South Afriea) than the 
solidly cong’omerated one >n oin Antiterra Western Luiope 
presented \ particuhrlv glaring gap ever since the nghteenth 
century when a virtually bloodless levolution had dethroned the 
f apetians tnd repelled all invaders Terras 1 r mee flourished 
under a couple of emperors ind a sene's of bourgeois president* 
of whom the piesent one Doumerev sc nud considerably more 
lovable than Miloid Cjoa’ Governor (jf * ute’ Lasiward instead 
of Khan Sosso nid his ruthless Sovietnanuii Kliinite i supei 
Russia dominating the Volga egiori md simil u w itei heels w is 
gewerned t»Y i So/ereign Society ot Solicitoi Rt punlics (t r so it 
eanit through) which liad upersede 1 tht T us Lonqiid >j of 
T utiiv and Frst I ist but not leist Athuill the Ful iit i 1 ui 
h UK d M lilt in i natty unilc i in th^ scf ret fl im( >1 m u\\ a Hi itisf 
nobleman honor try e iptun rd ih^ I n i>ch police and benevolent 
allv of Hus and Rome v is said to be in the act ol tiansformmg a 
gingerbie idCierminv into a gieat country of pefjwiy immieu 
late soldiers br iss bands anei n odci nized I in n ks for misfits md 
their young 

No el iLibt much of lliat niformati m gleined by oui lv.ir pi<?f 
(as Van s eoHeigues were dubbed; came in a botched lonn but 
the sii iin of sweet h ippiness eoulel be aiwiys distinguished as in 
all pen iding note Now the puipose of the novel was to sugge t 
that Terr i ehe ited th it all w is iiot paradise theie Ih it pt rliaps 
m some wivs human minds and human flesh underwent on thit 
sibling planet worse toiments thin on our much nuligned 
D( monia In hei first letteis before leaving Terra Theresa had 
nothing but praise for its rulers especiallv Russian and Get man 
rulers In her liter messiges from space she confessed that she 
had exaggerated the bliss, hid been m tact, the instiurnent of 
‘cosmic propaganda a brave thing to admit as agents on 
Ten a might have yanked her back or destroyed her in flight had 
they managed to intercept her undissembling ondulas, now most- 
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ly going one >Aay, our way, don't ask Van by what method or 
principle Unloriuiiately, not only mechanicalism, but also morai- 
ism, could hardly be said to constitute something in which he 
excelled and what we liavc rendcied here in a lew leisurely 
pnrascs took him two hundred pages ^o develop and adorn We 
must icnumbcr that he was onl> tvstnty, that his voung proud 
soul was in a stale of ei ic\ou‘' duaiiay , that lie had read too much 
and invented too little, and that the biilhant mirages, which had 
risen befoie him when he Iclt the hist pangs of bookbirth on 
Coidula s iciiacc v\cic now lading under the action of piudcnce, 

did those wondcis which mcdit val ^.xplorcf^ back fioni Cathay 
were lb lid t(t reveal to the Venetian piifst oi the blemish phili- 
stine 

H< dcvincd i coiipl OI months at Chose to copying in a clean 
hand Im scarecrow sciibblings and then hcasily recorrecting the 
'-e>iilt s»i thill his tiiial copy looked like a tnsl draft when he look 
It t(; an c»b cult* m liedfoid to have it sccictly »vped in 

luphcan rhi> he disfumicd again liunng ins vosage back to 
^meI^ ^ on noard t^e Quan Ounuxtn And 'n Manhattan the 
caliLN had to be ie>ct twiu owing not oriK to the number of 
iiL \ alterations but al o to the ct cPtncilv oi Van s prool'-cading 
marks 

Lttki item fena bv Voltcmand came out in \H'>\ on Van’s 
twenty first biithdas undci the impnnt ol two bogus houses, 
‘Ahcn ciagc ip Manhattan and /cgns in London 

tUacI I h ipi ciKd to see a c p\ I v ould na\t lecogniztd 
C tiateiubriand '« lapoihku md hence voiir intic paw a* once ) 

Hi> n w iavi>ei, Mr Cjiomwcll whose itally bcautilul floral 
name suiicd .onicbow Ins ]niK»ccnt eyes and f«ii beard was a 
nephew ot llu (neat Cirombchi v^ki, who lor the last thirty years 
or oo had man igcd some of [Xmon s aflaio with good care and 
acumen (ironiwcfl nuised Van spu >onal lortune no less tenderly, 
but he had httle openeiicc »n the mtiKacies ol book-publishing 
matleis, and Van WrU an absolute nznoramiis ^bert, not know- 
ing for example that icvicw copies were supposed to go t(^ the 
editors ol vaiious peiiodicals oi that advertisements should be 
purchased and not be expected to tppeai by spontaneous gencta- 
tioii in full-page adulthood between similar bluibs boosting flie 
Poises^ul by Miss Love and 7/it Fuffet bv Mi Dukes 
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For a fat little fee, Gwen, one of Mr Grom well’s employees, 
was delegated not only to entertain Van, but also to supply 
Manhattan bookstores with one-hall ol the printed copies, hi 1st 
an old lover of hers in England was engaged to place the rest in 
the bookshops ol London The notion that anybody kind enough 
to »ell his book should not keep the ten dollais oi so that every 
copy had cost to manufacture seemed unfair and illogical to Van 
Theietore he felt sorry for al» the tioublc that underpaid, tired, 
baie-ainied bruiicttc-palc shopgirls had no doubt taken in trying 
to tempt dour homosexu ils with his stui) (‘ Here •• a rather lanc> 
novel about a girl called Terra j, wh« n he learned from i careful 
study of a statement of sales, which his stooge^ sent him in 
tebruary, 1892, that in twcKc nic'iUns onlv six copies had been 
sold two in England and foul m America Statistically speaking 
no revie'vs could have been expected given the unorthodox 
ciK umslances in which pocM Terra coricspondcncc had been 
handled Curiously enough, as inanv as t^o did appear One bv 
the I 1 st f lown in Llsinon^ a dislinguislied I >ndon week v 
popped iipin a survis entillcil with a British journalist sii)ndnts 
for thi kind of phono w<»rdplay fern d tun IS^I anddcilt 
with the vtar s Sp ice Romam es which bv that time had he mn 
to fine oil itc sniffed VoHemand s coiitributioii a*- the choicest 
of the lot ca ling it (alas with unerring flair) a sumptuu isl> 
fripped up, trilc tedious and obscure table with a tew ihsolutelv 
marvelous mctaphoi> inainne the otherwise total mcptit itle of 
the tale 

The only cither < omphment was paid to poor Vo'lemand in a 
little Manhattan maga7ine iHn f I \ \ l)v the poet Max 

Mispel (another botanical name medlai iiitngl^h) member 
of the Ociman Oepartmenl ai Ooluha Hmveisity Hen Mi^pcl, 
wno liked to air his authors, discerned in / aters Inmi Iitra the 
influence of Osberg (Spanish writer of pictcntiou* fairy talcs and 
m>stico dllegone anecdotes highly esteemed bv shoil-shill thesi- 
d lists) as veil as that of an obscene ancient Arab expounder of 
anagrammaiie dicams, Ben Sirinc thus transliterated b' C aptam 
de Roux, according to Burton in his adaptation of Ncfzawi s 
treatise on the best method of mating with obese or hunchbacked 
females {The Perfumed Garden^ Panther edition, p 187, a copy 
given to ninety-three-yeai-old Baron Van Veen by his ribald 
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physician Professor Lagossc). His critique ended as follows: ‘If 
Mr Voltcmand (or Voltimand or Mandaldtov) is a psychiatrist, as 
I think he might be, then I pity his patients, while admiring his 
talent.’ 

Upon being cotneied, Gwen, a fat little ftUe de /oie fhy inclina- 
lion it not b> piofession), squealed on one of her new admirers, 
confessing she had begged him to wnlc that article because she 
could not bear to see Van’s ‘crooked little smile' at finding his 
beaul'fullv bound and boxed book so badly neglected She also 
,worc that M i\ not onl> did not know who Voltemand really 
*a>, but had not read Van’s novel Van toved with the idea of 
challenging Mr Medlar (who. In hoped, would choose swords) 
t(* a duel at dj\\n in a secluded coiner of the Piik vvhose central 
green he could sc< fre rn the penthouse ten ace whcic he fenced 
with a French ctiach twice a week, the only exeruse save riding, 
thil K till indulged in, but to his surprise - and lelief tfor he 
w i> a little ashamed to dcitnri his novelette and on)> wished to 
forget It jus^ as another i.melated Vecii muht have duiouracd 
- A allowed a lomrtr life - In'- pulieswnit dieain ot ideal bordels) 
Ma> Mushmul i fPus’^iai* loi mt hn i inswcred \ an s tentative 
-aiiei with tft vaimheaitcd pioiiiur* of ^^.nd'n<; hin his next 
a dele, fhi Weed Lxiles the I lower (McKille ^ Marvell) 

A sen e c*f oiiose emptines'* was all Van denveJ from those 
contacts wiilj Literature fven while writing his hook, he had 
bt\ome pamfully aware how luiie he kn^ w his own pUnet while 
ademplmg tn plc^.e together another one ^ron» imged bits filched 
from deranged brains He decided that after completing his 
iiKdie.il studic * at KmgMon (which he found moie congenial than 
good olu Chose) he would umiertak' long traveh ni South 
America, Africa, India. \s a fK>> ot fitteen (Lric Veen s age of 
florescence) he had studied with a poet’s passion the time-table 
ot thiee great American iran^cont mental tram'' that one day he 
would take - not alone (now alone) Fioni Manhattan, via 
Mephisto, II Paso, Meksikaiisk and the Panama Chunnel, the 
dark red New World Express leachea Bri/iha and Witch (or 
Viedma, founded b> a Russian admiral) There it split into two 
parts, the eastern one continuing to Grant’s Horn, and the 
v'estern returning noith through Valparaiso and Bogota. On 
alternate days the fabulous journey begari in Yukonsk, a two-way 
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section going to the Atlantic seaboard, while another, via 
California and Central America, roared into Uruguay The daik 
blue African Express began in London and reached the Cape by 
three different loules, thiough Nigero, Rodosia oi Ephiopia 
Finally, the brown Orient Express joined London to Ceylon and 
Sydney, via Turkey and several Chunntls It is not clear, when 
you are falling asleep, why < U continents except you begin with 
an A 

Those three admirable trams included at lea A two carnages 
in which a fastidious traveler could icnt a bedroom with bath and 
water closet, and a drawing room with a piano oi a harp The 
length of the journey varied according to V an’s pi cdormien t mood 
when at Eric s age he imagined the landscapes unfoldinc all along 
his comfortable too comfortable fauteuil Through rain foie>ts 
and mountain canvons and other fascinating places (oh, name 
them ^ C an t falling asleep) the room moved as slov\ Iv as ill teen 
miles per hour hut across dt^ert\Jrum ai agricultural dreiiies it 
attained seventy, ninety seven night-nmi one hund, rerl dug - 


3 


In the spring of 1S6^ Di\td ✓an Seen a vealtU in hiteet of 
Hemish otraction (in no way lelaled to the Veens of ur 
rambling rom inee) e eaped uninjuu d when ihe moton ar m w i 
diivmg fiom Canms to Calais blew a (re>nt tne on i ♦rost hla/ed 
road and toic into a parked lurnilait ✓an his daughter sitting 
beside him was instantly killed by a suitcase sailing inti her fiom 
behind and breaking her neck In his London studio hot husband, 
an unbalanced, unsuccessful painlei (ten years older than his 
father-in-Jdw N\hom he envied and despised) shot himself upon 
receiving the news by cablegram from a vihage in Normandy 
called, dreadfully Deuil 

The momentum ol disaster lost none of its speed, A i neither 
did Eric, a boy of fifteen, despite all the care and adoration which 
his grandfather surrounded him with, escape a freakish fate a 
fate strangely similar to his mother’s 

After being remrved from Note to a small private school in 
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Vdud Canton and then spending a consumptive summer in the 
Maritime Alps, he was sent to Lx-cn-Valais, whose ciystal air 
was supposed al the time to strengthen young lungs; instead of 
which Its woist hurncane huiied a root tiJc at him, fatally (raclur- 
mg his skull Among the boy’s belongings David van Veen found 
a number ot poems and the dralt ui an essay entitled ‘Villa 
Venus an Oigani7ed Dream ' 

lo put it bluntly, the boy had sought to solace his first sexual 
torments by imagining and detailing a project (deiived fiom 
leading loo many erotic works found in a furnished house 1 is 
i landfather hail bought near Veiice from f oiint Tolstoy, a Russian 
oi Polo namely a chain of palatid biothcls that hid inheritance 
would al* »w hnii to establish all over hoih heniisplieres of our 
^ ( lhp>gian elobe ’ Tht little i h ip saw a i kind of fashionable 
club will, bianciics, ot ii h*> poetiial phiase i h'* amors,' in 
the vitinitv (d citie^ and pAS Mcmbeiship was to be restiiclcd to 
nohiemon handsomi and healthy, ^Mth an ice (tmit of tiflv 
(whu 1. mi ‘‘t h< piaisid as vtiv liroadri mdeJ on the pool kid’s 
potj pa> r j a 'erul> hi of >0 tniiPei'^ net cu'iniing the cost 
Kwel aiul other LMilanl doi. it«uns Rcsideni female 
phv^leldns, K».»od-lo iknig and vomigt of tl c American secretarial 
OI dentist assistant tvpe i, would be there tci chivk the nitimate 
physical condition of the caiesstr and the caressed’ (another 
felicitous formula) a^ well a' then own if ‘the need arose/ One 
clause 'n the Rales of ihx. Club seemed t«* niduate that Lric, 
iliouidi frcn/iedly hcteiosexuak h<d cnioyed some tender enat-^ 
I'lmbling^ with dcnooluiates at Note (a notorious preparatory 
school in that icspect) at least twc> of tlic ina\inmni number of 
fifty inmates in the mafoi florainoi . migld be prefy bov^ wearing 
frontlets and shoit smocl s imt older tiian foiiiteen if fair, ard 
not mon. tlian twebc if dark Howeser, in order to exclude a 
reculai fic^w o) in\ercfdtc pederasts, hoy love could be dabbled 
in bv the jaded guest only between two secjuenccs of three girls 
ea« n all possessed m the ei'uise oJ the same week a somewhat 
coinica), but not unshrew d stipulUion 

The candidate foi every lloramor wc^c to be selected by a 
Committee of C lub Members who would take nito consideration 
the annual accumulation of impressions and desiderata, jolted 
down by the guests in a special bhell Puik Book. ‘Beauty and 
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tenderness, grace and docility’ composed the main qualities 
required of the girls, aged from fifteen to twenty-five in the case 
of ‘slender Nordic dolls,* and from ten to twenty in that of 
‘opulent Southern charmers.’ They would gambol and loll in 
‘boudoirs and conservatories,’ invariably naked and ready for 
love; not so their attendants, attractively dressed handmaids of 
moreor less exotic extraction. ‘ unavailable to the fancy of members 
except by special permission i>om the Board.’ My favorite clause 
(for 1 own a photostat of that poor boy's calligraph) is that any 
girl in her floramor could be Lady-in-Chicf by acclamation during 
her menstrual period. (This of course did not work, and the 
committee compromised by having a good-looking female homo- 
sexual head the staff and adding a bouncer whom Lnc had 
overlooked.) 

Eccentricity is the greatest grief’s gieatest remedy. The boy’s 
grandfather set at once to render in brick and stone, concrete and 
marble, flesh and fun, Eric's fantasy. He resolved to be llic first 
sampler of the first houii he would line for his last house, and to 
live until then in laborious abstinence. 

It must have been a moving and magnihceiTl sight - that 
the old but still vigorous Dutchman with his rugged icnbliari face 
and white hair, designing with the assistance of Leftist dccoratois 
the thousand and one memorial floramors he resolved to erect 
all over the woild - perhaps even m brutal 1 artary, which he 
thought was ruled by ‘Americani/ed Jews, ’ but then Ai t redeemed 
Politics’ - profoundly oiiginai concepts that we must condone 
in a lovable old crank He began with rural England and coastal 
America, and was engaged in a Robcil Adam-likc composition 
(cruelly referred to by local wags as the Madam-l'm-Adam 
House), not far from Newport, Rtidos Island, in a somewhat 
senile style, with marble columns dredged from classical wseas and 
still encrusted with Etruscan oyster shells - when he died from 
a stroke while helping to prop up a propylon. It was only his 
hundredth house! 

His nephew and heir, an honest but astoundingly stuffy clothier 
in Ruinen (somewhere near Zwolle, I’m told), with a large family 
and a small trade, was not cheated out of the milliuiis of guldens, 
about the apparent squandering of which he had been consulting 
mental specialists during the last ten years or so. All the hundred 
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floramors opened simultaneously on September 20, 1875 (and 
by a delicious coincidence the old Russian word for September, 
VywewV which might have spelled ‘ruin.’ also echoed the name 
of the ecstatic Neverlandcr’s hometown). By the beginning of the 
now century the Venus revenues were pouring in (their final gush, 
it is true). A tattling tabloid reported, around 1890, that out of 
giatilude and curiosity ‘Velvet’ Veen liaveled once - and only 
once - to the nearest fioramor with his entire family - and it is 
also said that Guillaume de Monpainasse indignantly lejecled an 
olTcr Irom Hollywood to base a scieenplay on that dignilied and 
hilarious escursion Mere ruinouis, no doubt. 

Luc's grandfathei s range was wide - from dodo to dada, from 
Low Gothic to Hoch Modern. In his parodies of paradise he even 
permitted himsell, )ust a tew times, to express the rectilinear chaos 
of Cubism (with ‘abstract’ cast in ‘voncrele’) by imitating - in 
the sense described so well in Vulner's paperback history of 
f ii^lt\h 4nhitcftioc gi\en me by good Dr Lagosse - such ullia- 
utilitarian boxes of brick Ui the maison\ closes of LI Freud in 
1-ubetkin, Austria, or the groai-neccssity houses of Dudok in 
Friesland 

But on ihe uholc it was tne idyllic and the loniantic that he 
favored, tnglisti gentlemen ol part^ found many pleasures in 
Letdiw'ortb Lodge, an honest countr> house plastered up to its 
bulicyes, oi Itchenor C hat wiin as battered chimney bieasts and 
hipped gables. None could help admiring David van Veen's 
knack of making his biand-new Rtgency mansion look like a 
lenovated farmhouse oi of pioducing a convertixl convent on a 
small ofishore island with such niiiaculous etlcct that one could 
not distinguish the arabesque fioni iht arbutus, ardor from art, 
the sore from the rose. NVe shall always remember Little Lemantry 
near Rantchesler or the Pscudothetni m the lovely cul-de-sac 
south of the viaduct of fabulous Paiermonluvia. We appreciated 
greatly his blending local banality (that chateau girdled with 
chestnuts, that casiello guarded by cypresses) widi interior orna- 
ments that pandered to all the orgies reflected in the ceiling 
mirrors of litile I ric'j erogenetics. Most ollective, in a functional 
sense, was the protection the architect distilled, as it were, from 
the ambitus of hif> houses. Whether nestling in woodland dells or 
surrounded by a many-acred park, or overlooking terraced 
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groves and gardens, access to Venus began by a private road and 
continued through a labyrinth of hedges and walls with incon- 
spicuous doois to which only the guests and the guards had keys 
Cunnirgly distributed spotlights followed the wandering of the 
masked and caped grandees througli dark mazes of coppices, 
for one of the stipulations imagined by Eric was that ‘every 
establishment should open only at nightfall and close at suniise ’ 
A system of bells that Eiic may have thought up all bv himscH (it 
was really as old as the hautta and the vyshibala) prevented 
visitors from running into each other on the premises, so that no 
mattei how many noblemen were waiting or wenching in any 
part of the floramor, each felt he was tlic onlv cock in the coop 
because the bouncer, a silent and couitcous person resemblinu a 
Manhattan shopwalker, did not count, of couise you sometimes 
saw him when a hitch occurred in connection with >out ci edenlials 
or credit but he was seldom obliged to apply vulgar foicc or call 
in in assistant 

According to Eric’*" plan C ouncilsof Fldtrly Noblemen were 
responsible for mustering the eirls Delicately fashioned phalanges 
good teeth, a flawless epidcim undvecl hair impccciblc buttocl'S 
and breasts, and the unfeigned \im of a\id venerv wcic the 
absolute pierequisiles demanded by the Llders as they had been 
by Eric Intacta® were tolerated only if vciy vnung On the other 
hand, no woman who had ever borne a child (even m h^i Oivn 
childhood) could be accepted, no matter how free die was of 
mammilary blemishes 

Their social rank had been left unspecified but the C ommittecs 
were inclined, initially and theoietically, to recruit git Is of inoic 
or less gentle birth Daugbteis of artists were pi ef erred on the 
whole, to those of artisans Quite an unexpected number turned 
out to be the children of peeved peers m cold castles or of ruined 
baronesses in shabby hotels In a list of about two thousand 
female® working in all the floramois on January I, 1890 (the 
greatest year in the annals of Villa Venus), I counted as many as 
twenty-two directly connected with the royal families of Lurope, 
but at least one-quarter of all the girls belonged to plebeian 
groups Owing to some nice vstryaska (shake-up) in the genetic 
kaleidoscope, or mere poker luck, or no reason at al 1, the daughters 
of peasants and peddlers and plumbeis were not seldom more 
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stylish than their middle-middlc-class or upper-upper-class com- 
panions, a curious point that will please my non-gentle readers no 
Jess than the fact that the servant-girls ‘below’ the Oriental 
Charmers (who assisted in various rituals of silver basins, em- 
broidered towels and dead-end smiles the client and his clicJcies) 
not seldom descended from emblazoned princely heights. 

Demon’s father (and very soon Demon himself), and Lord 
Erminin, and a Mr Ritcov, and Count Peter de Prey, and Miie de 
Mire, Esq., and Baron Azzuroscudo were all members of the first 
Venus Club Council; but it was bashful, obese, big-nosed Mr 
Ritcov's visits that really thrilled the girls and filled the vicinity 
with detectives who dutifully impersonated hedge-cutters, grooms, 
horses, tall milkmaids, new statues, old drunks and so forth, 
while His Majesty dallied, in a special chair built for his weight 
and whims, with this or that sweet subject of the realm, white, 
black or brown. 

Because the particular floramor that I visited for the first time 
on becoming a member of the Villa Venus C lub (not long before 
niv second summer w'ilh my Ada m the arbois of Ardis) is today, 
after many vicissitudes, the charming country house of a Chose 
don whom 1 respect, and his charming family ( charming wife and 
a triplet of charming twelve-year-old daughters, Ala, Lola and 
Lalage - especially Lalage), I cannot name it - though my dearest 
reader insists I Z/r/vc mentioned i( somewhere before. 

1 have frequented bordels since my sixteenth year, but although 
some of the better ones, esp^- iall; in France and Ireland, rated 
a triple red symbol in Nugg’s guidebook, nothing about them 
pre-announced the luxury and mollitude of my first Villa Venus. 
It was the diirerence between a den ano an Eden. 

Three Egyptian squaws, dutifully Keeping in profile (long 
ebony eye, lovely snub, braided black mane, honey -hued faro 
frock, thin amber arms, Negro bangles, doughnut earring of gold 
bisected by a pleat of the mane. Red Indian hairband, ornamental 
bib), lovingly borrowed by Eric Veen from a reproduction of a 
Theban fresco (no doubt pretty banal in 1420 u.c.), printed in 
Germany {Kunstlerpostkarte Nr. 6034, says cynical Dr Lagosse), 
prepared me by means of what parched Eric called ‘exquisite 
manipulations of certain nerves whose position and power are 
known only to a few ancient sexologists." accompanied by the no 
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less exquisite application of certain ointments, not too speuhtally 
mentioned in the pornolore of trie’s Oiientalia, tor receiving a 
sealed little virgin, the descendant of an lush king, as £ne was 
told in his last dream m tx, Switzerland, by a master of funeraiy 
rather than foinieatory ceiemonies 

Those picpaiations pro ceded in such sustained, unenduiably 
delicious rhythms that Lrie dying in hi*- sleep and Van throbbing 
with foul life on a rococo ct^ich (thiee miles south of Bedloid) 
could not imagine how those three young ladies, now suddenly 
divested ol then clothes (a well-known oneiiotic device) could 
manage to draw out a prelude that kept one so long on tht vci> 
lip of Its lesolution 1 lay supine and felt twice tlit wze 1 had ever 
been (sencsfcnl nonsense sav’» scunce’) when finally iv gentle 
hands attempted to ease la tiembling Adada, upon the 

terrible tool Silly pit>^ a sentiment 1 iaiel\ exptncnfc caused 
mv desire tc droop and I h id hei e irrn d aw i> to a least of peach 
tarts and c leain 1 he E psics l(/okf d disc oncei ted but vti \ so in 
perked up 1 summoned ill the twcnt> hiien< < f thi on c i i 
eluding the sweet Iqpcd iiln>sy eh nned Jarlinet into mv lesir 
lected I leseiia All i ec n ider ible e' minafion dUr much 
flaltcting <ir h uncli^ and iicck^ I chose a golden (rrekhen a 
pale AndaliiNian and a black belle from Nt w Oilcans 1 he hand 
maid* pounced upon them like p trd ind h ivinj, empt smed dK m 
A^ith not unlcshian tcsi turned Ine three r ither mclarivl olv ma^c 
ovei ‘o me riii towel given me to wipe oft the it tliat ti 
mv 1 icf and stunv my eves could have t‘ccn i leaner I r used my 
vcncc 1 had the reluelani iceuised Cisemenl wienehed wi Je open 
A Iniry had got 'tuck m trie mud of a torbiddcn and unfinuhcd 
load and its groans and exertions dissipated the hizaiic gloom 
Only one ol the mils ^tung me right in the soul, but 1 went tlnough 
all three of them gnnilv and leisurely ‘changing mounts m mid- 
stream (t nc s ads ICC) befoic ending every time in the grip of the 
ardent Ardillusian, who ^^aid a> we patted aftci one last spasm 
(although non-eiotn ehitcliat was against the rules), tlia< her 
father had constructed the .winuningpool on thee:>tateof Demon 
Veen « cousin 

It was now all over The loriy had gone or had drowned, and 
trie was a skeleton in the most expensive comer of the Lx 
cemetery ( But then, all cemeteries are ex, remarked a jovial 
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* Protestant’ priest), between an anonymous alpinist and my 
stillborn double. 

Cherry, the only lad in our next f American) floramor, a little 
Salopian of eleven or twelve, looked so amusing with his copper 
curls, dreamy eyes and elfin cheekbones that two exceptionally 
sportive courtesans, entertaining Van, prevailed upon him one 
night to try the boy. Their joint efforts failed, however, to arouse 
the pretty catamite, who had been exhausted by too many recent 
engagements. His girlish crupper proved sadly defaced by the 
varicolored imprints of bestial clawings and flesh-twistings; but 
.vorst of all, the little fellow could not disguise a slate of acute 
indigestion, marked by unappetizing dysenteric symptoms that 
coated Ins lovei’s shaft with mustard and blood, the result, no 
doubt, of eating too many green apples. Eventual ly, he had to 
he destroyed or given away. 

Generally speaking, the adjunctnni of boys had to be discon- 
tinued A lamous FVencli floramor was never the same afiei the 
harl of Lrmgburn discovered his kidnapped son, a green-eyed 
frail faunict, being examined by a veterinary whom the harl shot 
dead by mistake. 

In 1905 a glancing blow was dealt Villa Venus from another 
quarter The personage we have called Ritcov or Vrotic had been 
induced by the ailings of age to withdraw his patronage. How- 
ever, one night he suddenly arrived, looking again as ruddy as the 
piove» bial fiddle; but after tiic entire staff of his favorite floramor 
near Bath had v\orkcd in van* on him till an nonic Hesperus rose 
in a milkman's humdium sky. the wictched ■;ovcrcign of oiic-half 
of the globe called for the Shell Pink Book, wrote in it a line that 
Seneca had once composed* 

suhiidunf monies ei jUQn celsa nmnt, 

- and departed, sveeping About the same time a respectable 
Lesbian who conducted a Villa Venus at Souvenir, the beautiful 
Missouri spa, throttled with her own hands (she had been a 
Russian weighllifter) two of her most beautiful and valuable 
charges. It was ail rather sad. 

When the deterioration of the club set in, it proceeded with 
amazing rapidity along several unconnected lines. Girls of flaw- 
less pedigree turned out to be wanted by the police as the 'molls’ 
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of bandits with grotesque jaws, or to have been criminals them- 
selves. Corrupt physicians passed faded blondes who had had 
half a dozen children, some of them being already prepared to 
enter ’•emote floramors themselves. Cosmeticians of genius 
restored forty-year-old matrons to look and smell like schoolgirls 
at their first prom. Highborn gentlemen, magistrates of radiant 
integrity, mild-mannered scholars, proved to be such violent 
copulators that some of the;** younger victims had to be hos- 
pitalized and removed to ordinary lupanars. The anonymous 
protectors of courtesans bought medical inspectors, and the 
Rajah of Cachou (an impostor) was infected with a venereal 
disease by a (genuine) great-grandniece of Empress Josephine. 
Simultaneously, economic disasters (beyond the financial or 
philosophical ken of invulnerable Van and Demon hut aflccting 
many persons of their set) began to restrict the esthetic assets of 
Villa Venus. Disgusting pimps with obsequious grins disclosing 
gaps in their tawny teeth popped out of rosebushes with illus- 
trated pamphlets, and there were fires and eartliquakes, and 
quite suddenly, out of the hundred original palazzos, only a 
dozen remained, and even those soon sank to the level of stag- 
nant stews, and by 1910 ail the dead of the English cemetery at 
Ex had to be transferred to a common grave. 

Van never regretted liis last visit to one last Villa Venus. A 
cauliflowered candle was rncssily burning in its tin cup {)n the 
window ledge next to the guitar-shaped paper-wrapped bunch 
of long roses for which nobody had troubled to find, O! could 
have found, a vase. On a bed, some way off, lay a pregnant 
woman, smoking, looking up at the smoke mingling its volutes 
with the shadows on the ceiling, one knee raised, one hand 
dreamily .scratching her brown groin. Ear beyond her, a door 
standing ajar gave on what appeared to be a moonlit gallery hut 
was really an abandoned, half-demolished, vast reception room 
with a broken outer wall, zigzag fissures in the floor, and the 
black ghost of a gaping grand piano, emitting, as if all by itself, 
spooky glissando twangs in the middle of the night. Through a 
great rip in the marblei/ed brick and plaster, the naked sea, not 
seen but heard as a panting space separated from time, dully 
boomed, dully withdrew its platter of pebbles, and, with the 
crumbling sounds, indolent gusts of warm wind reached the 
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unwdlled looms, disturbing the volutes of shadow above the 
woman, and a bit of dirty fluff that had drifted down onto her 
pale belly, and even the reflection of the candle m a ciacked pane 
of the bluish casement Beneath it, on a rump-ticHing coarse couch, 
V m reclined, pouting pensively, pensively caressing the pretty 
head on his chest, flooded by the black hair of a mu^h younger 
sisUr or cousin of the wretched floiinda on the tumbled bed 
The child a eves weic closed and whenevf r he kissed then moist 
convex lids the rhvthmic motion ol licr blind bi east‘s changed 
or stopped alK'gether and was picsentlv icsumed 

He was thirst>, but the chimpagnc he had bought with the 
soltiv ru tling loses, remained sealeii and he had not the heart 
to remoNC the Mh> dear head tiom his bica>>t so as to begin 
working on the explosive bottle He hid londled and loulcd lier 
many limes in the course of the last ten days, but was not suie 
il hei name wa*- i alK Adoia evmbodv maintained «he, 
and tlu (»ther mrl and a third one U\ indid>erMrU, Pnnet >s 
KtHhurin) who se* med to hAc been horn in the faded bathing 
suit <hc ncvi r v.haim cl and woidd die ir no do bt 1 efoa reach- 
ing ma)onl> or the icall> w(»ld wmlc»‘ on the beucli mattress 
which she wa inoaniup on now in her drugged di/e And if 
the child really was called Ad(>ra then what was she ^ - not 
Rumanian, not Dalnatiu'', mil Sicilian not lush, though an 
ev.ho ol biopuc coulii be disccincd in her broken but not loo 
lo^eign I ngiish Wa^ she ikver or ‘ourteen al me /st fifteen per- 
haps ^ Was r icall> her bu idi> thi‘ Uvents-firsl Inly, 
mrutccn-lou» <jr eiglil or even sevcial Vwars laler, on a rocky 
MediferMnem pcn'nsula"' 

A vt*v distant church clock Tuver ludible cxccpi i» night, 
clanged twice and added x quaitei 

"Smonhtanui la secamh/a munihied the bawd on the bed in 
the local dialect tliat Van understood better than Ililian The 
cbi'd in his arms stiricd and he pulled his opcia cloak over her 
In the grease reeking darkness a faint pattern of rnoonhght estab- 
lished ft sell on the stone floor, neai hi forevei discarded half- 
mask lying there and his pump-shod toot It was not Ardis, it 
was not the library, it was not even a human room, but merely 
the squalid recess wheie the bouncer had slept befoie going back 
to his Rugbv-coaching job at a public school somewhere in 

281 



England. The giand piano in the otherwise bare hall seemed to 
be playing all by itself but actually was being rippled by rats in 
quest of the suctulent refuse placed there by the maid who 
fancied a bit ol music when her canceled womb roused her 
before dawn with Us hrU familiar stab The ruinous Villa no 
longer boie an> re'^mblance to Erie’s ‘oigani/cd dieam, but 
the soft little creature in Van’s desperate giasp was Ada. 


4 


What are dreams ’ ^ landuni scqutiict oi .cencs, Iruial or ir 
vidtiL or stitic, fanlaslic or famUiai, tciturinu more or Ic s 
plausible event j patched up with iiousqu* details ind rocaslinc 
dead people in new s( ‘tings 

In icMCwinf the more or less nienioiablt rlrturus 1 lu\e luid 
during iht lajl nine derados I can das^ify them o\ jhjcc* maMcr 
into -.tvei d eatcconc' am >ru wimh t\n) ^urfl^a ‘he otntr in 
genetic distimtivcnes Tlrerr ire the pioiL> loui) clream and 
thtfw cue the erotic ones Tn mv twentre the fii occinu J 

about as fiequemlv lire second, and both had their intro- 
du‘ torv eounteipait* rnsomrui vonditioned cither by the o\er 
flow of ten hours of v^ocaiioual '\o«-K nr by llic men oi\ ot Ardrs 
that 1 thi» n in niy dav had maddeningly jevi^cd After work ! 
batded agaiiet the might id the mind set ihc '.ticam o* eoiu- 
position, the force of the phrase demanding to be formed eoulu 
n )1 be Uopped for hou;> 1 1 darkness and diseonifoit arid when 
some result had been aefiieved, ihc current still huiumod vin and 
on behind tiie wai*, tven if 1 locked up my hiain bs an act ef 
Self h>pnosi. (plan will or pill could n(» longer help) within 
some other image or meditation but not Ardis, not Ada for 
that would mean drowning in a cataract of worse wakefulness, 
with lage and reeiel dcsiic and despair sweeping me into an 
abvs*^ wliere sheer physical extenuation stunned me ai last witii 
sleep 

In the professional dreams that especially obsessed me when 
1 worked on my earliest fiction, and pleadec’ ab)cctly with a very 
frail muse (’kneeling and wringing my hands’ like the dusty- 
282 



trousered Marmlad before his Marmlady in Dickens), I might 
see for example that I was correcting galle> pi oofs but that some- 
how (the great ‘somehow’ ol dreams’) the book had already 
come out, had come out liteially, being pioflcred to me by a 
human hand tiom the wastepapei basket in its perfect, and 
dreadfully imperfect, stage - with a typo on everv page, such as 
the snide ‘bitterly' instead ol butterfly’ and the meaningless 
‘nuclcai’ instead of ‘unclear’ Oi I would be hurrying to a 
readmes I had to give - would led c^aspciated bv the sight of 
the tiaflic iind people blocking mv vay and then rcali/e with 
s dden leliel that all I had to do ^va* to stifle out the phrase 
‘ciowded sliect' m my manustiipl What 1 might designate as 
‘sk>scape (not skysuape, js two-ihiids ot the class sill prob- 
abl\ lake it down) d* earns belongs to a subdivision oi my 
vocational visions, or peihaps may icprcsent a pictacc to them, 
to» It w i' in niv early pubescence that haifll> a night would 
pas vMlhoul some old oi ic tnt wal'Ctinic impiession s estab- 
lisIiM L» a soft deep link with my stiil-miPcd genius (lor we are 
van, rhvming with and indeed ognirviiig ‘one’ m Marina’s 
douifle vou lcs‘ dccp-vowcic 1 Russian pionun< lation) The 
puscnic Ol promise ol ait in that k.nd ol dicim would tome 
ir tlic im<igc of an oveiuist ^ky with a manilokl hning of cloud, 
a motionless but ’K»petul white, a hopeless but gliding giay, 
showing artistic «gn'> of clta»iia» and p'^escnily the glow ol a 
pale sun crew Ihuiugh the leaner layer only to be recow led by 
the Scud lor ’ was not vet ic* K 

Allied to the piotcssional ami vocational dreams arc ‘dim- 
doom v.sions fatidic-sign nightmaies, thdamic calamities, men- 
acing riddles Not inirequciulv the mciiavc is well concealed, 
and the mnc'cent incident will turn out to pcisscss, it jotted down 
and looked up later th>. kind o’ piccognitive flavor that Dunne 
has explained by the action of reverse memoiv', but tor the 
moment I am not going to enlarge upon the uncanny element 
particular to dreams bevond observing that son.o law ol logic 
should fix the number of comcrdciiccs, n a given dom*iin, after 
which they cease to be coincidences, and form, instead, the Irving 
organism of a new truth (‘Tell me,’ savs Osberg's Irtlie gflana to 
the Moors, El Moteld and Ramera, ‘what is the precise minimum 
of hairs on a body that allows one to call it ‘hairy’?). 


283 



Between the dim-doom and the poignantly sensual, 1 would 
place ‘melts' of erotic tenderness and heart-rending enchant- 
ment, chance frolements of anonymous girls at vague parties, 
half-smiles of appeal or submission - forerunners or echoes of 
the agonizing dreams of regret when series of receding Adas 
faded away in silent reproach; and tears, even hotter than those 
1 would shed in waking life shook and scalded poor Van, and 
were remembered at odd moments for days and weeks. 

Van’s sexual dreams are embarrassing to describe in a family 
chronicle that the very young may perhaps read after a very old 
man’s death. Two samples, more or less euphemistically worded, 
should suflice. In an intricate arrangement of thematic recollec- 
tions and automatic phantasmata. Aqua impersonating Marina 
or Marina madc-up to look like Aqua, arrives to inform Van, 
joyfully, that Ada has just been delivered of a girl-chiid whom 
he IS about to know carnally on a hard garden bench vvhilc under 
a nearby pine, his father, or his dress-coated mother, is trying 
to make a transatlantic call for an ambulance to be sent from 
Vcncc at once. Another dream, recurring in#its basic, unmen- 
tionable lorni, since 1888 and well into this century, contained 
an essentially triple and, in a way, tribadic, idea. Bad Ada and 
lew'd Lucette.had found a ripe, very ripe ear of Indian corn. 
Ada held it at both ends as if it were a mouth organ and now it 
was an organ, and she moved her parted lips along it, vainishmg 
its shaft, and w'hile she was making it trill and moan, Lucelle's 
mouth engulfed its extremity. The two sisicrs' avid lovely young 
faces were now' close together, doleful and wistful in their slow, 
almost languid play, their tongues meeting in Hicks of lire and 
curling back again, their tumbled iiair, red-bron/e and black- 
bronze, delightfully commingling and their sleek hindquarters 
lifted high as they slaked their thirst in the pool of his blood. 

f have some notes here on the general character of dreams. 
One puzzling feature is the multitude of perfect strangers with 
clear features, but never seen again, accompanying, meeting, 
welcoming me, pestering me with long tedious talcs about other 
strangers all this in localities familiar to me and in the midst of 
people, deceased or living, whom I knew well; or the curious 
tricks of an agent of Chronos - a very exa^t clock-time aware- 
ness, with all the pangs (possibly full-bladder pangs in disguise) 
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of not getting somewhere in time, and with that dock hand before 
me, numcncdlly meaningful, mechanically plausible, but com- 
bined and that is the curious part - with an extremely hdz>, 
haidly existing passing ol-time feeling (this theme I will also 
ic erve for a later chapter) All di earns are afiected by the 
experiences and impressions ot the present as well as by memories 
of childhood all reflect in images or sensations a diaft, a light, 
a Mch meal or a grave internal disordti Perhaps the most t>pical 
Iran ot practically all dreams, unirnpoitant or poitentous and 
this despite the presence, in stictches or patches, of fairly logical 
(v ithin special limits) cogitation and awaieness (ollcn absurd) 
of dream-past events should be understood b> my students as 
a dismal weakening ol the intellectual faculties ol the dreamer, 
who IS not rcal!> shocked to run into a long-dead fiicnd At his 
be I the drcamei wears scnii-opaqut hlinktr’^ at hi^ worst he's 
an imhcr lie The cla > nS9l, 1892, 189^ 1894, el cct^'ia) will 
caicl'ill^ note (rustle ot hhicbooks) that owing to their very 
nature to that mei lal mcdiocr ly* and bumble Ireams cannot 
\icki anv scmblan,,e ot inorahtv ot svmool or allegoiv or Greek 
nivih unle^' naluialK llu difamci is i fjrect or a mythicist 
Mctamoi phoscs in dreams arc as common as metaphors m 
pcetry \ wiiter who likens, ^av the fact of imaginations 
weakening less rapidly tlun memory, to the lead of a pencil 
getting used up nioie siOwG than ns ciasing end ^ conipning 
two leal, c jncictt existing things Do you want nit to repeat 
that ’ (cries ol ves* ye^’ ) Well me pencil I ni holding iS still 
con\cnicntl> long though it hco scived me a lot, but iP rubber 
cap IS pi icticallv erased by rht veiy actio i it lias been performing 
too many times My muigination i stil strc>ne: and serviceable 
but ni> mcmoiy is «elling shorter and shoiter I conioare that 
real experience to the conchlion this i ^al commonplace object. 
Neither is a symbol of the other SimilarK, when a teashop 
humorist says that a little conical titbit with a comical cheir> on 
top lescmbles this or that (litters m the audience; he s turning 
a pink cake into i pink hi east (fempestuc ms laughter) in a fiaise- 
like Irill or fulled phrase (silence) Both objects are real, they 
are not interchangeable, not tokens of something else, say, of 
Walter Raleigh’s decapitated tiunk still topped bv the image of 
his wctniirse (one lone chuckle) Now the mistake - the lewd, 
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ludicrous and vulgar mistake of the Signy-Mondieu analysts 
consists in their regarding a real object, a pompon, say, or a 
pumpkin (actually seen in a dream by the patient) as a significant 
abstraction of the real object, as a bumpkin’s bonbon or one-half 
of the bust if you see what I mean (scattered giggles). There can 
be no emblem or parable in a village idiot’s hallucinations or 
in last night's dream of any of us in this hall. In those ran- 
dom visions nothing - underscore ‘nothing’ (grating sound 
of horizontal strokes) - can be construed as allowing itself to 
be deciphered by a witch doctor who can then cure a madman 
or give comfort to a killer by laying the blame on a too fond, too 
fiendish or too indifferent parent - secret festerings that the 
foster quack feigns to heal by expensive confession fests (laughter 
and applause). 


5 


Van spent the fall term of 1892 at Kingston University, Mavne, 
where there was a first-rate madhouse, as well as a famous 
Department of Terrapy, and where he now went back t('‘ one 
of his old projects, which turned on the Idea of Dimension & 
Dementia (‘You will “stiirb," Van, with an allilcralii>rj on your 
lips,’ jested old Rattncr, resident pessimist of genius, for whom 
life w'as only a 'disturbance’ in the ratlnerlerological order of 
things - from ^nertows^" not " terra'). 

Van Veen [as also, in his small way, the editor of Ada] liked 
to change his abode at the end of a section or chapter or even 
paragraph, and he had almost finished a difficult bit dealing 
with (he divorce between time and the contents of time (such 
as action on matter, in space, and tfie nature of space itself) and 
was contemplating moving to Manhattan (that kind of switch 
being a reflection of mental rubrication rather than a concession 
to some farcical ‘influence of environment’ endorsed by Marx 
phe, the popular author of ‘historical’ plays), when he received 
an unexpected dorophone call which for a moment aifected 
violently his entire pulmonary and systemu circulation. 

Nobody, not even his father, knew that Van had recently 
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bought Cordiila’s penthouse apartment between Manhattan's 
Library and Park. Besides its being the perfect place to work in, 
with that terrace of scholaily seclusion suspended in a celestial 
void, and that noisy but convenient city lapping lielow at the 
base of his mind’s invulnerable rock, it was, in fashionable par- 
lance, a ‘bachelor's folly’ where he could secretly entertain any 
girl 01 girls he pleased. (One of them dubbed it ‘your wing 
a terre'). But he was still in his rather dingy Chose-likc rooms 
at Kingston when he consented to Liicette's visiting him on that 
bright Novemlier afternoon. 

He had nut seen hei since 1888 In the fall of 1891 she had 
sent him from California a rambling, indecent, cra/.y, almost 
savage declaration of love m a ten-page letter, which shall not 
be discussed in this memoir [See, however, a little faither Ld.]. 
At present, she was studying the History of Art (‘the second- 
rater's last refuge,' she said) in nearby Queenston College for 
Glamorous and Clupovatih (‘dumb') Coils When she rang him 
up and pleaded for an interview fin a new, daiker voice, agoniz- 
ingly resembling Ada's), she intimated thai she was bunging him 
an irnpouant message He suspected it would be yet another 
indallmeiit of hci uniegiiitcd passion but he also felt that her 
VI ut would touch oil mteriial fires 

As he awaited her, walking the whole length of his bi own- 
car pelcd suite and back again, now contemplating the emblazed 
trees, that defied the season, thiough the northeast casement at 
tlie end of the passage, then rtiurning to the sitting room which 
gave on sun-boidered (irecncloth C ouit, he kept fighting Ardis 
and Its orchaids and orchids, braving himself for the ordeal, 
w'ondrnng it he should not cancel her visit, or have his man 
convey his apologies for tlie suddenness of an unavoidable de- 
parture, but knowing all the time he would go through with it. 
With Lucette herself, he was only obliquely concerned* she in- 
habited this or that dapple of drifting sunlight, but could not be 
wholly dismissed with the rest ol sun-flecked Ardis He recalled, 
in passing, the sweetness in his lap, her ind little bottom, her 
piasine eyes as she turned toward him and the recx'ding load. 
Casually he wondered whether she had become fat and freckled, 
or had joined the graceful Zcmski group of nymphs. He had left 
the parlor door that opened on the landing slightly ajar, but 
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somehow missed the sound of her high heels on the stairs (or 
did not distinguish them from his heartbeats) while he was m 
the middle of his twentieth trudge ‘back to the ardors and 
arbors* Eros^/w? prend sou iswt f ^rts that our marblcr> harbors 
El os, the rose and the soie ’ 1 am ill at these numbers, but e'en 
rhymery is easier ‘than confuting the past in mute prose ' Who 
wrote that*' Voltirnand or Voltcmand ^ Or the Burning Swine? 
A pest on his anapest* ‘All our old loves are corpses or wucs ’ 
All our sonow*: are virgins or whotes 
A black beai with bnyjht lusset locks (the sun had reached its 
hr St parloi window) stood awaiting him Yes the Z gene had 
won She was slim and strange Her green eyes had grown M 
sixteen she looked considerably more dissolute than hei s^ter h«id 
seemed at that fatal ige She wore black and no hat 

‘M\ joy {moya tadost ), said Lucclte - just like that, he had 
expected moie tormalirv al! in ill he had hardlv known ht r lx 
loic except a\ ai* embered embryo 

i:\es 'twimming coral n(»strils distended, ko n^ruth pciiloi.^l) 
discic"-mg her tonuue and teeth in a pripuiatmv halt-open sxew 
(tame animal signaling bv that daiit llit stmblai‘cc ot a >olt bite) 
she advanced in the cla/e of a commencing tiance or a»i unfoldmi* 
caress rhe iiuioia v ho knojvs ( Jn knew), (>t a new life for bi4h 
‘( hcckhone Van vamed the young lady 
‘Yoa prelci sAl/c //A./ ( little skeleloiiN) she muonured a Van 
applied light lips (whi».h had suddenlv become even diicr thin 
usual) to his hah sister’ i hoi hard pommette He could ruU help 
iiihaling I'neflN her Otgi smart, though deci<lcdl\ () tphish, 
perfume and, ihiough it the flariie of lict Little l-ai(n.S'>e he 
and the other said when thev ehose to empnson liei in bath 
water Yes, vei> neivous and fragiaut Indian summer too sultry 
fc'i furs The cro^s {kfcsi) of the best groomed redhead irouve) 
Its four burning ends Because one can t stioke (as he did now) 
the upper copper without imagining at on^c the lowei fox eub 
and the paired embcis 

‘This is where he lives,’ site said, looking around, turning 
aiound, as he helped her with wonder and soirow out of her soft, 
deep, dark coat, side-thinkmg (he liked furs) sea bear (konk^ 
No, desman (vthuhor) Assistant Van admire 1 her elegant slender 
ness, the gray tailor-made suit, the smoky fichu and as it wafted 
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away, her long white neck. Take your jacket off, he said or 
thought he said (standing with extended hands, in his charcoal 
suit, spontaneous combustion, in his bleak parlor, in the bleak 
house anglophilically named Voltemand Hall at Kingston Uni- 
vt^rsily, fall term 1892, around four p.m.). 

‘1 think ril take off my jacket,’ she said with the usual flitting 
frown of feminine fuss that fits the ‘thought.’ ‘You’ve got cen- 
tral heating; we girls have tiny fireplaces." 

She threw it off, revealing a sleeveless frilly white blouse. She 
raised her arms to pass her fingers through her bright curls, and 
he saw the expected bright hollows. 

Van said, ‘All three casementb powtant are open and can open 
wider; but they can do it only westward and that green yard down 
below is the evening sun’s praying rug, which makes this room 
even wanner. Terrible for a window not to be able to turn its 
paralyzed embrasure and see what’s on the other side of the 
iiousc.' 

C>nce a Veen, always a Veen. 

She untlicked her black-silk handhag, fished out a handker- 
chief and, leaving the gaping bag on the edge of ♦he sideboard, 
went to the farthest window and stood theie, her fragile shoulders 
shaking unbearably. 

Van noticed a long, blue, violet-scaled envelope protruding 
from the bag, 

‘Lucette, don’t cry That’s too easy.’ 

She walked back, dabbing her nose, curbing her childishly 
humid sniffs, still h(.»oing fur the decisive embrace. 

‘Here’s some brandy,’ he said. ‘Sit d >wn. Where’s the rest of 
the family?’ 

She returned the balled handkerchief of many an old romance 
to her hag, which, however, remained unclosed. Chows, too, have 
blue tongues. 

‘Mamma dwells in her private Samsara. Dad has had another 
stroke. Sis is revisiting Aidis.’ 

‘Sis! Cessc^ Lnccttc! We don’t want an. haby serpents around.’ 

‘This baby serpent does not quite know what tone to take with 
Dr V. V. Sector. You have not changed one bit, my pale darling, 
except that you look like a ghost in need of a shave without your 
summer Ghmz* 


A. -13 
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And summer Model He noticed that the letter, in its long blue 
envelope, lay now on the mahogany sideboard He stood in the 
middle of the parlor, rubbing his forehead, not daring, not dar- 
ing, because it was Ada’s notepapcr. 

‘Like some tea*” 

She shook her head ‘1 can’t stay long Besides, you said some- 
thing about a busy day over the phone One can l help being 
dreadfully busy after four absolutely blank years’ (he would 
start sobbing too if she did not stop) 

‘Yes I don’t know 1 have an appointment aiound six ’ 

Two ideas were locked up in a slow dance a mechanical 
menuet, with bows and curtseys one was ‘Wc-ha c-so much to 
say’, the other was * We have absolutely nothing to say ' But that 
sort of thing can change in one instant 
‘Yes, I have to see Rattnei at six thirty,’ murmured Van, con- 
sulting a caicndai he did not see 
‘Rattntr on Terra’’ eiiculated I uceite ‘Vm is icidmg 
Rattner on T erra Pet muot never, nevei disturb him and me when 
we aie reading Rattiici ’’ 

‘I implore my dear, no impcisonations Let us not transfornri 
a pleasant reunion into mutual tortuic 
What was she doing QueensUm > She had told I urn before 
Of course Tough couise*^ No Oh 1 loni time to lime both kept 
glancing askance at the Icttci to see if it was behaving itself - not 
dangling its legs not picking its ncjse. 

Retui n It scaled ’ 

‘Tell Rattner, she said gulping down her third brandv as 
simply as it it were tcchnicolorcd watei fell him (the liquor was 
loosening her pretty viper tongut) 

(Viper‘s Lucette*^ Mv dead dear dailing*^) 

‘Tell him that when in the old days you and Ada 
The name yawned like a black doorway then the door banged 
left me tor him, and then came back, 1 knew every time that 
you vsyo sdclali (had appeased your lust, had allayed youi fiit) ’ 
‘One remembers those little things much too clear Iv Lucette 
Please, stop ’ 

‘One remembers. Van, those little things much more clearly 
than the big fatal ones As for example the Jothes you wore at 
any given moment, at a generously given moment, with the sun 
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on the chairs and the floor I was practically naked, of course, be- 
ing a neutral pure little child But she >\ore a boy's shirt and a 
short skirt, and all you had on weie those wrinkled, soiled shorts, 
shorter because wrinkled, and they smelled as they always did 
a^tei you’d been on Terra with Ada, with Rattner on Ada, with 
Ada on Antiterra in Ardis Forest - oh, they positive!) stank, you 
know, your little shorts of lavendered Ada, and her catfood, and 
your caked algarroba** 

Should that letter, now next to the brandy, listen to all this ? 
Was U from Ada after all (there w<is no address)*^ Because it was 
Liicette s mad, shocking letter cf love that ^^as doing the talking 
‘Van, it will make >oi» smile [thus in the ms Ld J 
‘Van ’ said 1 ucette it will make you smile (it did not that 
predietion is seldom fuihlkd) but if vou posed the fimous Van 
Question, I would answer in the affirmative ’ 

Wliat he had asked little ( ordula In tha^ bookshop behind the 
revolving p'lperbacks’ ^tand fhe ijitamila Ow Ladiius Citchv 
Cluhts Six Pricks The Bihk Unabudi^cd, tou\et ^Ihe 

^uhituila He was knovn in the In an momk for isking that 
question the verv nrst time he met a vf ung lady 

Oh tubtsuie it was not ci<-v’ In paikui <inton‘obiles and at 
remdy parties, thrusts had to be parried, advances fought oft^ 
\nd only last winter, on the Itilian Pivitii, there was a yoiing- 
stei of loiFtccn or fitieen an twfudv pittoeious but teniblv shy 
an i ncuiotic >oupg violini t who reminded Manna of her 
biothu Well toi ilmosi Inct month everv blessed after- 
noon, 1 had him touch me ind i iccmiotated and after tliat 1 
could sleep at last v itbout pills but ‘ ffierwist 1 h ivcn't once 
kissed male epithclia tn all mv lo\e I mean, life look, 1 can 
swear I never have, b> b> N\ilhari Shakespeare’ (extending 
diamatically one hand tow aid a shell with a set ot thick red 
books) 

Hold !ti’ cried Van That’s the CoUeettd Hoiks of talkner- 
mann^ dumped by mv predecessor ’ 

* Pah I ’ uttered Lueetlc 
And, please, don t use that expletive * 

‘P orgive me oh, 1 know, oh, I shan’t ’ 

‘Of course, you know All the same, you are very sweet I’m 
glad you came.’ 
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‘I’ni glad, too,’ she said. ‘But Van! Don’t you dare think I 
“relanced” you to reiterate that I’m madly and miserably in love 
with you and that you can do anything you want with me. If I 
didn’t simply press the button and slip that note into the burning 
slit and cataract away, it was because I had to see you, because 
there is something else you must know, even if it makes you de- 
test and despise Ada and me. OtvratiteVno trudno (it is disgust- 
ingly hard) to explain, especially for a virgin - well, technically, a 
virgin, a kokotische virgin, half poule^ half pueUa. 1 realize the 
privacy of the subject, mysterious matters that one should not 
discuss even with a vaginal brother - mysterious, not merely in 
their moral and mystical aspect 

Uterine ~ but close enough. It certainly came from Lucette’s 
sister. He knew that shade and that shape. ‘That shade of blue, 
that shape of you’ (corny song on the Sonorola). Blue in the fac-c 
from pleading rsvp. 

but also in a direct physical sense. Because, darling Van, in 
that direct physical sense 1 know as much about our Ada as you.’ 

‘fire away,’ said Van. wearily. 

‘She never wrote you About it?’ 

Negative Throat Sound, 

‘Something we used to call Picssing the Spring?’ 

‘Wc?’ 

‘She and I,’ 

N.T.S. 

‘Do you remember Grandmother’s scrutoir between the globe 
and the gueridon? in the library?’ 

‘1 don’t even know what a :>crutoir is; and I do not visualize 
the gueridon.' 

‘But you remember the globe?’ 

Dusty Tartary with Cinderella’s finger rubbing the place where 
the invader would fall. 

* Yes, I do : and a kind of stand with golden dragons painted all 
over it.’ 

‘That’s what I meant by “gueridon.” It was really a Chinese 
stand japanned in red lacquer, and the scrutoir stood in be- 
tween.’ 

‘China or Japan? Make up your mind. And 1 still don’t know 
how your inscrutable looks. 1 mean, looked in 1884 or 1888.’ 
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Scrutoir. Almost as bad as the other with her Blemolopias and 
Molospermas. 

‘Van, Vanichka, we are straying from the main point. The 
point IS that the writing desk or if you like, secretaire 

‘1 hate both, but it stood at the opposite end of the bJack 
divan.’ 

Now mentioned for the first time - though both had been 
tacitly using it as an oricntator or as a right hand painted on a 
transparent signboard that a philosopher’s orbitless eye, a peeled 
hard-boiled egg cruising free, but sensing which of its ends is 
pioximal to an imaginary nose, sees hanging in infinite space; 
whereupon, with Germanic grace, the free e>e sails around the 
glass sign and sees a left hand shining through - the solu- 

tion' (Bernard said six-thirty but I may be a little late.) The men- 
tal in Van always rimmed the sensuous: unforgettable, roughish, 
villous, Villaviciosa veloui. 

‘Van, you arc dclibcratei> sidetracking the issue -* 

' One can't do that with an issue.’ 

' because at the either enu. at the href end of the Vaniada 
divan - lemcmbcr? - thcie wa^. only the do^cT m which you two 
locked me up at least ten tunes ' 

‘ Nu uzh i de^yat' (exaggeration). Once - and nem more. It had 
a keyless hole as big as Kant's eye. Kant was lamous for his 
cucuinicolor ins ’ 

‘ Well, that secretaire,’ continued Lucette, considering her left 
shoe, hei ver> chic pa ten I deal her G1 iss slioc, as she cros.scd her 
lovely legs, ‘that sccietaire enclosed a folded card table and a top- 
seciet drawer. And yc>u thought, I think, it was crammed with 
our grandmothers love letters, written when she was twelve or 
thirteen. And our Ada knew, oh, she knew, the drawei was there 
but she had foigiittcn how to release the orgasm or whatever it is 
called in card tables and bureaus.’ 

Whatever it is called. 

‘She and I challenged you to find the secret chuvuvilishche 
(sensorium) and make it work. It was tL'* aimmer Belie sprained 
her backside, and wc were left to our own devices, which had long 
lost the partiade in your case and Ada's, but were touchingly pure 
in mine. You groped around, and fell, and felt for the little organ, 
which turned out to be a yielding roundlet in the rosewood under 
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the felt you felt - 1 mean, under the felt you were feeling it was a 
felted thumb spiing, and Ada laughed as the drawer shot out ’ 
‘And It was empty,’ said Van 

‘Not quite it contained a minuscule red pawn that high’ 
(showing Its barleycorn-size with hei finger - above what‘> Above 
Van s wrist) ‘I kept it for luck, 1 must still have it somewhere 
Anyway, the entire incident pre-emblematized, to quote my Pro- 
fessor of Ornament, the depravation of your poor Lucette at four- 
teen m Arizona Belle had returned to Canady, because Vronsky 
had defigured The Doomed Children^ her successor had eloped 
w ith Demon , papa wa<! in the Last maman hardly c\ er came home 
before dawn, the maids joined their lovers at star ri *c, and 1 hated 
to sleep alone in the corner room assigned to me even if 1 did not 
put out the pink night-light ot porcelain vcith the transpaiency 
picture of a lost lamb, because 1 was afraid ot the cougais ind 
snakes’ [quite possibl>, this is not remembered speech but an 
extiact from hei lettei or letters Ed ], whose cues ind rattlinL'^s 
Ada imitated admirably, and I think designedly, in the desert's 
darkness* under my lust llooi window Well [hyc it would >ecni, 
taped speech is rc-turned-un), to make a short otoiy s«^rt ol 
longish ’ 

Old Countess dc Prey s phrase in pra^c of a lame mire in her 
stables in 18fi4, thence passed on her H»n who ptssed it on 
to his girl who parsed it on to her hull sister Tliu indanlls 
reconstructed by Van sitting with tented hands m aicd plu^h 
chair 

I took my pillow to Ada’s bedroom where a similar iiicht- 
light tiansparency thing showed a biond-beaidcd faddist m a 
toweling robe embracing the found lamb The night wa^ oven hot 
and we were stark naked except for a bit ot sticking plaster whcie 
a doctor had stroked and pricked my inn, and she a dream 
of white and black beauty, pout co^mr tme Jraise, touched with 
fraise in four places, a symmetiical queen of hearts ' 

Next moment they grappled and had such delicious fun that 
they knew they would be doing it always together, foi hygienic 
pui poses, when boyless and boiling 
‘She taught me practices I had never imagined,’ confessed 
Lucette in rerun wonder ‘We mterweaved like serpents and 
sobbed like pumas We were Mongolian tumblers, monograms, 
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anagrams, adalucindas. She kissed my krestik while I kissed hers, 
our heads clamped in such odd combinations that Brigitte, a little 
chambermaid who blundered in with her candle, thought for a 
moment, though naughty herself, that we were giving birth 
simultaneously to baby girls, your Ada bringing out me rousse 
and no one's Lucette, une brune Fancy that.’ 

‘Side-splitting,’ said Van. 

‘Oh, it went on practically every night at Marina Ranch, and 
often during siestas; otherwise, m between those vanouissements 
(her expression), or when she and I had the flow, which, believe 
it or not 

‘1 can believe anything,' said Van. 

took place at coincident dates, we were just ordinary sisters, 
exchanging routine nothings, having little in common, she col- 
IcKrting cactuses or running through her lines for the next audition 
in Sterva, and 1 reading a lot, or copying beautiful erotic pictures 
from an album v)f Forbidden Masterpieces that we found, apro- 
in a box of kofsetov < khreuomatiy ^corsets and chresto- 
mathies) which Belle had left behind, and I can assure you, they 
wcic far more realistic than the scroH-painting bv Mong Mong, 
vei> active in 888, a millennium betorp' Ada said it illustrated 
Oiiental calisthenics when 1 found it by chance in the corner of 
one of my ambuscades. So the day passed, and then the star rose, 
and tremendous moths walked on all sixes up the window panes, 
and wc tangled until we fell asleep And that’s when I learnt - 
concluded Lucette, closing he; eyes and making Van squirm by 
reproducing with diabolical accuracy Ada’s demure little whim- 
pel of ultimate bliss. 

At this point, as in a wcll-con^tructe I play larded with comic 
relief, the braj»s campophone buzzed and not only did ihe radi- 
ators start to cluck but the uncapped joda water fizzed in sym- 
pathy. 

Van (crossly); ‘1 don’t understand the first word . . What’s 
that? Uadoree ^ Wait a second’ (to Lucette). ‘Please, stay where 
you arc.' (Lucette whispers a French ci hd word with two ‘p’s.). 
‘Okay’ (pointing toward the corridor). ‘Sorry, Polly. Well, is it 
l*adorie ? No ? Give me the context. Ah - la duree. La duree is not 
... sin on what ? Synonymous with duration. Aha. Sorry again, 
I must stopper that orgiastic soda. Hold the line.’ (Yells down the 
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*cory door/ as they called the long second-floor passage at 
Ardis.) ‘Lucette» let it run over, who cares!’ 

He poured himself another glass of brandy and for a ridiculous 
moment could not remember what the hell he had been - yes, the 
polliphone. 

It had died, but buzzed as soon as he recradled the receiver, and 
Lucette knocked discreetly ^t the same time. 

‘Lflf duree . . . For goodness sake, come in without knocking 
. . . No, Polly, knocking does not concern you - it’s my little 
cousin. All right. La duree is not synonymous with duration, be- 
ing saturated - yes, as in Saturday - with that particular philos- 
opher’s thought. What’s wrong now? You don’t know if it’s 
dorie or dwee?Y>, U, R. I thought you knew French. Oh, 1 see. 
So long. 

‘My typist, a trivial but always available blonde, could not 
make out duree in my quite legible hand because, she says, she 
knows French, but not scientific Fiench.’ 

‘Actually,’ observed Lucette, wiping the long envelope 
which a drop of soda had stained, ‘Bergsoi^is only for very 
young people or very unhappy people, such as tins available 

‘Spotting Bergson,’ said the assistant lecher, ‘rates a B minus 
dans ton petit cas, hardly more. Or shall I reward you with a kiss 
on your krestik - whatever that is?’ 

Wincing and rearranging his legs, our young Vandemonian 
cursed under his breath the condition in which tlie image of the 
four embers of a vixen’s cross had now solidly put him One ol 
the synonyms of ‘condition’ is ‘slate/ and the adjective ‘human’ 
may be construed as ‘manly’ (since L’Humanitc means ‘Man- 
kind’!), and that’s how, my dears, Lowden recently translated 
the title of the malheureux Pompier’s cheap novel La Condition 
HumainCy wheiein, incidentally, the tenn ‘Vandemonian’ is 
hilariously glossed as ^Koulak tasmanien d'origme hollandaise,^ 
Kick her out before it is too late. 

‘If you are serious,’ said Lucette, passing her tongue over her 
lips and slitting her darkening eyes, ‘then, my darling, you can do 
it now. But if you are making fun of me, then you’re an abomin- 
ably cruel Vandemonian.’ 

‘Come, come, Lucette, it means “little cross” in Russian, that’s 
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all, what else ? Is it some amulet ? You mentioned just now a little 
led stud or pawn Is it something you wear, or used to wear, on a 
chainlet round your neck a small acorn of coral, the glandulella 
of vestals in ancient Rume*^ What’s the matter, my dear‘s’ 

Still watching him nairowly, ‘I’ll take a chance,’ she said ‘I’ll 
explain it, though it's just one of our sister’s “tender-turret” 
words and I thought you weie familiar with hei vocabulary ’ 
‘Oh, I know ’ cried Van (quivering with evil sarcasm, boiling 
with m>stejious lage, taking it out on the redhaired scapegoat- 
ling, naive Lur ctte, whose only crime was to be suffused with the 
, lantasinata of the others innuinciablc lips) Of course I re- 
member now A foul taint in the singulai can be a sacred mark in 
ffic plural You arc referring of roursc to the stigmata between 
the c>cbrows of pure Mtkiv vounp nun*- whom priests had over- 
anoinled there and elsewhere with Lro*'S-like stroke^ of the 
niMiheidbol brush ’ 

No It s much sintplcr ’ stid patuni I ucette ‘Let’s go back to 
the iibrarv where you found tlut htlle tning ^till erect in Us 
drawer - 

7 for Zcmski As I liad hoped you do resemble Dolly, still 
ji* her I'rctfy panh Ict^ h(»iding a Fie nish pink in the library 
Pvntiail above her m^c^utdble 

‘No, no, »a!d Lucclte, that indifferent oil presided over your 
studies and romps it the other i nd, next to tnc closet, above a 
gl 7ed nookcdse ’ 

When will thi-» torture end I ean’t veo open the letter in 
front of her and read it ak»ud fo^ the benefit of the audience I 
have not art to reckon m\ groans 

One day, in the libi irv kneeling on a yellow cushion placed 
on a C hippcndale chair bttoie an oval table on lion claws -* 
ffhe epithetic tone strongly suggests that this speech has an 
cpi tol iry source Ld J 

I got stuck with -vix Btahsiahen in the* last ’^ound of a Flavita 
game Mind vou, 1 was eight and had not studied anatomy, but 
VNas doing my poor little best to keep up wi»h two underkmder 
You examined and hngcred m> groove and quickl> redistributed 
the haphazard sequence which made, say, likrot or kotikl 
and Ada flooded us both with her raven silks as she looked over 
our heads, and when you had completed the rearrangement, you 
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and she came simultaneously, si je puis le mettre comme 
(Canady French), came falling on the black carpet in a paroxysm 
of incomprehensible merriment; so finally I quietly composed 
ROT Ik (‘little mouth’) and was left with my own cheap initial. I 
hope I’ve thoroughly got you mixed up, Van, because la plus hide 
fil/e au monde peut donner beaucoup plus qu'elle n and now let us 
say adieu, yours ever.’ 

‘Whilst the machine is to iiim/ murmured Van. 

‘Hamlet,’ said the assistant lecturer’s brightest student. 

‘Okay, okay,’ replied lier and his tormentor, 'but, you know, 
a medically minded English Scrabbler, having two more letters to 
cope with, could make, for example, siircoil, i well-known, 
sweat-gland stimulant, or citroils, which grooms use for 
rubbing fillies.’ 

‘Please stop, Vandemonian,’ she moaned. ‘Read her letter and 
bring me my coat ’ 

But he continued, his features working: 

‘Fm amazed! I never imagined that a hand-reared scion of 
Scandinavian kings. Rus >ian grand princes andjnsh barons could 
use the language of the pr<.»verbial gutter. Yes, you’re rigln, you 
behave as a cocotte, Lucctlc.’ 

In sad meditation Lucette said. ‘As a rejected cocotte. Van.* 

‘O moya dushen^ka (my dear daihng),’ cried Van, struck by his 
own coarseness and cruelty. ‘Please, forgive me! I’m a sicK man. 
Fve been suffering for these last four year, fiom consanguineo- 
canceroformia - a mysterious disease dcsciibed by Coniglieilo. 
Don't put yout little cold hand on my paw - that could only 
hasten your end and mine On with your >tory.’ 

‘Well, aftei leaching me simple exercises for one hand that 
I could practice alone, cruel Ada abandoned me. True, wc never 
really stopped doing it together every now and then - in the 
ranchito of some acquaintances after a party, in a white saloon 
she was teaching me to drive, in the sleeping car tearing across the 
prairie, at sad, sad Ardis wheie I spent one night with her before 
coming to Queenston. Oh, I love her hands. Van, because they 
have the same rodinka (small birthmark), because the fingers arc 
so long, because, in fact, they are Van’s in a reducing mirror, in 
tender diminutive, v laskatcVnoy forme^ (the talk - as so often 
happened at emotional moments in the Veen-Zemski branch of 
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that strange family, the noblest in Estotiland, the grandest on 
Antiterra - was speckled with Russian, an effect not too con- 
sistently reproduced in this chapter ~ the readers are restless 
tonight). 

‘She abandoned me,’ continued Lucette, tchucking on one side 
of the mouth and smoothing up and down with an abstract palm 
her flesh-pale stocking, ‘Yes, she started a rather sad little affair 
with Johnny, a young star from Fuerteventura, c*est dans la 
famille, her exact odnoletok (coeval), practically her twin in 
appearance, born the same year, the same day, the same instant 

That was a mistake on silly Lucette's part. 

‘Ah, that cannot be,' interrupted morose Van and after rocking 
this side and that with clenched hands and furrowed brow (how 
one would like to appiy a boiling-water-soaked [VaUebamch^ as 
poor Rack used to call her limp arpeggiation, to that ripe pimple 
on his right temple), ‘that simply cannot be. No damned twin 
can do that. Not even those seen by Briintte, a cute little number 
I imagine, with that candle flame flirting with her exposed nipples. 
The usual difference in age between twins’ - he went on in a 
madman's voice so well controlled that it sounded overpcdantic - 
‘ IS seldom less than a quarter ot an hour, the time a working womb 
needs to rest and relax with a woman’s magazine, before resuming 
its rather unappetizing contractions. In very rare cases, when the 
niuinx just goes on pegging away automatically, the doctor can 
take advantage of that and ease out the second brat who then 
can he considered to be, sa> three minutes younger, which in 
dynastic happy events - doubly happy events - with ail Egypt 
agog - may he, and has been, even more important than in a 
marathon finish. But the creatures, m matter how numerous, 
never come out d la quvue4eu-leu, “Simultaneous twins” is a 
contradiction in terms.’ 

"Nu uzh ne znayu (well, I don't know),’ muttered l.ucette 
(echoing faithfully her mother's drear> intonation in that phrase, 
which seemingly implied an admission of error ignorance, 
but tended somehow - owing to a hard.y •f'rceptible nod of con- 
descension rather than consent - to dull and dilute the truth of 
her interlocutor's corrective retort). 

‘I only meant,’ she continued, ‘that he was a handsome 
Hispano-Irish boy, dark and pale, and people mistook them 
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for twins. I did not say they were really twins. Or “driblets.” 

Driblets? Dnblets? Now who pronounced it that way? Who? 
Who ? A dripping ewes-dropper in a dream ? Did the orphans live V 
But we must listen to Lucettc. 

‘After a year or so she found out that an old pederast kept him 
and she dismissed him, and he shot himself on a beach at high 
tide but surfers and surgeons saved him, and now his brain is 
damaged; he will never be able to speak.' 

‘One can always fall back on mutes,' said Van gloomily. ‘He 
could act the speechless eunuch in “Stambul, my bulbul" or the 
stable boy disguised as a kennel girl who brings a letter.* 

‘Van, I’m bormg you?’ 

‘Oh, nonsense, it’s a gripping and palpitating little case histoiy * 

Because that was really not bad. bringing down three in as 
many years - besides winging a fourth. Jolly good shot - Adiana! 
Wonder whom she’ll bag next. 

‘You must not press me for the details of our sweet ton id and 
horrid nights together, before and between that poor guy and liic 
next intruder. If my skin were a canvas and hei^lips a brush, not 
an inch of me would have remained unpainted and vice vcisa. 
Are you horrified, Van*' Do you loathe us*^' 

‘On the contrary,’ replied Van, bringing otTa passable imitation 
of bawdy mirth. ‘Had 1 not been a heterosexual male, 1 would have 
been a Lesbian ' 

His tnle reaction to her set piece, to her desperate cunning, 
caused Lucette to give up, to dry up, as it were, before a black pit 
with people dismally coughing here and there in the invisible and 
eternal audience. He glanced ioi the hundredth time at the blue 
envelope, its near long edge not quite parallel to that of the glossy 
mahogany, its left upper comer half hidden behind the tray with 
the brandy and soda, its right lower comer pointing at Van’s 
favorite novel The Slat Sign that la> on the sideboard. 

‘I want to see you again soon,’ said Van, biting his thumb, 
brooding, cursing the pause, yearning for the contents ol the blue 
envelope. ‘You must come and stay with me at a flat ) itow have 
on Alex Avenue. I have furnished the guest room with hergeres and 
iorchires and rocking chairs; it looks like your mother’s boudoir.’ 

Lucette curtseyed with the wicks of her sad mouth, d 
VAmiricaine, 
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‘Will you come for a few days? I promise to behave properly. 
All right?’ 

‘My notion of propriety may not be the same as yours. And 
what about Cordula de Prey? She won’t mind?’ 

‘The apartment is mine/ said Van, ‘and besides, Cordula is 
now Mrs Ivan G. Tobak. They are making follies in Florence. 
Here’s her last postcard. Portrait of Vladimir Christian of Den- 
mark, who, she claims, is the dead spit of her Ivan Giovanovich. 
Have a look.’ 

‘Who cares for Sustermans,’ observed Liicctte, with something 
ol her uterine sister's knight move of specious response, or a 
Latin footballer’s rovcsciata. 

No, it’s an elm. Half a millennium ago. 

‘His ancestor,’ Van pattered on, ‘was the famous or fameux 
Russian admiral who had an epee duel with Jean Nicot and after 
whom the Tobago Islands, oi the Tobakoff Islands, are named, 
I forget w'hich, it was .so long ago, half a millennium.’ 

*I mentioned her only because an old sweetheart is easily 
annoyed by the wrong conclusions she jumps at like a cat not 
quite making a fence and then running off without trying again, 
and stopping to look back.* 

‘Who told you about that lewd cor delude - 1 mean, interlude V 

‘Your father, mon cher - we saw a lot of him in (he West. Ada 
supposed, at first, that Tapper was an invented name - that you 
fought your duel with another person - but that was before any- 
body heard of the other perso. ’> death in K alugano. Demon said 
you should have simply cudgeled nim.’ 

‘I could not/ .said Van, ‘the rat was rotting away in a hospital 
bed.’ 

‘1 meant the real Tapper,’ cried Liiceitc (who was making a 
complete mess of her visit), ‘not my poor, betrayed, poisoned, 
innocent teacher ol music, whom not even Ada unless she fibs, 
could cure of his impotence,’ 

‘Driblets,’ said Van. 

‘Not necessarily ///V said Lucetie. *H s w'ife's lover played the 
triple viol. Look, I’ll borrow a book’ (.scanning on the nearest 
bookshelf The Gitanilla, Clichv Cliches, Mertvago Forever, The 
Uifly New Englander) ‘and curl up, kotnondi, in the next room 
for a few minutes, while you - Oh, I adt»rc The Slat Sign,^ 
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‘There’s no hurry,’ said Van 

Pause (about fifteen minutes to go to the end of the act) 

‘At the age of ten,’ said Lucette to say something, ‘I was at the 
Vieux-Rose Stopchin stage, but our (using, that day, that year, 
the unexpected, thronal, authonal, jocular, technically loose, for- 
bidden, possessive plural in speaking of her to him) sister had 
read at that age, in thiee languages, many more books than I did 
at twelve Howevei ' After an appalling illness in Califtnnid, 1 
recouped m> self the Pioneers vanquished the P>ogenes 1 ni not 
showing oft but do you happen to know a great favorite of mine 
Herodas'^’ 

‘Oh ves,* answered Van negligently ‘ \ ribald contcmporaiy of 
Justinus, the Roman scholar Ye>, great stuff Blinding blend ol 
subtilily and brilliant coaiseness You read it, deai. in the literal 
French tianslation with the Greek en tegard didn t >ou ^ but a 
friend of mine here showed me a suap of new found text, which 
>ou could not have seen, about two children, a brother and sister 
who did It so often that they finally died in eath other limb 
and could not be sepaiated it lust stretched and stretched and 
snapped back m place ever\ time the perplexed parents let go It 
IS dll \cr> obscene and veiy tragic, and icrnbiv tunnv 

‘No, I don t know that passage, said lucette But Van wh^ 
are you 

‘Hiy fevti, ha> fever ^ cued Van, seaiching five pOLkclsatonce 
for a handkerchief Her stare of compassion and the fruitless 
search caused such a swell of giicf that he preferred to stomp out 
of the room, snatching the ictlci dropping it picking it up, and 
letreatmg to the farthest room (redolent of her Degrasse) to icad 
it m one gulp 

‘O dear Van, this i* thi last attempt I am makit r hou mu\ • all 
It a document in madness ot the herb of repcntanci, but I mis// to 
come and live with you, wherever you are. Jar eser ami ever IJ you 
scorn the maid at your window I will aerogram my immediate actepu 
ance oj a proposal of marriage that has been made to your poor Ada 
a month ago in Valentine State He is an Arizonian Russian, decent 
and gentle, not overbiight and not fashionable The only thing we 
have m common is a keen interest in many mihtarv-looking desert 
plants especially \anous species of agave, hosts oj the larvae 
oj the most noble animals in America, the Giant Skippers (Krolik, 
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you see, is burrowing again) . He owns horses, and Cubistic pictures^ 
and oil wells ( whatever they are -our father in hell who has some 
too, does not tell me, getting away with off-color allusions as is his 
wont) I have told my patient Valentinian that I shall give him a 
definite answer after consulting the only man I have ever loved or 
shall ever love. Try to ring me up tonight. Something is very wrong 
with the Ladore line, but / am assured that the trouble will be 
grappled with and eliminated before nvertide, Tvoya, tvoya, tvoya 
( thine). A.' 

Van took a clean handkerchief from a lidy pile in a drawer, an 
he analogized at once by plucking a leaf from a writing 
pad. It »s wonderful how helpful such repetitive rhythms on the 
part of coincidental (while, rectangular) objects can be at such 
chaotic moments He ’ vrote a short aerogram and returned to the 
parlor. 1 here he found Lucclte putting on her fur coat, and five 
uncouth scholars, whom his idiot valet had usheied in, standing 
in a silent circle around the bland graceful modeling of the com- 
ing winter s fashions Bernard Rattner, a heavily bespectacled 
black-haired, red-clieeked thick-set young man greeted Van with 
allabic relief. 

*Ciood Log’" exclaimed Van, *I had understood we were to 
meet at youi uncle’s place.' 

With a quick gesture he centrifuged them to waiting-room 
chairs, and despite his pretty cousin’s protests (‘It’s a twenty 
minute’s walk ; don’t accompany me’) campophoned for his car. 
1'hcn he clattered, in Lucetlt’s wake, down the cataract of the 
narrow staircase, katrakatra {quatre a qiiaire). Please, children 
not katrakatra (Marina). 

‘1 also know,' said I ucette as if continuing their recent ex- 
change, ‘w'ho he IS.’ 

She pointed to the inscription ‘Voltemand Hall’ on the brow 
of the building from which they now emerged. 

Van gave her a quick glance - but she simply meant the cour- 
tier in Hamlet. 

They passed through a dark archway, and as they came out 
into the colored air of a delicate sunset, he stopped her and gave 
her the note he had written. It told Ada to charter a plane and be 
at his Manhattan flat any time tomorrow morning. He would 
leave Kingston around midnight by car. He still hoped the Ladore 
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dorophone would be in working older before his departure Le 
chateau que baignait le Dorophone Anyway, he assumed the aero- 
gram would reach her in a couple of hours Lucette said ‘uhn- 
uhn,’ It would first fly to Mont-Dore - sorry, Ladore - and if 
marked ‘urgent’ would arrive at sunrise by daz7led messenger, 
galloping east on the postmaster’s fleabitten nag, because on 
Sundays you could not use mt'torcycles, old local / messi de 
la vitisse conceptions domimcates, but even so, she would have 
ample time to pack, find the box ol Dutch cravons I ucette 
wanted her to bung if she came and be in time foi breakfast in 
Coidula s recent bedrcoin Neither hall sibling wa^ at her or his 
best that day 

By the way ’ he said let’s fix the date of youi visit Her letter 
change' my schedule lef'^ have dinnei at Drsus next weekend 
ril ?ct in touch »vilh vou 

I knew It w is hopeless she said *ooking away * I did m> bt •>! 

1 imitated all net shiiichki (littk ^tunt^) 1 m a bellci ict cs than 
she but that s not enough I know Go hick '^c>w, they are getting 
dieadlully diunk on vour cot.mac 

He thrust his hands into (Ik warm vulv i*- d lur mole soft 
sleeves and held her foi a moment on the inside by her thin bdre 
elbovs looking do vn witP meditative de>ne it her punttd lips 
^Unhand ut saiV jht pk ided 

You promise not to open your muiuh ^ Not to melt ^ not to 
flutter and flick ^ 

1 won t 1 swear’ 

He hesitated No, said \ an it is a mad temptation but 1 must 
not succumb I v,ould not lise thr )ugh another disa'^ler, anothci 
sister, even one half of \ sister ’ 

Takoe ouhavanu fsueh dcspaii)’ moaned Lunette, wrapping 
herself closely in the coat she had opened mstinvlivelv to receive 
him 

‘Might It console you to know that I expect only torture from 
her return Mhat f regard vou as a bird of paradise 
She shook her head 

‘That my admiration for you is painfully strong 
‘1 want Van,’ she cried, ‘and not intangible admiration 
‘Intangible*^ You goose You may gauge it you may brush it 
once very lightly, with the knuckles of your gloved hand 1 said 
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knuckles. I said once. That will do. 1 can’t kiss you. Not even 
your burning face. Good-bye* pet. Tell Edmond to take a nap 
after he returns. I shall need him at two in the morning.’ 


6 


The matter of that important discussion was a comparison of 
notes regarding a problem that Van was to try to resolve in 
anothci way many years later. Several cases of acrophobia had 
been closely examined at the Kingston C linic to determine if they 
were combined with any traces or aspects of time-terror. Tests 
had yielded completely negative results, but what seemed par- 
ticularly curious was that the only available case of acute chrono- 
phobi.i differed by its very nature - nietaphysical flavor, psycho- 
logical ^lamp and so forth - from that of space-fear. True, one 
patient maddened by the touch of lime’s texture presented too 
imall a sample to compete with a great group of garrulous acro- 
phobes, and readers who have been accusing Van of rashness and 
folly (in young Rattner’s polite icrnnnology) will have a higher 
opinion of him when they learn that our young investigator did 
his best not to let Mr T.T. (the chronophohe) be cured loo hastily 
of his rare and important sickness. Van had satisfied himself that 
it had nothing to do with clocks or calendars, or any measure- 
ments or contents of time, while he -.uspected and hoped (as only 
a discoverer, pure and passionate and profoundly inhuman, can 
hope) that the dread of fieights would be found by his colleagues 
to depend mainly on ihe misestirnation c»f distances and that Mr 
Arshin, their best acroph<»l;c, who could not step down from a 
footstool, could be made to step down into space from the top of 
a tower if persuaded by some optical trick that the fire net spread 
fifty yards below was a mat one inch beneath him. 

Van had cold cuts brought up for them, and a gallon of Gal- 
lows Ale - but his mind was elsewhere, and he did not shine in 
the discussion which forever remained in his mind as a grisaille of 
inconclusive tedium. 

They left around midnight; their clatter and chatter still came 
from the stairs when he began ringing up Ardis Hall - vainly, 
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vainly. He kept it up intermittently till daybreak, gave up, had a 
structurally perfect stool (its cruciform symmetry reminding him 
of the morning before his duel) and, without bothering to put on 
a tie (all his favorite ones were awaiting him in his new apart- 
ment), drove to Manhattan, taking the wheel when he found that 
Edmond had needed forty-five minutes instead of half an hour to 
cover one fourth of the way. 

All he had wanted to say to Ada over the dumb dorophone 
amounted to three words in English, contractable to two in 
Russian, to one and a half in Italian; but Ada was to maintain 
that his frantic attempts to reach her at Ardis had only resulted 
in such a violent rhapsody of ‘eagre’ that finally he basement 
boilei gave up and there was no hot water - no water at all, in 
fact - when she got out of bed, so she pulled on her wannest ».oat, 
and had Bouteillan (discreetly rejoicing old Bouteillan !j carry lier 
valises down and drive her to the airport. 

In the meantime Van had ai lived at Alexis Avenue, had lain 
in bed for an hour, then shaved and showered, and almost torn 
of! with the biutality of his pounce the handle erf the door leading 
to the terrace as there came the sound of a celestial motor 

Despite an athletic strength of will, ironization of excessive 
emotion, and contempt for weepy weaklings, Van w'as aware <»f 
his being apt to suiTer uncurbablc blubbering fits (rising at times 
to an epilcptic-like pitch, with sudden howls that shook his body, 
and inexhaustible fluids that stuffed his nose; ever since his 
bleak with Ada had led to agonies, which his sell-piide and self- 
concentration had ne\er foreseen in the hedonistic past. A small 
monoplane (chartered, if one judged by its nacreous wings and 
illegal but abortive attempts to settle on the central green oval of 
the Park, after which it melted in the morning mist to seek a 
perch elsewhere) wrenched a first sob from Van as he stood in his 
short ‘terry' on the roof terrace (now embellished by shrubs of 
blue spiraea in invincible bloom). He stood in the chill sun until 
he felt his skin under the robe turn to an armadillo’s pelvic plates. 
Cursing and shaking both fists at breast level, he returned iiito 
the warmth of his flat and drank a bottle of champagne, and then 
rang for Rose, the sportive Negro maid whom he shared in more 
ways than one with the famous, recently de< orated cryptogram- 
matist, Mr Dean, a perfect gentleman, dwelling on the floor be- 
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low With jumbled feelings, with unpardonable lust, Van watched 
her pretty behind roll and tighten under its lacy bow as she made 
the bed, while her lower lover could be heard through the radi- 
dtoi pipes humming to himself happily (he had decoded again a 
Faita’- dorogiam telling the Chinese where we planned to land 
next time’) Rose soon finished putting the room in order, and 
flirted off, and the Pandean hum had hardly lime to be replaced 
(rather aitlessly for a person of Dean's piofession; by a cres- 
cendo of international creaks that a child could decipher, when 
the hallway bell dingled, and next moment whitcr-faced, redder- 
n ;uthed toui-year-oldci Ada stood before x convulsed, already 
jobbing, ever-adolescent Van her (lowing liaii blending with 
dark fur that were even iicher than her aster's 

i^c had pieparcd oi c of those phrases that sound right in 
dreams but lame m lucid life I saw you circling above me on 
jibelulla wings’, he broke down on ulla, and fell at her feel - 
at her b ire insteps in gk»'sy hla* k Cjlas> slippers precisely in the 
same attitude the same ip of h(^pcltss tenderness, seif-immola- 
tion denunciation of derponue life m which he would drop in 
backthought, in tlic innenno t lowci oi his brim every time he 
rcPiembcred her impossible serni ^inik aj :»he adjusted her 
sh >uldir blades to the trunk of the hnal ♦ne An invisible stage- 
hand now slipped a scat under her, and shi wept, and stroked his 
bl ick curls as he went through hi^ fit of grief gratitude and regret 
It might have persisted much loneci had not another, physical 
ficn/y, thal hid been stirnng ^is I loud since the pievious day, 
offered a blessed disti action 

As if she had ju>t escaped irom a burn'’>g paiace and a perishing 
lindgom, she woie ovei lier rurnpied n ghtdiess a deep brown, 
hoar-glossed coat of sea-otter fur, the famous kamdiatukiy 
boht of ancient Estotian traders, also known as ‘ luiruinanna ’ 
on the Lya>ka coast ‘my natural tur,’ Manna used to say 
pleasantly of hei own cape, inherited from a /cmski grand- 
dam, when, at the dispersal of a winter ball, sonv ladv wearing 
vjson or coypu or a lowK manuau ik € (beaver, nemetskiy 
boht) would comment with a laptuiou^ moan on the bobroxaya 
shuba "Siwen'kaya (old little thing),’ Manna used to add in fond 
deprecation (the usual counterpart of the Bostonian lady’s coy 
‘thank you ’ ventriloquizing her banal mink or nutria in response 
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to polite praise - which did not prevent hei from denouncing 
afterwards the ‘swank’ of that ‘stuck-up actress,’ who, actually, 
was the least ostentatious of souls) Ada’s bobn (princely plural of 
bobr) weic a gift from Demon, who as we know, had lately seen in 
the Western states considerably more ot her than he had in 
Eastern Cstotiland when she was a child The bi?arre enthusiast 
had developed the same tenares^e for her as he had alwayshad for 
Van Its new expression in regard to Ada looked sufficiently fer- 
vid to make watchful fools suspect that old Demon ‘slept with his 
niece’ (actually, he was getting more and more occupied with 
Spanish girls who wer#* getting more and more youthful every 
year until by the end of the century, when he was si\tv with hair 
dyed a midnight blue, his flame had beciime a dillicull nyniphct 
of ten) So little did the world leali/e the real state of affaiis that 
even Cordula Tobak, born de Pre\, and Grace Wclimpion ooin 
Erininm, spoke of Demon Veen, with his fashionable goatee and 
frilled shirtfiont as ‘Van s successor ’ 

Neither sibling ever could reconstruct (and ail this, including 
the sra-ottci, mu‘>t not be regaidcd a^ a nanatpr s evasion m 
have done, in v)ur time much moic difficult th ng-^) *vhai liicv 
said, how they kissed how they mastertd then Uai^ how he 
swept her couch-ward, gallantly proud to manifest hi< immediate 
reaction to her being as scanldv gowned funder her hot fur ) 
she had been when canving her candle through that magic 
picture window 

After feasting fiercely on her throat and nipples he w i about 
to proceed to the ncAt <Jlac:e of dcrninted impaticn t, but she 
stopped him, explaininii that she must fust of all tak* her morn- 
ing bath (this indeed, was a new Ada) and that noieovc i, she 
expected her luggage would be brought up any moment now 
by tne louts of the ‘Monaco lounge (she had taken the wrong 
entrance - yet Van had bribed C ordula’s devoted janitor to prac- 
tically carry Ada upstairs) ‘Quick, quick,’ said Ada, '‘da da, 
Ada’Il be out of the foam m two sees* But mad, obstinate Van 
shed his terry and followed her into the bathroom, where she 
strained across the low tub to turn on both taps and then bent 
over to insert the bionze chained plug, it got sucked in by itself, 
however, while he steadied her lovely lyre and next moment 
was at the suede-soft root, was giipped, was deep between the 
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familiar, incomparable, crimson-lined lips. She caught at the 
twin cock crosses, thus involuntarily increasing the sympathetic 
volume of the water’s noise, and Van emitted a long groan of 
deliverance, and now their four eyes were looking again into 
the azure brook of Pinedale, and Lucette pushed the door open 
with a perfunctory knuckle knock and stopped, mesmerized by 
the sight of Van’s hairy rear and the dreadful scar all along his 
left side. 

Ada's hands stopped the water. Luggage was being bumped 
down all over the flat. 

‘I’m not looking,* said Lucette idiotically, '1 only dropped in 
for mv box.’ 

‘Please, tip them, pet,’ said Van, a compulsive tipper ~ ‘And 
pass me that towel,' adiled Ada, but the ancilla was picking up 
coins she had spilled in her haste, and Ada now saw in her turn 
Van’s scarlet laddei of sutures - ‘Oh my poor darling,’ she 
cried, and out of sheer compassion allowed him the repeal per- 
formance which Lucette's entrance had threatened to interrupt. 

‘Fm not sure I did biing her damned Cranach crayons,’ said 
Ada a moment later, making a frightened frog tacc. He watched 
her viih a sense of perfect pine-fragrant bhss, as she squeezed 
out spurts of gcin-like liquid from a tube of Peniisilvestris lotion 
into the bath water, 

Lucette fiad gone (leaving a curt note with her room number 
at the Winslcr Hotel for Young Ladies) when oui two lovers, 
now wcak-leggcd and decent! v robed, sat do Au to a beautiful 
breakfast (Ardis' crisp bacon! Ardis' tianslucent honey!) brought 
up in the lift by Valerio, a gingei-haiicd elderly Roman, always 
ill-shavcii and gloomy, but a dear old boy (he it was who. having 
procured neat Rose last June, >^as being paid to keep hei strictly 
lor Veen and Dean). 

What laughs, what tears, what sticky kisses, what a tumult of 
multitudinous plans! And what safely, what freedom of love! 
Two unrelated gypsy courtesans, a wild girl in a gaudy lolita, 
poppy-mouthed and black-dov^ned, picked up in a cafe between 
Grasse and Nice, and another, a part-time model (you have seen 
her fondling a virile lipstick in Fellata ads), aptly nicknamed 
Swallowtail by the patrons of a Norfolk Broads floramor, had 
both given our hero exactly the same reason, unmentionable in 
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a family chronicle, for consideiing him absolutely sterile despite 
his prowesses Amused by the Hecatcan diagnose, Van under- 
went certain tests, and although pooh-poohing the symptom as 
coincidental, all the doctors agieed that Van Veen might be a 
doughty and durable lovei but could never hope foi an oflspring. 
How merrily little Ada clapped her hands ^ 

Would she like to stay n this apartment till Spring Term 
(he thought in terms of Terms now) and then accompany liim 
to Kingston, or would she piefei to go abroad for a couple of 
months - anywhere Patagonia, Angola, Ciululu in the New 
Zealand mountains'^ Stay m this apartment ^ So, she liked it ^ 
Except some ot C orduia s stuff which should be ejected as fo»* 
example that conspicuous Brown Hill Almi Mater of Almchs 
left open on poor Vanda portrait She had been shot <leid bv 
the girlfriend of a girlfriend on a starry night, in Ragusa of all 
places It was Van said, sad Littie Lunette no doubt had told 
him about a latci Citapadc ^ Punning in an Ophciian frenzy on 
the feminine glans*^ R<\ing about the delectation of elitonsm'^ 
e<a(!(rom pas W said Ad^ pitting Uic in down %villi 
both palms 1 ucc*te affirmed he said, ‘that ^he ( \da) in il ited 
mountain lion*^ ’ 

He was omniscient Better >ay omni-inecst 
‘That’s light, said the other uaal re< allcr 
And by the wa> Gt'^cc yes (uace wa'- Vanda’s real 
favoiitc, pas pititr mat and ni\ little c^est She (Ada) hid hadn t 
she, a wav of alvass ;>moothiiig out the folds of the pa^t - 
making the flutist practically impotent (except with his wife) 
and allowing the gentleman faimci »>nly one embrace with a 
premature eMikuhatsiva one of those hideou'* Russian loan- 
words ^ Yes, wasn t it hideous, but she d Jove to play Scrabble 
again when they’d settled down fl)r good But where how ? 
Wouldn t Ml and Mrs Ivan Veen do quite nicely anywhere*^ 
What about the ‘single’ m each passport^ They’d go to the 
neaiest Consulate and with roars of indignation and/or a fabu- 
lous biibe have it eorrec ted to married, for ever and e' er 

‘I’m a good, good girl Heie are her special pen< ils It was very 
considerate and altogether charming of you to invite her next 
weekend I think she’s even more madly in love with you than 
with me, the poor pet Demon got them m Strassburg After all 
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she’s a demi-vierge now’ (‘I hear you and Dad - ’began Van, but 
the introduction of a new subject was swamped) ‘and we shan’t 
be afraid of her witnessing our ehats^ (pronouncing on purpose, 
with triumphant hooliganism, for which my prose, too, is praised, 
the first vowel a la Russe). 

‘You do the puma/ he said, ‘but she does - to perfection ! - my 
favorite viola sordino. She’s a wonderful imiutrix, by the way, 
and if you arc even better 

‘We'll speak about my talents and tricks some other time,’ said 
Ada. ‘It’s a painful subject. Now let’s look at these snap- 
shots.* 


7 


During her dreary stay at Ardis, a considerably changed and 
cnla»’ged Kirn Beauliainais called upon her He carried under his 
arn» an album bound in oiange-brown cloth, a dirty hue she had 
hated all her life In the last Ixvo oi thiee ycar^. she had not seen 
him, the light-footed, lean lad with the sallow complexion had 
become a dusky colossus, vaguely resembling a janizary in some 
exotic opera, stomping in to announce an invasion or an execu- 
tion. Uncle Dan, who just then was being wheeled out by his 
handsome and haughty nurse into the garden where coppery 
and blood-red leases were fah ng, clamored to be given the big 
book, but Kim said ‘Pei haps later,’ and joined Ada in the 
reception corner of the hall. 

He had brought her a present, a colle*'tion of photographs he 
had taken in the good old vl lys. He had been hoping the good old 
days would resume their couise, but since he understood that 
mos'tio votre cossin (he spoke a thick Creole thinking that its use 
in solemn circumstances would be more proper than his everyday 
Ladore English) was not expected to revisit the caaile soon - and 
thus help bring the album up to date - the best procedure poar 
tous les cerncs (‘the shadowed ones,’ the ‘encircled’ rather than 
‘concerned ’) might be for her to keep (or destroy and forget, so 
as not to hurt anybody) the illustrated document now in her 
pretty hands. Wincing angrily at the jolies, Ada opened the 
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album at one of its maroon markers meaningly inserted here and 
there, glanced once, reclicked the clasp, handed the grinning 
blackmailer a thousand-dollar note that she happened to have 
in her bag, summoned Bouteillan and told him to throw Kim out. 
The mud-colored scrapbook remained on a chair, under her 
Spanish shawl. With a shuHling kick the old retainer expelled a 
swamp-tulip leaf swept in by the draft and closed the front door 
again. 

Mademoiselle n*aurait jamais du recevoir ce gredbiy he 
gnimbled on his way back through the hall. 

‘That’s just what I was on the point of observing,’ said Van 
when Ada had finished relating the nasty incident. ‘Were the 
photos pretty filthy?’ 

‘Ach!’ exhaled Ada. 

‘That money might have furthered a worthier cause - Vlome 
for Blind Colts or Aging Ashettes.’ 

‘Odd, your saying that,’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Never mind. Anyway, the beastly thing is aow safe. I had to 
pay for it, lest he show poor Marina pictures of Van seducing 
his little cousin Ada - which would have been bad enough : ac- 
tually, as a hawk of genius, he may have suspected the whole 
truth.’ 

‘So you really think that because you bought his album for a 
paltry thousand all evidence has been disposed of and everything 
is in order?’ 

‘Why, yes. Do you think the sum was too mean ? 1 might send 
him more. T know where to reach him. He lectures, if you please, 
on the Art of Shooting Life at the School of Photography in 
Kalugano.’ 

‘Good place for shooting,’ said Van. ‘So you are quite sure 
you own the “beastly thing”?’ 

‘Of course, I do. It’s with me, at the bottom of that trunk ; I’ll 
show it to you in a moment/ 

‘Tell me, my love, what was your so-called l.Q. when we first 
met?’ 

‘Two hundred and something. A sensational figure/ 

‘Well, by now it has shrunk rather badly. Peeking Kim has kept 
all the negatives plus lots of pictures he will paste or post later/ 
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‘Would yon say it has dropped to Cordula’s level 
‘Lower Now let\ look at those snapshots - before settling his 
monthly salary.’ 

The first item in the evil senes had pi ejected one of Van’s 
initial impressions of Ardi«^ Manor at an angle that differed from 
that of his own recollection Its area las between the shadow of a 
caleche darkening the gravel and the white step of a pillared 
poieh shining in the sun Manna, one arm still in the sleeve of 
the dust coat which a footman (Price) was helping her to remove, 
stood brandishing hei free arm in a thealneal gesture of welcome 
( Uircly at variance wiili the grinncc of helpless beatitude 
twilling her face), while Ada in a black hockey bla/er - belonging 
really to Vanda spilled her hair ova her bare knees as she 
flexed them and liippi d Dack with her flowers to check his 
nervou% baiks 

1 hen came several preparaiors views of the immediate grounds* 
tlic coldtca ''iicle, an avenue the grott ) black O, and the hill, 
and the big chain aiound the trunk of the rare oak, Quercus 
m kin C hat , and a number of other spots meant to be picturesque 
b> the compile! of the iilustiated pimpblct but looking a little 
shabbv owim? to inexperienced pliotograpliv 
It improved gfadtiill> 

Another girl (Hlinche’) stooping and squattmg exactly like 
Ada (and indeed not nnlikt her in features) ovi r Van’s valise 
opened on the floor, and ‘eaiine with her eves the alhouette of 
Ivorv Revcr> in a pciluinc ad *rli ^menl 1 hen the cross and the 
shade of boughs above the gmvc of Manna s dear housekeeper, 
Anna Pinicnovna Neprashnov (1797 18H3) 

let’s SKIP natuie shots ot skunkluc squirrels, of a striped 
fish m a bubble tank, of i canary in its picttv prison 

A photograph of an ova* painting, considerably diminished, 
portiayed Princess Sophia /eriiski as she was at twenty, in 1775, 
with her two childicn (Mariihis grandfather born in P72, and 
Demon’s grandmothei, born in 1773) 

‘I don t seem to remember it,’ said V m ‘where did it hang*^’ 
‘In Marina’s boudon And do you knew who this bum in the 
frock coat is*^’ 

‘Looks to me like a poor print cut out of a magazine. 
Who’s her 
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*Sumerechnikov! He took sumerographs of Uncle Vanya 
years ago ’ 

‘The Twilight before the Lumieres Hey, and here’s Alonso, 
the swimming-pool expert I met his sweet sad daughter at a 
Cyprian party - she felt and smelt and melted like you The 
strong charm of coincidence ’ 

‘Fm not interested Now comes a little boy ’ 

^Zdraste, Ivan Dementievich,’ said Van, greeting his fourteen- 
year old self, shirtless, in shorts, aiming a conical missile at the 
marble fore-image of a C nmean girl doomed to offer an ever- 
lasting draught of marble water to a dving marine fiom her 
bullet chipped jar 

Skip Lucette skipping rope 

Ah, the famous first finch 

‘No, that’s a kitayskaya punochka (Chinese Wall Bunting) It 
has settled on the threshold of a basement door The doi'ir 
ajar There are garden tools and croquet mallcto inside ou 
remember how many exotic alpine and polar, animals mixed with 
ordinary ones m our region ' 

Lunchtime Ada bcndinc low ovet the dripping reach im- 
properly peeled that she is devout ing (shot from the paidin 
through the french window) 

Drama and comedy Blanche strugglmc with two imoious 
higans in the Baguenaudier BowCi Undo Dan calmly reading a 
newspapci in his little rea motorcar, hopelessly stuck in black 
mud on the L adore road 

Two luge common Peacock moths, still connected Groom’? 
and gardeners bro ight Adi that species every blcsscd year, 
which, in a wav reminds i s of you sweet Maj».o d Andrea or 
you, red haired Domenico Bcnci, or vou dark and broody 
Giovanni del Brina (who thought thev weie bats) or the one I 
dare not mention (because it is Luceitc’s scholarlv contribution - 
so easily botched after the scholar s death) who likewise might 
have picked up, at the foot of an oi chard wall not oveihung 
with not-yet-imported wisteria (her half sister s addition), on a 
May morning in 1542, near Florence, a piir of the Pear Pea- 
cock m copula, the male with the feathery antennae, the female 
with the plain threads, to depict them faithfully (among 
wretched, unvisualized insects) on one side of a fenestral niche 
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in the so-cahed ‘Elements Room’ of the Palazzo Vecchio. 

Sunrise at Ardis. Congs: naked Van still cocooned in his 
hammock under the ‘lidderons’ as they called in Ladore the 
liriodendrons, not exactly a fit dedreclon, though worth an 
auroral pun and certainly conducive to the physical expression 
of a young dreamer's fancy undisguised by the network. 

‘Congratulations,’ rc|:)eated Van in male language. ‘The first 
indecent postcard. Bewhorny, no doubt, has a blown-up copy in 
his private stock.’ 

Add examined the pattern of the hammock through a magni- 
fving glass fused by Van for deciphering certain details of hjs 
lunatics’ draw'ings). 

' Tm afraid there's more to come,' she remarked with a catch 
in hei voice; and takin » advantage of their looking at the album 
in bed (which we now think lacked taste; odd Ada used the 
leading loupe on live Van, something she had done many times 
as a scientifically curious and artistically depraved child in that 
year of grace, here depicted 

*ri! find a monche (patch) to conceal it,’ she said, returning 
to the leering caruncula in the uiKctkent reticulation. ‘By 
the way, >ou have quite a collection ('t black masks in your 
dressci.' 

‘For masked balls {hais~mastiuc^)y murmured Van. 

A comparison piece Ada's vet > -much-ex posed wliite thighs 
(her birthday skirl had got entangled with tw'jgs and leaves) 
straddling a black limb of th tre of Eden. Thereafter: several 
shots the 1884 picnic, such Ada and CJrace dancing a 
Lyaskan fling and leversed Va.n nibbling at pine starworts (con- 
jectural identification). 

‘That’s finished,’ said Van, ‘a precious sinistral sinew h .s 
stopped functioning. 1 can still fence and deliver a fine punch 
but hand-walking is out. You shall not sniffle, Ada. Ada is not 
going to sniffle and wail King Wing says that the great Vekehelo 
turned back into an ordinary chelovek at the age I'm now, so 
everything is perfectly normal. Ah, drunken Ben Wright tiying 
to rape Blanche in the mews - she has q»iite a big part in this 
farrago.’ 

‘He’s doing nothing of the sort. You see quite well they are 
dancing. It’s like the Beast and the Belle at the ball where 
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Cinderella loses her garter and the Piince his beautiful codpiece 
of glass You can also make out Mr Ward and Mrs French 
in a bruegelish hmho (peasant prance) at the farther end 
of the hall All those rural rapes in our parts have been grossly 
exaggerated Dailleurs^ it was Mr Ben Wiights last petal d at 
Ardis ’ 

Ada on the balcony (photographed by our acrobatic \oyeiJar 
from the roof edge) drawi one of her favorite flowers, a 
Ladorc satynon silkv-haiicd, fleshy, erect Van thought he 
lecalled that particular sunny evening, the excitement, the soft- 
ness, and sonic casual words she had muttered (in connection 
with an inane botanical comment of his) ‘mv flower open^ only 
at dusk * The one she was moisilv mauving 

A formal photogiaph, on a sepaiate page Adochka prdty 
and impure m her flimsy, and Vanichka in grav-flannel suit with 
slant striped school tie, facing the kimcra (chimera camera) side 
bv side, it attention he with the shadow of x foiccd grin she, 
expiessionless Both recalled the time (between the first tiny 
cross and a whole gra\e>ard of l‘is>es) and th< occtsion it was 
ordeied bv Manna who had il fi an led and set up in her bed 
room next to a pictuie ol her t>rother at twelv( or fouitccn clad 
in d havionka (open shirt# and cupping a guinea pig in his gowpen 
(hollowed ha ids) the ihiee looked like siblings with the dead 
boy piovidmg a vivisectional alibi 

Another photograph wa*^ taken in the same tireiimstanccs but 
foi some reason had been rejected bv capricious Manna at a 
tripod table Ada sat reading, her half-clenched hand covci ing the 
lowei pari of the page A very rare, radiant seemingly uncalled- 
for smile shone on hei p»actKallv Moorish lip^ Her hair flowed 
partly across her collarbone and partly down her back Van 
stood inclining his head above her and looked, unseeing, at the 
opened book In full, deliberate consciousness, at the moment 
of the hooded click, he bunched the recent pa^'t with the imminent 
future an i thought to himself that this would remain an objective 
perception of the real present and that he must remember the 
flavor, the flash, the flesh of the present (as he, indeed, remem- 
bered It half a dozen years later - and now, in the second half of 
the next century) 

But what about the rare radiance on those adored lips*^ Bright 
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derision can easily grade, through a dine of glee, into a look of 
rapture 

‘Do you know. Van, what book lay there - next to Marina’s 
hand mirror and a pair of tweezers'^ I'll lell >ou One of the most 
tawdry and tejoimsant^ novels that evci “made’ the front page 
of the Manhattan limes' Bof‘k Review I m sure >oui Cordula 
still had It in her cosy comer where you sat temple to temple 
after you plted me ’ 

‘C at,’ said Van 

‘Oh much worse Oid Bui* steins Fabhy was a masterpiece 
1 compaii‘‘Oii to tins - this loxi umin the lindens by one 
Lelmann transpoited into Trudish by Thoma*: Ciladstone, who 
stems to helona to a him of Pad-ers Poiteis, because on the 
pane whi^h Adochka ( kna dochka (Ht ITs daughter) happens to 
be icli^'liing here ‘ automobiU is rendered as ‘ wagon’ And to 
think to think, that little Lucette had to study I clmann, and 
three teiiiblc lonis in hei 1 itcratuK. couisl it I os’ 

ou Kinembcr that ti ish but I remember ou- nonstop tliree- 
hour kiss Undci the Larches immcdiatelv aherwaids ' 

See next ilhistiation, said Ada arimly 
The scoundTcr cried Nan He mud have been creeping 
after us on his belly with his entire apparatus 1 will have to 
destroy him 

‘No mou dcstiuction \ in Only lov^e’ 

'But look, gill, here I ni glutting >oiii tongue and there I’m 
glued to your epiglottis and 

‘Intermission hceindAdi qi ick-quick 
I’m ready to oblige nil 1 m ninety, said Van (the sulganty of 
thi peep show was catchy) ‘ninety tiiiits a month roughly' 
Makt It even more roughly, oh much more, >av a hundn*d 
and fifty, that would mean that would mean 

But, in the sudd* n stoim, calculations went to the canicular 
devils 

Well,' said Van, when the mind took ovei < gam, ‘let's go 
back to oui defaced childhood i m a \ious' - (picking up the 
album fiom tlu bedside lug) to get i d oi this burden Ah, a 
new chaiacter, the inscription says Dr Krolik ' 

‘Wait a see It may be the best Vanishing Van but it's terribly 
messy all the same Okay. Yes, that s my poor nature teacher ’ 
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Knickerbockered, panama-hatted, lusting for his babochka 
(Russian foi ‘lepidopteron’) A passion, a sickness. What could 
Diana know about that chase 

‘Ho V cunous - in the state Kim mounted him here, he looks 
much less furry and fat than I imagined In fact, darling, he’s a 
big, strong, handsome old March Hare* Explain*’ 

‘There’s nothing to explain 1 asked Kim one day to help me 
carry some boxes there and back, and here’s the visual proof. 
Besides, that’s not my krolik but his brother, Karol, or karapars, 
Krolik A doctor of philosophy, boin in Turkey ’ 

‘I love the way your eves narrow when you tell a lie The 
remote mirage in fcffrontcrj Minor * 

‘I m not lying*’ - (with lovely dignity) ‘He is a doctor of 
philosophy ’ 

‘Van ist uuch one,’ murmured Van, sounding the last word as 
‘ warm ’ 

‘Out fondest dream,’ she continued, Krolik’ > and my fondtst 
dream, was to desenhe and depict the early stages tiom t»va lo 
pupa, of all the known I ntillaiits, Greater ind Lessei btgi ming 
with those ol tht New World 1 would have hccn rts>oriablc for 
building an argynmnanum (a pestpiciof breeding hou c, with 
temperature patterns an 1 other refinements such bick- 
ground night smells and night-animal calls to (rcite i naturil 
atmospheie in certim difluul*^ casc^) - a ciitfpillar needs 
exquisite care * There are hundicds of specie* ind good suhspccic s 
in both hemisphere*- bu^ 1 repeat wc d begin with Amciica I ive 
egg-laying females and live food plania, such as virilets of 
numerous kinds, airmailed fiom everywhere darting, for the 
heck of it, with arctic habitat* Lyaska 1 c Bi d Or, Victor 
Island The raagnanery would be also a violaiiuni, full of 
fascinating flourishing plants, from the endteonensts race of the 
Northern Marsh Violet to the minute but magnificent Viola 
kroliki recently described by Professor Hall from Goodson Bay 
1 would contribute colored figures of all the instars, and line 
drawings of the perfect insect’s genitalia and other stiiuturcs It 
would be a wonderful work ’ 

‘A work of love,’ said Van, and turned the page 
‘Unfortunately, my deal collaborator died intestate, and all 
his collections, including my own little part, were surrendered 
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by a regular warren of collateral Kroliks to agents in Germany 
and dealers in Taitaiy Disgraceful, uniust, and so sad!’ 

‘We’ll find you another diieclor of science. Now what do we 
have here*^’ 

Three tootnicn. Price, Norris, and Ward dressed up as gro- 
tesque firemen Young Bout devoutediy kissing the veined instep 
of a pretty bare foot raised and placed on a balustrade Nocturnal 
outdoor shot of two small white ghosts pressing their noses from 
the inside to the libiary window 

A.rtistically exentail-cd all on one page were seven fotoihki 
diminutive stills) taken v\ithin as man> minutes fiom a fairly 
distant I’ irk m a setting ol l il prass Aild rtf>wers, and over- 
hanging lol.age Its shade, and the follv of peduncles, delicately 
camoutlaftcd the basu details, sucgcsiinL, iiUle more than a tussle 
between tvvo incoTnplctci> cLd chiulrcn 

in the central miniature, ^da s only limb in sight was her thin 
arm holdnm aloft in a stitic siiateh like a banner, her discarded 
dres. above the daisv starred glass flic niagnitier (nov^ retrieved 
fffun under the bed .heel) clfaHy '‘liowcd, tc pping the daisies in 
an upper picture the tvpe of tignt-eappcd toadstool called in 
Seol** law (cvei since v il^ hing v»a^ baniKd> the I ord of t reetion ’ 
Afiothci interesting plant, Maivefs Melon, imitating the back- 
side of an oc< upicd lad, could be made out in the floral horizon 
of a thud photo In the next three still la lout d* s (hoses (‘the 
fever of mteuourse ) had sufhcicnll> dnturbeu the lush herbage 
to allow one to distinvui'ih c d' ^aiK of a tangled composition 
eonsntiiip of eluinsv Rcniiam clips and illegal nelsons Finally 
'll the last picture, the hmei one in the tanlike sequence, Ada was 
represented b> her two hands leariai aing hei hair while her 
Adam stood ovti hei, *i tiond or intle>i csccnec veiling nis thigh 
with the deliberate casualness of an Old Master’s device to keep 
tden chaste. 

Ill an equallv casual (one of voice Van said ‘Darling, you 
smoke too much, mv bcll> is co\eie‘d with your a^hes I suppose 
Boiiteillan knows Piotcssor Beauharn u^'s exact addiess in the 
Athens of Graphic Aits ’ 

‘You shall not slaughter him,’ said Ada ‘He is subnormal, 
he IS, perhaps, blackmailensh, but in his sordidity, there is an 
lUoshnfy ston (‘visceral moan’) ol crippled art. Furthermore, this 
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page is the only really naughty one And let’s not forget that a 
copperhead of eight was also ambushed in the brush* 

‘Art my foute. This is the hearse of ars, a toilet roll of the Carte 
du Tendre* Fm sorry you showed it to me That ape has vulgar- 
ized our own mind-pictures I will either horsewhip his eyes out 
or redeem our childhood by making a book of it Ardis^ a family 
chronicle.’ 

‘Oh do!’ said Ada (skipping anothei abominable glimpse - 
apparently, through a hole in the boards of the attic) ‘Look, 
here’s our little Caliph Island*’ 

* 1 don’t want to look any more 1 suspect you hnd that filth 
titillating Some nuts get a kick from motor-bikini comics ’ 
‘Please, Van, do glance* These are oui willows, remcmbei 

‘ “The castle battled by the Adour 

The guidebooks recommend that tour ” ’ 

‘It happens to be the only one in color The willows look soit 
of greenish because the twigs die greenish, but aUudllv tlie> aic 
leafless here, it’s early spiiiig, and >ou can our rod boat 
Souvpnance through the ru>hcs And here’s the la^t one Kim’s 
apotheosis of Ardis 

The entire staff stood in several tows on the steps of the 
pillared porch behind the Bank President Baroness Veen and 
the Vice President Ida I ariviere Those two were flanked bv the 
two piettiest typists, Blanche dc la Tourbene (ethereal tear- 
stained, entirely adorable) and a black girl who had been hiicd, a 
few days before Van’s departure, to help French, who toweted 
rather sullenly above hci in the second row, the focal point of 
which was Bouteillan, still wearing the costume \port he had on 
when driving off with Van {that picture had been muffed or 
omitted) On the butler’s right side stood three footmen, on his 
left. Bout (who had valeted Van), the fat, flour-pale cook 
(Blanche’s father) and, next to Fiench, a tenibly tweedy gentle- 
man with sightseeing strappings athwart one shoulder actually 
(according to Ada), a tourist, who, having come ail the >vay fiom 
England to see Bryant’s Castle, had bicycled up the wrong road 
and was, in the picture, under the impression of accidentally 
being conjoined to a group of fellow tourists who were visiting 
some other old manor quite worth inspecting too. The back rows 
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consisted of less distinguished menservants and scullions, as well 
as of gardeners, stableboys, coachmen, shadov^s of columns, 
maids of maids, aids, laundresses, dresses, recesses - getting less 
and less distinct as m those bank ads where limited little em- 
ployees dimly dimidiated by moic fortunate shoulders, but still 
asserting themselves, still smile m the process of humble dissolve. 

‘Isn t that wheezy lones in the second row? I always hked the 
old fellow ' 

' No," answered Ada, ‘that’s Puce Jones tame foui ycais later. 
He isnowaprominentpidiccinaninl owei Ladore Well,lhat’sall.’ 
NoncliaLintly, Van went back to the vmIIows and said 
‘1 verv •^hot m the book ha< been snapped in 1884, except this 
one I never rowed vou down Ladore River in eail> spring Nice 
to note vou have not I ^si >oui ^ondcifui ability to blush ’ 

‘It s tus CHOI He must hav^ fhiowp in a fotochka taken later, 
mavbe in 1888 We can up it out if you like ’ 

Swtcthcarl saul Van tin *\hole of 1888 has been ripped out. 
One need p<)i be a sicuifi in a mjslei> dory to see that at least 
as many pages have been rem wed wS rctaimd / don't mind - I 
mean / have no desire to set the kmbifikriiutct and other 
pendants ol voui tiicnds b<»tan’zing with you, but 1888 has been 
withheld and he 11 turn up with it when the fust grand f spent ’ 
‘1 desfioyed 1888 npself admitted pioud Ada ‘but 1 swear, 
1 solcrnnlv swcai that tlic man behind Blanche, n the perron 
putjic, was and has always icniaincd a conipletc slrangei.’ 

Ciood tor him, said Van it has no importance It's our 

entire past that been ^piK'fcc' and condemned On second 
thoughts, 1 will ncU w‘iie tnat Vaimlv (hionicic By the way, 
whtfc IS mv p<.K»r little Blanche now 

Oh, she s all right Sht ** stnl around Vou know, 'he cane 
back aftei vou abducted hei She married our Russian coach- 
man the one who icpiated Bengal Ben as the servants called 
him ’ 

‘Oh she did’ That’s delicious Madame Trofim Fartukov. I 
would never have thought it ' 

‘Ihcv hiive a blind child,' said Ada. 

‘i ove IS blind,' said Van 

‘She tells me you made a pass at her on the first moining of 
your first arrival,’ 
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‘Not documented by Kim,* said Van. ‘Will their child remain 
blind? 1 mean, did you get them a really first-rate physician*^’ 

*Oh yes, hopelessly blind But speaking of love and its myths, 
do you realize ~ because 1 never did before talking to her a 
couple of years ago - that the people around our affair had very 
good eyes indeed*^ Forget Kim, hc*s only the necessary clo\vn - 
but do you realize that a veritable legend was growing around you 
and me while we plavcd and nade love*^’ 

She had never realized, she said again and again (as if intent 
to reclaim the past from the matter-of fact tiivialitv of the 
album), that their first summer in the orchaids and oichidaiiums 
of Ardis had become sacred secret and creed, throughout the 
countryside Romantically inclined handmaids, >^hose leading 
consisted ot G\ien de Vire and Klara Mem ago y adored Van, 
adored Ada, adored Ardis's ardois in arbors Their swains, 
plucking ballads on their sevcn-slringcd Russian lyics undei the 
racemosa in bloom or in old rose gaidcns (while the windov^* 
went out one by one in the castle), added freshly composed 
lines - naive lackev-daisical, but heartfelt - to c>w.lic folk songs 
fccccntric police ofhceis grew cnimortl wuff the glamour of 
incest Gardeners paraphrased iridescent PcrMaii poems about 
irrigation and the 1 our Arrows of I ovc Nightwatchmen femght 
insomnia and the fire ol the clap with the weapons of Vanmda*s 
AdMutures Herdsmen, spared by thunderbolts on remrle hill- 
sides, used their huge ‘moaning horns’ as ear trumpets to catch 
the lilta of Ladorc Virgin chatelaines in maible-floored manois 
fondled then lone flames lanritd by Van’s romamc And anothei 
centuiy would pass, and the painted woid would be letouched by 
the still richer brush of time 

‘All of which,’ said Van, ‘only means that our situation is 
despeiatc.’ 


8 


Knowing how fond his sisters were of Russian fare and Russian 
floor shows, Van took them Saturday night to ‘Grsus,’ the best 
Franco-Estonian restaurant in Manhattan Major. Both young 
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ladies wore the very short and open evening gowns that Vass 
‘miraged’ that season ~ in the phrase of that season: Ada, a 
gauzy black, Lucette, a lustrous cantharid green. Their mouths 
‘echoed’ in tone (but not tint) each other’s lipstick; their eyes 
were made up in a ‘surprised bird-of-paradise ' style that was as 
fashionable in Los as in Lute. Mixed metaphors and double-talk 
became all three Veens, the children of Venus. 

The uha, the shashlik, the At were facile and familiar suc- 
cesses; but the old songs had a peculiar poignancy owing to the 
participation of a Lyaskan contralto and a Banff bass, renowned 
performers of Russian ‘romances,’ with a touch of heart- 
wringing istganshchina vibrating through Grigoriev and Glinka. 
And there was Flora, a slender, hardly nubile, half-naked music- 
hall dancer of uncertain origin (Rumanian? Romany? Ram- 
seyan?) whose ravishing services Van had availed himself of 
several times in the fall of that year. As a ‘man of the world,’ 
Van glanced with bland (perhaps too bland) unconcern at her 
talented charms, but they certainly added a secret bonus to the 
state of erotic excitement tingling in him from the moment that 
his two beauties had been unfuried and placed in the colored 
blaze of the feast before him; and that thrill was somehow 
augmented by his awareness (carefully profiled, diaphanely 
blinkered; of the furtive, jealous, intuitive suspicion with which 
Ada and Lucette watched, unsmilingly, his facial reactions to the 
demure look of professional recognition on the oart of the passing 
arid repassing h/yadnshka (cute whorelet), as our young misses 
referred to (very expensive and altogether delightful) Flora with 
ill-feigned indifi'ercnce. Presently, the long sobs of the violins 
began to affect and almost choke Van and Ada: a juvenile 
conditioning of romantic appeal, which at one moment forced 
tearful .\da to go and ‘powder her nose’ while Van stood up with 
a spasmodic sob, which he cursed but could not control. He 
went back to whatever he was eating, and cruelly stroked 
Lucclte’s apricot-bloomed forearm, and she said m Russian ‘I’m 
drunk, and all that, but I adore (obozhayu), 1 adore, 1 adore, 1 
adore more than life you, you Ktebya^ tebya\ I ache for you 
unbearably (ya toskuyu po tehe nevmosimo), and, please, don’t 
let me swill (fdestaf) champagne any more, not only because I 
will jump into Goodson River if I can't hope to have you, and 
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not only because of the physical red thing ~ your heart was almost 
ripped out, my poor dushen*ka ( darling,’ more than ‘darling’), it 
looked to me at least eight inches long 

‘Seven and a half,’ murmured modest Van, whose hearing the 
music impaired 

but because you are Van, all Van, and nothing but Van, 
skin and scar, the only truth of our only life, of my accursed life. 
Van, Van, Van * 

Here Van stood up again, as Ada, black fan in elegant motion, 
came back followed by a thousand eyes, while the opening bars 
of a romance (on Fet s glorious Siyala noch ) started to lun 
over the keys (and the bass coughed a la rus%t into his hst 
before starting) 

A radiant ni^ht a moon filled garden Beams 
Lay at our feet Fhe dtaninp room unhi 
Wide open the erat d piano and < ur hearts 
Throbbed to your soup as thobbtd the itnnps m ft 

Then Banoffsky launched into Glinka’s great ampliibrachs 
(Mihail Ivanovich had been isuniinti giie**! it^Ardis when their 
uncle was still alive - a green bench existed whi re the < ompO'»ci 
was said to have sal under the pseudoacacias especial Iv often, 
mopping his ample brow; 

Subside agitation of passion^ 

Then other singers took over with sadder and saddci ballads 
« ‘The tender kisses are forgotten,’ and Iht time was tarl> in 
the spring, the grass was barely sprouting, and Many songs 
have 1 heard in the land of my birth Somt in sorrow were sung, 
some in gladness,’ and the spuriously populist 

There'" s a crag on the Ross oveigro\in ^ith wild tnosi 
On all sides from the loyiest to highest 

and a senes of viatic plaints such as the more modestly ana- 
pestic: 

In a monotone tinkles the yoke bell. 

And the roadway is dusting a bit . • 

And that obscurely corrupted soldier dit of singular genius 
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Nadezhda, I shall then be back 

When the true batch outboys the riot . . . 

and Turgenev's only memorable lyrical poem beginning 

Morning so nebulous, morning gray-drowning. 

Reaped fields so sorrowful under snow coverings 

and naturally the celebrated pseudo-gipsy guitar piece by 
Apollon Grigoriev (another friend of Uncle Ivan’s) 

O you, at least, do talk to me. 

My seven-strmged companion. 

Such yearning ache invades niv ^oul. 

Such moonlight fills the canyon! 

‘I declare we are satiated with moonlight and strawberry 
souffle - the latter, I fear, has not quite “risen” to the occasion,* 
remarked Ada in her archest, Austen-maidenish manner. “Let’s 
all go to bed. You have .seen our huge bed, pet? Look, our 
cavalier is yawning “fit to declansh his masher'” (vulgar Ladorc 
cant). 

*How (ascension of Mt Yawn) tiue,’ uttered Van, ceasing to 
palpate the velvet cheek of his Cupidon peach, which he had 
bruised but not sampled. 

The captain, the vmocherpiy\ the shashlikman, and a crew of 
waiters had been utterly entranced bv the amount of zernistaya 
Ikra and Ai consumed by the vaporous-looking Veens and were 
now keeping a multiple eye on the tray that had flown back to 
Van with a load of gold change and bank notes. 

“Why/ asked Lucette, kissing Ada’s cheek as they both rose 
(making swimming gestures behind thc.r backs in search of the 
furs locked up in the vault or somewhere), ‘why did the first 
song, Vzh gasli v kamnatan ogni, and the “redolent roses,” upset 
you more than your favorite Fet and the other, about the bugler’s 
sharp elbow?’ 

‘Van, too, was upset,’ replied Ada crvpiically and grazed with 
freshly rouged lips tipsy Lucette’s fanciest freckle. 

Detachedly, merely tactually, as if he had met those two slow- 
moving, hip-swaying graces only that night. Van, while steering 
them through a doorway (to meet the sinchilla mantillas that 
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were being rushed toward them by numerous, new, eager, 
unfairly, inexplicably impecunious, humans), place one palm, 
the left, on Adas long bare back and the other on Lucette’s 
spine, quite as naked and long (had she meant the lad or the 
ladder*^ Lapse oi the lispmg lips*^) Detachedly, he sifted and 
tasted this sensation, then tnat His girl's enscllure was hot ivory, 
Lucette's was downy and damp He too had had just about his 
'last stiaw’ of champagne lamely foui out of half a do7en 
bottles minu-> a n/zom (as we said at old Chose) and now, as he 
followed their bluish furs, he inhaled like a fool Ins right hand 
before gloving it 

‘I sav, Veen,’ whinnied a voice near him (there were lot^ of 
lechers around), ‘vou don t lallv need two d sou'^ 

Van veered, leady to cuff the gross speaker but it was onlv 
Flora, a frightful lease and admirable nnniic He tried to gi\e 
her a banknote but she fled, bracelets ind breast stars flashing a 
fond farewell 

As soon as bdmurid \i\ot Irdmond, who t n stcuni' i-easons - 
he knev Ada - had bien sent back to Kingston) brought tficni 
home ^da putftd out licr chc< k^ making bij^ cvis and headed 
for Van s bathroom Hers had been turned ove’ to the tultcring 
guest Van at a treographicai point a shade nearer to the elder 
girl, stood and used in a sustained stream the amenities of a liitle 
vcssie {( anadv form of W C ) next to his dre>ant» room He 
removed his dinner jacket and tie undid the colhr of Ins silk 
shirt and paused in virile hesitation Ada, bevond then bcdioom 
and sitting room was running her bath, to its gush a guitar 
rh>thm recently heard, kept adipting itself aquaiically (the raie 
moments when he remembered her and hex quite rational >peerh 
at her last sanaloiium in Agavia) 

He licked nis lips cleared his throat and, deciding to kill two 
finches with one fiieone, walked to the othei, southern, cxtiemily 
of the flat thiough a boudery and manger hall (we always tend 
to talk Canady when haut) In the guest bedroom Lueette stood 
with her back to him, in the process of slipping on her p de green 
nightdress over her head Her narrow haunches were baie, and 
our wretched rake could not help being moved by the ideal 
symmetry ot the exquisite twin dimples that only very peifect 
young bodies have above the buttocks in the sacral belt of beauty 
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Oh, they were even more perfect than Ada’s! Fortunately, she 
turned around, smoothing her tumbled red curls while her hem 
dropped to knee level. 

‘My dear,’ said Van, ‘do help me. She told me about her 
Valent lan estanciero but now the name escapes me and 1 hate 
bothering her.’ 

‘Only she never told you,* said loyal Lucette, ‘so nothing 
could escape. Nope. I can’t do that to youi sweetheart and mine, 
because we know you could hit that keyhole with a pistol.’ 

‘Please, little vixen! I'll leward you with a very special 
ki.s.' 

‘Oh, Van,' .she said ovci a deep sigh. ‘You promise you won’t 
tell her I told you?’ 

‘1 promise. No, no no,’ he went on, assuming a Russian 
accent, as she, with the abandon of mindless love, was about to 
press her abdomen to his. Wikak-s net: no lips, no philtrum, no 
nosetip, no swimming eye. Little vixen's axilla, just that - unless* 

- (drawing back in mock imcciiainty) - you shave there?’ 

‘ I stink worse when 1 do,' confided simple Lucette and obedi- 
ently bared one shoulder. 

‘Arm up' Point at Paradise' Terra* Venus!’ commanded Van, 
and for a lew synchronized heartlieats, fitted his working mouth 
to the hot, humid, perilous hollow. 

She sal down with a bump on a chair, pressing one hand to 
her brow. 

Tuin off the footlights,’ said Van. ‘1 want the name of that 
fellow,' 

‘ Vinelandcr,’ she answered. 

He heard Ada Vinelander's voice C' ling for her Glass bed 
slippers (which, as in C'o:dulenka s pn.icessdom too, he found 
hard to distinguish from dance footwear), and a minute later, 
without the least Interruption in the established tension. Van 
found himself, in a drunken dream, making violent love to Rose 

- no, to Ada, but in the losacean fashion, on a kjnd of lowboy. 
She complained he hurt her ‘like a Tiger Turk.’ He went to bed 
and was about U' doze off for good when she left his side. Where 
was she going? Pet wanted to see the album. 

‘I’ll be back in a rubby,’ she said (Iribadic schoolgirl slangX 
‘so keep awake. From now on by the way, it’s going to be 
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Chete-amie-faii’-niotata'' (play on the generic and specific names 
of the famous fiv) - ‘until further notice ’ 

‘But no sapphic \ ot schniacks,' mumbled Van into his pillow 

‘Oh, Van,’ she said, turning to shake her head, one hand on 
the opal doorknob at the end of an endless room ''We've been 
through that so many times* You admit yourself that I am only 
a pale wild giil with gipsv hiii in a deathless ballad, m a nulli- 
verse, m Rattner’s “nienald v*orld" where the onl> pnnciple is 
random vanation You cannot demand,’ she continued some- 
where between the cheeks of his pillow (for Ada had lon^ vanished 
with her blood-brown book) ‘vou cannot demand pudicity on 
the part of a delphinet* You know that 1 really love only male'* 
and, alas, only one man ’ 

There was alwavs srjmcihing color fulls iinprcssjonistic, but 
also infantile about Ada’s allusions to her aflairs of the flesh 
reminding one of baflle painting, or little glass labyrinths with 
two peas or ihc Ardis thr owing-trap you lememhci ^ vnIiilIi 
tossed up clay pigeon^' and pine tones to be shot at or co^^ka- 
maioo (Russian ^ Inks') played with a tov cue on the Hilliard 
cloth of an oblong board with holes and hoojis btll> and pins 
among which the ping-ponp-sized ebuincan ball /ig/agged with 
bix-pix concuSiicmi 

Tropes aie the clnMiiis ot speech Throuiih the boxwood lua/c 
and bagatelle arches (d Aidis, \an pa’^seu into sleep When he 
reopened Ins eyes it wa^ nine a m She lay curved iwav from 
him, with nothing beyond the opened paicnthesis, its contend 
not yet ready to be enclosed and the beloved ocautiful lieich- 
erous, biue-blai k-bionze haii smelt of Ardis, but also ol I ucetle '• 
‘Oh-dc grace 

Had she cabled him ^ ( aneelkd or Postponed'^ Mrs Viner - 
no, Vingolfcr, no, Vmclander first Russki to taste tne labruska 
grape 

snitsa saPERnik SHCH iSlLtt (Mihail Ivan- 

ovich are ting tlie sand with his cane, humped on his bench 
undei the creamy racemes) 

‘I dream of a fortunate rival* * 

In the meantime it’s I> Hangover for me, and his strongest 
Kaffcina pill 

Ada, being at twenty a long morning sleeper, his usual practice, 
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ever since their new life together had started, was to shower 
before she awoke and, while shaving, ring from the bathroom for 
their breakfast to be brought by Valerio, who would roll in the 
laid table out of the hit into the sitting room next to their bed- 
room But on this particular Sundd>, not knowing \\hat Lucette 
might like (he remembered her old craving for cocoa) and being 
anxious to have an engagement with Ada before the day began, 
even if it meant intruding upon her warm sleep. Van sped up his 
ablutions, robustly dried himself, powdered his gioin, and 
>Mthout botheiing to pul anything on re-entered the bedroom 
in full pride, onl> to hnd a tousled and sulk> I uceltc, still in her 
\^ iIlo>\ green nightie, sitting on the far edge of the conLubital bed, 
while fat-nippled Ada, already wearing, for iitual and fatidic 
reasons, his river of diamonds, was mhdJing her first smoke of the 
day and trying to make her little sister decide whether she would 
like to tiy the Monaco’s pancakes with Potomac syrup, or, 
perhaps, then iricomparablc amber-and-i uby bacon Upon seeing 
Van, wh(i without a flinch in his imposing deportment proceeded 
to piasc a nghtful krict on the near side ol the tremendous bed 
(Mississippi Rose h<id ome brought there, fen progressive visual- 
education pm poses, hei two small toftoc-biown sisters, and a 
doll almost their si/e but white) I luettc shrugged her shoulders 
and made as li to leave, but Ada’s avid hand restrained her, 

‘Pop in, pel (it dll oUrtid >Mth the little one letting wee winds 
go free at table, ciua\ 882 ) And vou, Gai den d, ring up room 
scrviv.c tlnce foffees halt * do eii solt-boilcd eggs. Jots of 
buttered toast, loads oi 

‘Oh no’’ interrupted \an ‘ Two coticci, four eggs, et cetera, 
1 re’^use to let the staff know that I have vvo gnls m my bed, one 
(tesU F loia) is enough for my little nceo, ’ 

'Little needs’’ snorted Lucette ‘Let me go, Ada / need a 
bath, and he needs vou ’ 

‘Pet stays light heie,’ cried audacious Ada, and with one 
graceful swoop plucked her sister’s nightdress off Involuntarily 
Lucette bent her head and frail spine, tl^en she lay back on the 
outer half of Ada’s pillow in a martyr’s oudibund swoon, her 
locks spreading thei/ orange blaze against the black velvet of the 
padded headboaid. 

‘ Uncross your amis, silly,’ ordered Ada and kicked off the top 
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sheet that partly covered six legs Simultaneously, without turning 
her head, she slapped furtive Van away from hei rear, and with 
her other hand made magic passes over the small but very pretty 
breasts, gemmed with sweat, and along the flat palpitating belly 
of a seasand n>rnph, down to the hrcbiid seen by Vin once, fully 
fledged now, and as fascinating in its own way as his favoiite’s 
blue raven Tnehantress* A^.rasia* 

What we have now is not -*0 much a Casanovanic situation 
(that doiiblc-wencher had a definitcl> monocnromatic pcnv,il in 
keeping with the memoirs of his dingy cia) as a much earlier 
canvas, of the Venehan {sen\u larqo) school, repioduced (in 
‘Forbidden Masterpieces ) expeitly enough to stand the scrutiny 
of a bordcl s \m* d oistau 

Thii<^ seen from above, as if reflected in the cicl miiioi lhat 
Eric had naivelv thought up in his ( >piian di earns (actually all 
IS shadov^y up there for the blinds are ‘^till drawn, shutting out 
the giay morning) we have the lart^s island of iht bed iliiimincJ 
fiom our left (1 ucette fii?h!) bv a lamp burnina: with a nuirmui- 
mg incandescence on the west-side bcdlablc T^ic lop sheet and 
quilt aie tumbled at tfic footboarukss south of the island where 
the newly landed eye slaits on its noithcrfi tup, up du youngtr 
Miss Veen's pried open legs A dewdrop on russet moss eventu- 
ally finds a stylistic response m the aquaniaiinc feai on her 
flaming cheekbone Amither tup fiom the poit to the mlciior 
reveals the cential girl s long white left thmh we visit ^ouvemr 
stalls Ada s led lacqucied talons which lead a man s leaajiiiihly 
recalcitrant paidonably yielding wrist out of the dim cast to the 
bright russet we^'t and the spaiklc of her diamond necklace, 
which, for the nonce is not much more valuable than the 
aquamarines on the other (we-»t) side of Novelty Novel lane The 
scarred male nude on the island’s east coast is half-shaded, and, 
on the whole, less interesting, though considerably more aroused 
than IS good loi him or a certain type of tourist The levcntly 
repaperecl wall immediately west of the now louder-murmuring 
[ct pour cause) doroccne lamp is ornamented m the central girl's 
honor with Peiuvian ‘honeysuckle being visited (not only for its 
nectar. I'm afraid, but for the animalcules stuck in it) b> mar- 
velous Loddigcsia Hummingbirds, while the bcdtablc on that side 
bears a lowly box of matches, a karavanchik of cigarettes, a 
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Monaco ashtray, a copy of Voltemand’s poor thriller, and a 
Lurid Oncidium Orchid in an amethystine vaselel. The companion 
piece on Van’s side supports a similar superstrong but unlit lamp, 
a dorophone, a box of Wipex, a reading loupe, the returned Ardis 
album, and a separatum ‘Soft music as cause of brain tumors,’ by 
Dr Anbury (young Rattner’s waggish pen-name). Sounds have 
colors, colors have smells. The fire of Lucette’s amber runs 
through the night of Ada’s odor and ardor, and stops at the 
threshold of Van’s lavender goat. Ten eager, evil, loving, long 
fingeis belonging to two difterent young demons caress their 
hi Ipless bed pet. Ada’s loose black hair accidentally tickles the 
local curio she holds in her left fist, magnanimously demonstrat- 
ing her acquisition. Unsigned and unframed. 

That about summed it up (for the magical gewgaw liquefied 
all at once, and Lucette, snatching up her nightdress, escaped to 
her room). It was only the sort of shop where the jeweler’s 
fingertips have a tender way of enhancing the preciousness of a 
trinket by Siimething akin to a rubbing of hindwmgv on the part 
of a settled lycuenid or to the frottage ot a conjurer’s thumb 
dissolving a coin; but just in such a shop the anonymous picture 
attributed to Cinllo or (;>bieto, caprice or purpose, ober- or 
unteraris is found by the ferreting artist 

‘She’s terribly nervous, the poor kid,’ remarked Ada stretch- 
ing across Van toward the Wipex. ‘ Vou can order that break- 
fast now - unless . . . Oh, what a good bight! Orchids. I’ve never 
seen a man make such a speedy recovery.’ 

‘Hundreds of whores and scores of cutics more experienced 
than the future Mrs Vinelandcr have told me that.' 

‘I may not he as btiglit as I used to » e,' sadly said Ada, ‘but 
1 know somebody who is not simply a cal, but a polecat, and 
that’s Corduia Tobacco alias Madame Perwitsky, 1 read in this 
morning’s paper ihiit in France ninety percent of cats die of 
cancer. I don’t know what the situation is in Poland.’ 

After a while he adored [s/c' bd.] the pancakes. No Liicelte, 
however, turned up, and when Ada, sl'U wearing her diamonds 
(in sign of at legist one more caro Van and a Camel before her 
morning bath) looked into the guest room, she found the white 
valise and blue furs gone. A note scrawled in Arlcn Eyelid Green 
was pinned to the pillow. 
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Would go mad tf remained one more night shall vki at Verma with other 
poor woolly worms for three weeks or so miserable 

Pour Lite 

Van vialked over to a monastic lectern that he had acquired 
for wilting in the vertical position of vertebrate thought and 
wrote what follows. 

Poor L 

IPe are sotty you left so soon We are even sorncr to have inveieled 
our Fsmeialtfa and met maid ui a nau**ht\ pi aid That sort (»J ga/nt wid 
nexei hi played aeain with you darling firebird he apoUo Uipalogt c| 
Rtmembraiui t mbits and mimhiunis oj hiuutx male art'sts and 
morons losi all self control Pilot of tremendous air snips and even 
ioarsi smelly coarlimin utc known *o haxc bcindinin insant b\ a pair 
of gnen exes and a loppit cur! hi w.shid u adnuri ana amuse xou, 
BOP (bird of raradtsi) Wewinttoofar J Van wmt too fat he regret 
that shameful though hasualts inn cent setne Thtsi an timis of tiro~ 
tional sni6s and reiunditioning De^Uoy and forgt * 

liiiderlv xoitts i V 
{in ulphabitu or hr) 

M call this pompvius puritanical rot " sitd \aa upon scanning 
Van s letter Why shotdd we apollo foi her h ivini' c\pcneuccd 
a dchc'ous pazmOihLa ''I love liei ind would never allow von to 
haim hci Its cunons >ou know sonieihint!; in tlu lone of vour 
note makes mo iec»ll> loalous to; the first time in my fiic [thus in 
the ni muse ript for “life ’hdlVan Van sonicwhcic somedas, 
after a sunbitli or danc^, you will sleep witl her Van' 

‘ I Jnless vou run out of love potions Do vou allow me to ’•end 
hei these lines ' 

M do but want to ad i a few »voids ’ 

Her P S read 

The above declaiation is ^ an s compos non whu h i sign reliu *anth It is 
pompous and pun tame al I adori you ui< n petit and would ntxi i alluw 
him to hurt you no tm tier how vinth or madlx hhin yourc sick of 
Queen, xxhv not fiv ovu to Holland or Jtaiy ^ 

A, 

‘Now let’s go out for a breath of crisp air,’ suggested Van. 
‘Fll order Pardus and Peg to be saddled ’ 

‘Last night two imn recognized me,’ she said ‘Two separate 
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Californians, but they didn*t dare bow - with that silk-tuxedoed 
bretteur of mine glaring around. One was Anskar, the producer, 
and the other, with a cocotte, Paul Whinnier, one of your father’s 
London pals. I sort of hoped we’d go back to bed.’ 

‘We shall now go for a ride in the park,’ said Van firmly, and 
rang, first of all, for a Sunday messenger to take the letter 
to Lucelte’s hotel - or to the Verma resort, if she had already 
left. 

‘1 suppose you know what you’re doing?’ observed Ada. 

‘Yes,’ he answered. 

‘You are breaking her heart,* said Ada. 

‘Ada girl, adored girl,’ cried Van, ‘I’m a radiant void. I’m 
convalescing after a long and dreadful illness. You cried over my 
unseemly scai, but hfc is going to \yc nothing nut love and 
laughter, and corn in cans. 1 cannot brood over broken hearts, 
mine is too recently mended. You shall wear a blue veil, and 1 the 
false mustache that makes me look like Pierre Legrand, my fencing 
master.’ 

"An fond," said Ada, ‘first cousins have a perfect right to ride 
together. And even dance or skate, if they want. After all, first 
cousins are almost brother and sister. It's a blue, icy, breathless 
da\.’ 

She was soon ready, arid they kissed tenderly in their hallway, 
between lift and stairs, before separating for a few minutes. 

‘Tower,’ she murmured in reply to his questioning glance, just 
as she used to do on those honeyed mornings in the past, when 
checking up on happiness: ‘And you?’ 

‘A regular /iggurat,’ 
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After some exploration, they tracked down a rerun of The 
Yoimfr and the Doomed ( 1 890) to a tiny theater that specialized in 
Painted Westerns (as those deserts of nonait used to be called). 
Thus had Mile Larivierc’s Enfants Maudits (1887) finally degen- 
erated! She had had two adolescents, in a French castle, poison 
their widowed mother who had seduced a young neighbor, the 
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lover of one of her twins The author had made many con- 
cessions to the freedom of the times, and the foul fancy of 
scriptwriters, but both she and the leading lady disavo>\ed the 
final result of multiple tamperings with the plot that had now 
become the stoiy of a murder in Arizona, the victim being a 
widower about to marr> an alcoholic piostitute, whom Manna, 
quite sensibly, lefused to iiipcrsonate But pool little Ada had 
clung to hei bit pait, a two-mmute scene in a traktit (roadside 
tavern) During the rehearsals she felt she was doing not bidly as 
a serpentine baimaid until the dircctoi blamed her foi moving 
like an angulai bacHish ’ Slic had not deigned to sec the linal 
product and was not ovei eager to have Van see P now but lie 
reminded her that the same directoi , G A Vronsky, had told her 
she was alw tys pretty enough to serve t>ne day as a stand in for 
Lenore rdline who at twenty had been as atli active I as 

she raising and tensing forward her shoulder^ in the >ame wiy, 
when crossing a room Hasing sat thnmgh i picliminaiv P W 
short they hnallv got to Tht am! ibt Doomed onlv to 

discover that Iht barmaid scene of the barroom scgui ncc hid 
been cut out except toi a perleetiv distinct shadow of Ada s 
elbow as Van kindly maint lined 

Next day in their little diawing room, with Us black disan 
yellow c O'- h ions and draftproof bav whose new window seemed 
to magnify the steady straight falling snewflakes (eomei- 
dentally slyli/ed on the covfr of the eiirrent issue of I he Ihau 
d the Buitttfly which I ly on Iht window Icdgt) Ada di tii sed 
her ‘dramatic career I he whole maltei sccietly n uistaltd V in 
(so that by eontiast her Natural History passion acquiied a 
nostalgic splendor) f or him the written w-oid existed onlv in us 
abstract purity, in Us unrepeatable appeal to in equally ideal 
mind It belonged soleh to Us cicau»r and could not be spoken 
or enacted by a rnrme (a Ada insi >ted) without letting the deadly 
stab of another’s mind destroy the artist in the veiy lair of his 
art A written play was intrinsically superior to the best pei- 
foimancc of it, even if directed by the author himself Otherwise, 
Van agreed with Ada that the talking seieen was leitaiiily 
preferable to the live theater for the simple reason that with the 
former a director could attain, and maintain, his own standards 
of perfection throughout an unlimited number of performances 

334 



Neither of them could imagine the partings that her professional 
existence ‘on location’ might necessitate, and neither could 
imagine their traveling together to Argus-eyed destinations and 
living together in Hollywood, U.S.A., or Ivydell, England, or the 
sugar- white Cohnritz Hotel in Cairo. To tell the truth they did 
not imagine any other life at all beyond their present tableau 
vivant in the lovely dove-blue Manhattan sky. 

At fourteen, Ada had firmly believed she would shoot to 
stardom and there, with a grand bang, break into prismatic 
tears of triumph. She studied at special schools. Unsuccessful but 
gifted actresses, as well as Stan Slavsky (no relation, and not a 
stage name), gave her private lessons of drama, despair, hope. 
Her debut was a quiet little disaster; her subsequent appear- 
ances were sincerely applauded only by dose friends. 

‘One’s first love,’ she told Van. ‘is one's first standing ovation, 
and that is what makes great artists - so Stan and his girl friend, 
who played Miss Spangle Triangle in Flying: Rinj^fs, assured me. 
Actual recognition may come only with the last wreath.’ 

‘Bosh!’ said Van. 

‘l^rccisely - he t(»o was hooted by hack hoods in much older 
Amsterdams, and look how three hundred years later every 
Poppy Group pup copies him» I still thiiil I have talent, but then 
maybe I’m confusing the right poJhod (approach) with talent, 
which does not give a dry tig for rules deduced from past art.’ 

'Well, at least you know that,* said Van; ‘and you’ve dwelt 
at length upon it in one of you leturs.’ 

*I seem to have alw'ays felt, for example, that acting should 
be focused not on “characters,” not on types” of something or 
other, not on the fokus-pokus of a social theme, but exclusively 
on the subjective and unique poetry of the author, because play- 
wrights, as the greatest among them has shown, are closer to 
poets than to novelists. In “real” life we are creatures of chance 
in an absolute void unless wc be artists ourselves, naturally; 
but in a good play I feel authored, 1 feel passed by the board of 
censors, 1 feel secure, with only a breathing blackness before me 
(instead of our Fourth-Wall Time), I feel cuddled in the embrace 
of puzzled Will (he thought I was you) or in that of the much more 
normal Anton Pavlovich, who was always passionately fond of 
long dark hair.’ 
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‘That you also wrote to me once ’ 

The beginning of Ada’s limeliie in 1891 happened to concide 
with the end of her mother s twenty-fivc-year-Iong career What 
IS more, both appeared in Chekhov’s Four Sisters Ada plaved 
Irma on the modest stage of the Yakima Academy of Diaina in a 
somewhat abridged version which, for example, kept only the 
references to Sister Varvara, the garrulous orifrmalka ( odd 
female’ - as Maisha calls hu) but eliminated her actual scenes 
so that the title of the piav might have been Hu 7 hue Sisttts as 
indeed it appeared in the wittier of the local notices It was the 
(somewhat expanded) part oi the nun that Manna acted in an 
elaborate film version of the play, and the pi tuic and she 
received a goodly amount of undeserved praise 

‘Ever since I planned to go on the stage, said Ada (we ai( 
using hci notes) M was haunted b> Marina's mediocrity an din 
di la tntufuc, which either ignored her or lumped licr in ih(^ 
common grave with other adcquitc sustaincrs oi i( the role 
had sufficient magridude, the gamut »^ent from v\uodeii to 
sensitive (the highest compliment hei icc^nnplishmtnls had 
ever received) And here she was, at the mr)St Ji.hcalc moment ol 
my career multiplying and sending out io friend and foes such 
exasperating comments a^ “Durmanova is supeih as llic ncuuaic 
min ho mg transferred an tssentiilly static and episodical part 
into it util a tf aUtu.et ataa ” 

Of course, the cinema has no language problems continued 
Ada (while Van swallowed rather than slificd i v iwn) Manna 
and thiee of the men did not need the excellent dubbing whieh 
the other members of the cast who lacked the himo WwTc pit> 
vided with, but oui wretched Yakima pioduction cemld rely on 
only tvNO Russians Sian protege \ltshulei in the lolc of Baron 
Nikolay Lvesvjch Tu/enbach-Krone-Altschaiier and my wif as 
Inna, la pau\rc ct nohlt enjant^ who is a tele graph opciatoi m one 
act a town-council employee in another and a schoolteacher m 
the end All the rest had a macedoine of accents English, Frcne h 
Italian by the way what’s the Italian for ‘ window ^ 
Timstra^ scstia,^ said Van mimicking a mad prompter 
‘Inna (sobbing) ‘ Where, where has it all gone‘s Oh deal oh, 
dear’ All is forgotten, forgotten, muddlec^ up in my head I 
don t remember the Italian for ceiling’ or, say, ‘window ’ ” 
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‘No, “window” comes first in that speech,* said Van, ‘because 
she looks around, and then up, m the natural movement of 
thought ’ 

‘Yes, of course still wrestling with “window,” she looks up 
and IS confronted by the equally enigmatic “ccilinc; ” In fact, 
I’m sure I played it your psychological way. but what does it 
matter, what did it mattei ? the perfoimance was perfectly 
<^»dious, my baion kept fluffing every other line - but Marina, 
Manna was maivelous in hei world of shadows' “Ten years and 
one have gone by abye sin^e I left Moscow”* (Ada, now 
pI*Mng Varvara, copied the nuns sing^ongy devotional tone* 

( pe\uchi\ ton hogomoI}> /, as indicated bv ( hekliov and as rendeied 
*•0 iintatingly well by Manna) * Nowadays Old Ba^fmannaya 
Street, wheie you (turning to Inna) were lK)in a score of yearkins 
(godkovj ago, IS Busman Roau, lined on both sides with woik- 
shofis and garages <'frina tries to control hei teais) Why, then, 
should jou want to po back, Annushka ^ (Inna sobs in reply) ” 
Naturally, a« would eserv tine pld><r, mother improvised quite 
a oit, ble^^s her soul And morcosei hei nokc ip >»>ung tuneful 
RuiSian' is sub‘-titutcd for Ltmorc >eoiTiy brogue* 

\an had seen tne oKtiirc and had nVed ii An lush girl, the 
infinitely graceful and melancholv Leaon ( ollinc 

Ohf (jui tm ftmha ma loliim 
Lt U grand (hint arid eolltcn* 

ha'rowingly resembled Ada Aid > a*’ photographed with her 
itiotner m fi< lladorwa, a nif>»ie iir ga/ine which Greg f rminin 
had >eiit him, thinking »i would dr light hmi to see aunt and 
coil an, together, on a California patio , ist bcfoia the him was 
released Varvara, the lal^ General Sergev Pio/otov’ elde^*^ 
uaughtcf, comes in Act One from her remote nunnery, fsitsikar 
Consent, to Perm (also called Permwail;, in the backwoods of 
Akimsk Bay, North Canady to have lea with Olga, Marsha, 
and Inna on the latter’s name day Much to the nun's dismay, 
her three sisters dicam only of one thinp leaving cool, damp, 
mosquito-infcstcd but otherwise nice ana peaceful ‘Permanent* 
as lima mockingly dubs it, tor high life in remote and sinful 
Moscow, Id , the former canital of Lstotiland In the first edition 
of his play, which nevei quite manages to heave the soft sigh of a 
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masterpiece, Tchechoff (as he spelled his name when living that 
year at the execrable Pension Russe, 9, rue Gounod, Nice) 
crammed into the two pages of a ludicrous expository scene all 
the iiiformation he wished to get rid of great lumps of iccollec- 
tions and calendar dates - an impossible burden to place on th^ 
fragile shoulders of three unhappy Pstotiwomen later ht 
redistributed that information through a consideiably loiigei 
scene m which the arriva* ol the monashka Varvara provides all 
the speeches needed to satis! > the restless cui losity of the audi- 
ence This was a neat stroke of stagecraft but unfoi tun itcl> ( is so 
often occLiis in the c ise of charactcis bi ought m foi disiniicnuous 
purposes) the nun stayed on and not until the thud penultimate 
act was the author able to bundle her off had- to her conv<.n1 
‘1 assume, said Van (knowing his mil) th it you did not want 
any tips from Marina for youi Irma'^* 

It would have only resulted in a row I alwavs resented her 
suggestions because lhc> were mad< in a saicistic insulMnp 
manner IVe heard mother birds going into neurotic paroxvs 
of fur> and mockery when then poor little tc^lless ones fht Ah 
vo\tic htdnytuhki were low in Icitning to fly I vc hid uiouvl 
of that Bv the way heic s the progiam of m\ lion 

Van glamcd thiough the list of players ind D I* s and noticed 
two amuang details the lole of Pedotik an ailillery olhecr 
(whose eomedv organ eonsisU of a const intlv diekinj caniei i; 
had been issirned to a Kiin (shoit lor Yakini) I skirnosjoff and 
somebody called ‘ lohn Starling had been east a Skvortsov (a 
^ckundant in the rathei amateurish duel of the last act) whose 
name comes from sk\o*‘ets stalling Whcii he coniinunir ited the 
latter observation to Ada she olushcd a^ was hei Old Woilci 
wont 

Yes,’ she said, he was quite a lovely lad and I soit of ^lilted 
with him, hut the strain and the split weie loo much lor him 
he had been since pubescence the piandus of i f it ballei master, 
Danglelcdf, and he finally committed suicide You see ( the 
blush now replaced by a matoxaya pallor ) I’m not I idmg one 
stain of what rhymes with Perm 
‘I see And Yakim 
‘Oh, he was nothing ’ 

‘No, 1 mean, Yakim, at least, did not, as his rhymesake did, 
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take a picture of your brother embracing his girl Played by 
Dawn dc Laire * 

'1 ni not sure I seem to recall that our director did not mind 
some comic relief ’ 

' Dawn en robe rose it at the end of Act Dne ' 

1 think there was a click m the wings and some heallh> mirth 
in the house All poot Starling had to do m the play was to hollo 
off stage fioni a rowboat c>n the Kama River to give the signal 
foi iny tiance to ^omc to the dueling ground ’ 

But let us jhift to the aidactic metaphor ism of ( hekhov's 
fuend. Count lolstov 

Wl all know those old wardobe*^ in old hotels in the Old 
Woikl subalpine 7onc At hrt one ipcns them with the utmost 
care \tr> slowly in the \ »iii it >pe of hushing the excruciating 
creal. tht giowing grrau thd* the door emits midway Before 
long one discovers hov^evu, that it it is opened or closed with 
Lcleritv in one resolute '»weep th' hellish hinge is taken by 
>iirpiise, uid tnuinphani '•iLnee a hievid Van and Ada, for alt 
the cxqiiiMlt and po^eifi 1 bl^^fs that engulled and repleled tfiem 
und we do ni't mem here the rosC sire of bros alone), knew 
that v.eitun memories bad to be h^t loscd, ksi they wrench 
esery ntive ol the soi ‘ wiin then monstious moan But if the 
oi»ciation IS peifomiwd jAdtJy il ndenble evib are mentioned 
hctwun two quick quips there is a chance inal ihe anesthetic of 
life Itself ina\ alUv unloreettable agom »n the process ot swing- 
mg Its door 

Now ar'd then she poled fu i at »n^ ^esual reecadillocs though 
generally *^hc fended to ig’iore thcjii a*- if demanding by tacit 
implieaiioi) a siniilai kind of Itnieney in regard to her frailty 
He was mort inquisitive than she but ardly rnaniged to learti 
mure from her iip> than ae had from her letters To tier past 
adipircis \da atfiibuUd all the feati res and faults we have 
already been infornud td mconipclem e of performance, inanity 
and ncmentify and tc^ her own self nothing lieyond easy leminine 
eonipassion and such eoiisideiations of hygiene md sarnty as 
hurl Van mou than would a dcfian* t/owal of passionate 
betrayal Ada had made up her mind to transcend his and her 
sensual sms the adjective being a near synonym of senseless* 
and soulless', therefoie not represented in the ineffable her&- 
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after that both our young people mutely and shyly believed m 
Van endeavoied to follow the same line of logic but could not 
forget the shame and the agony even while reaching heights of 
happiness he had not known at his brightest hour before his 
darkest one in the past. 


10 


They took a great man> precautions all absolutely useless, for 
nothing can change the end (written and filed awav) of the 
piesent chapter Only Lucette and the agency that torwaided 
letters to him and to A<la knew Van’s address Through an 
amiable lady in waiting at Demon's bank, \dn made sure that 
his father would not turn up in Manhattan before March '10 
They nevu came out oi wer^t m together arranging a niectine 
place at the 1 ibrai> or in in enipof»um whence start the dav s 
excursions and it so happened that the cmly i*ine ^hc> broke 
that rule (she having got stuck m the lift I3i a few panicky 
moments and he having blithely trotted ck^wn'^taiis tiom ihcn 
(onimim summit i, they i sued right into the vuuai field ol old 
Mis Adoiir who liappintd to be pissing by their tioni dooi 
with her tiny taivaiid-gia> long silked Yorkshire ternti The 
simultaneous assoeialion was immediate and con^pletc she had 
known both lamiiit'^ for year ^ and was now lUteic'ted lo learn 
tiom chattering (rathe*- than chatting) Ada that Van had hap 
pened to be m town just when she Ada, n«id happened lo return 
from the West, that Maiina wa^ line that Demon was in 
Mexico oi Oxrnice, and that Lenore C ollinc had a ‘‘imilar 
adorable pet with a similai adorable paiting along the iniddit of 
the back I hat same day (February 1, 1893) Van rebiibed the 
already goiged janitoi to have him answer all qucr^iioii’* which 
any visitor and especially a dentists widow with a caterpillar 
dog, might ask about any Veens, with a brief assertion ol utter 
Ignorance The only personage they had not reckoned with was 
the old scoundrel usually poitiayed as a skeleton ox an angel 
Van’s father had just left one Santiago to view the results of 
an earthquake in another, when Ladore Hospital cabled that 
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Dan was dying He set of! at once for Manhattan, eyes blazing, 
wmgs whistling He had not many interests in life 

At the airport ot the mo<»nht ^\hlte town we call Tent, and 
Tobakov’s sailors, who built it, called Palatka, in northern 
Florida, where owing to engine trouble he had to change planes. 
Demon made a long-distance call and received a full account of 
Dan’s death liom the inordinately circumstantial Dr Nikulin 
f grandson of Iho gieal rodcntiologist Kunikuhnov we can I get 
rid t^f I he lettuce) Daniel Veen's life had ocen a mixtuie of the 
rccid> made and the grotesque, but hi» ueath had shown an 
a'tistic sticdk because of its icllccting (as his tousin, not his 
doctoi, instaiilly peiceivcd) the man’s latteily conceived passion 
0)r the paintings, and faked paintings, associated with the name 
of llieionsmus Bo‘‘Ch 

Next day, f ebiuary *), around nine p ni , Manhattan (winter) 
time, on the wav to nan'*^ lawyer. Demon rioted - |ust as he 
we ab(Mi» to cross Alexis \\inuc an ancient but insigniiicant 
acquaintance M^'s Aifour advancing toward him witfi her toy 
terMcr, along he ol the stieet t nnesitatingK Demon 
aepped ofl the lurb, and having no hat to raise (hats were not 
vsorn wjtn laimloaks and beside*^ he had ^usi lal^cn a very 
exotic and potent pill to lice the da>'s >rd(al on top of a sleep- 
less journey), contented himi^elf quite pioptrly - with a wave 
of nis slim umbrella, recalled with a paint dab ot delight one of 
the cargle guls of her late husband, and anoothly passed in 
irtml of I slow-v^lopping hor^e-draw i vegctible cart, well out of 
the A ay of Mi^ R4 Bui prc^^iscN hi rega’-d t*; .ucb a contin- 
gctiv-v, f ate nad preparcu an a'ternate continuiiicm As Demon 
ru *hcd (or in terms of the pill, sauntcrc ) b> the Monaco, wheie 
he had often lunched, it Ovcuiied to ini that hi son (who n 
he had been unable to N ontact’) might still be living with dull 
little Tordula do Pro in the pentnc»use loartment of that fine 
buildnm He had nt ver been up therv oi had hc*^ i or a business 
Consultation with Van'^ On a »un-lia/ed Tcirav,e*> ^nd a clouded 
dunk'* (He had, that s right, but Cordula was not dull and had 
not been present ) 

With the simple and, conibinationally speaking, neat, thought 
that, after all, there was but one sky (white, with minute multi- 
colored ootical sparks), Demon hastened to enter the lobby and 
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cdtch the lift which a ginger-haired waiter had just entered, with 
breakfast for two on a wigglc-wheel table and the Manhattan 
Times among the shining, ever so slightly sciatched, silver 
tupoids Was his son still living up theie automatically asked 
Demon placing a piece of nobler metal among the dome^ 5/, 
conceded the grinning imbecile, he had lived there with his lady 
all winter 

Then we are fellow trave ^is/ said Demon inhaling not with- 
out gourmand anticipation the smell of Monaco s cottce, 
exaguerated by the shadows of tropical weeds waving in the 
bree/e of his brain 

On that memorable morning Van after <;rdcnng bnaklist, 
had climbed out of his bath and dunned a atr iw berry red terry 
cloth robe when he thought he heard V ileiio s voice from the 
adjacent parlor 1 hither he padded liun ming tunckssl> looking 
forward to mother dav of increasing happiness (with vtt another 
uncomfortable little tdge smoothed avay another rtw kink m 
the past so refashioned is to ht into the new palter n of i idi met ) 
Demon dothed entirely in black blick spatted bl ul 
seal ved his monocle on a hr older bl ick ribb ifi ih ii usu il wa*- 
>rttjnc» at the breatfast tible a cup >i eoflee tn one hind ind 
a convenientK folded hnancHl section of the /mu s in the othci 
Ik gave a slight start ind put dovvn his cup lathci jc ikily on 
noting the eoin< idcnee of color with a nersistcnt dc t iil m in 
illumined lower left hand comer of a ucitain picture reproduced 
in the copiously rllu^tiakd catalogue of his immediate mm \ 

All Van could think of '^ay ng was 1 am not aloiie (jc in su 
pas sciil) but Demon wa** briii ming loo iichly with the bad 
news he had brought to heed tlu hint of the fool who hould 
have simply walked on into the next loom and come back one 
moment later (locking the door behind him loc^kirg out ycirs 
and years of lost Iiki instead of which he remained standing 
near his father s chair 

According to Bess (which rs fiend’ m Russian) Dan s buxom 
but otherwise disgusting nurse whom he preferred to all others 
and had taken to Ardrs because she niinaged to extract orally a 
few last drops of play /eio (as the old whore called rt) out of 
hrs poor body he had been complaining for some lime even 
before Ada s sudden depaituie, that a devil combining the ehar- 
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acteristics of a frog and a rodent desired to straddle him and 
ride him to the torture house of eternity. To Dr Nikulin Dan 
described his rider as black, pale-bellied, with a black dorsal 
buckler shining like a dung beetle’s back and with a knife in his 
raised forelimb. On a very cold morning in late January Dan 
had somehow escaped, through a basement maze and a toolroom, 
into the brown shrubbery of Ardis; he waj naked except for a 
red bath towel which trailed trom his rump like a kind of 
caparison, and, despite the rough going, had crawled on all 
fours, like u crippled steed under an invisible rider, deep into the 
^(^oded landscape. On the other hand, had lie attempted to 
wain her she might have made her big Ada yawn and uttered 
s(»methirg irrevocably cozy at the moment he opened the thick 
p«otective door. 

‘I beg you, sir,’ said Van, ‘go down, and Til join you in the 
bai as soon as Tm dressed Fni in a delicate situation.’ 

‘C ome, come,’ retorted Demon, dropping and replacing his 
monocle. ‘Cordula won't mind’ 

It's another, much more impressionable girl’ - (yet another 
awtuj fumble:). 'Damn C'oidulat Coidula is now Mrs lobak.’ 

‘Oli, of couise*’ cried Demon ‘How stupid of me! I remember 
Ada's hance telling me - he and young Tobak worked for a 
while m the same Phoenix bank. Of course. Splendid broad- 
shouldered, blue-eyed, blond chap Buckbay lobakovichl’ 

‘ 1 don’t care,' said clenched Van, ‘ if he looks like a crippled, 
ciucitied, albino toad Please, Dad, I really must - 

‘Funn> \our saying that. I've dropped in only to tell you 
poor cousin Dan ha-, died an odd Boscheaii death He thought a 
fantastic rodent sort of rode nim out of the house. They found 
him too late, he expired in Nikulin’s clinic, raving about that 
detail of the picture. I’m having the deuce of a time rounding up 
the family. The picture is now preserved m the Vienna Academy 
of Art.’ 

‘Father, I’m sorry - but Fm trying to tell you 
‘If T could write,’ mused Demon. ‘1 would describe, in too 
many words nv' doubt, how passionately, how iiicandesccntly, 
how inccstuously ~ c'wr le mot - art and science meet in an 
insect, in a thrush, in a thistle of that ducal bosquet. Ada is 
marrying an outdoor man, but her mind is a closed museum, 
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and she, and deat Lucette, once diew my attention, by a creepy 
coincidence, to certain details of that other triptych, that tremen- 
dous garden of tongue-in-cheek delights, circa 1500, and namely, 
to the butterflies in it - a Meadow Brown, female in the center 
of the right panel, and a Tortoiseshell in the middle panel 
placed there as if settled on a flower maik tlic ‘as if, for here 
we have an example of exa*.t knowledge on the part of those 
two admirable little girls, be ausc they say that actually the 
wrofig side of the bug is shown, it should have been the under- 
side, if seen, as it is, in piohle, but Bosch e\/idently found a wing 
or two in the cornei cobweb of his casenicni and showed the 
prettier upper surface in depicting his imoiiectly folded insect 
I mean 1 don t give a hoot lor the csotciic meaning for the 
myth behind the moth for the mastti piece biitei who makes 
Bosch express some bosh of his time 1 m allergic to allegory and 
am quite suit he wa^- just cnjc»ying himself by cros‘>brcedme 
casual fancies just for the fun of the contoui and coloi and 
what we have to study as 1 was telling >our cou ins is the joy 
of the eye the feci and ti^te of the woman si/cd dnv I ciry th it 
you embrace ntth him or the exquisite suipn^ of m uuu ual 
orifice - but >ou arc not folio vine me you want me to go \o 
that >ou mvy intenupt her beiuty sleep lucky beast’ 4 pro,)o% 
1 have not been alih to alcit Lucette who is soinewheic m Italy 
but 1 ve manae^ed to liaee Manna *o rsit'>ikir flrting theic 
with the Bi hop of Belokonsk she will iiiivt in the late dter- 
noon, wearing no doubt pkurtuscs vtr\ becoming aid wt 
shall then trascl a troi\ to I adoic beeau e I don t think 

Was he perhaps under the influence of ome bright Chilean 
drug' That torrent was simplv unstoppable, j ciazy spcA^tium 
a talking palette 

no really 1 don’t think wc should bother Ada in her 
Agavid He IS I mean V melander is - the scion s c,i o n of one 
of those great Varangians who had conquered the C opper Tailars 
or Red Mongols - or whoever they were ~ who had conqucied 
some earlier Bron/e Riders - be fore wc introduced our Russian 
roulette and lush loo at a lucky moment in the history of 
Western casinos ’ 

‘1 am extremely, I am hideously sorry,’ said Van ‘what with 
Uncle Dan’s death and your state of cxcitemcat, sir, but my girl 
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friend's coffee is getting cold, and I can’t very well stumble into 
oui bedroom with all that infernal paraphernalia * 

I’m lea\mg Fm leaving After all we haven l >cen each other 
- since when, y^ugust'^ At any rate, I hope she''* pietticr than 
the Coidula you had here btfoic, volatile boy*’ 

Volalina, perhaps' Oi diagonara' He definitely smelled of 
ether Pltasc, please, please go 

My gloves* Cloik* Thank you Can I use your W C '' No? 
All right I h find one elsewhere C omc over as soon a< you can, 
and wc’ll meet Manna at the airpoit around four and then 
\ hiz7 to the wake and 

And htre Ad i enter cd Not naked oh no, in a pink peignoir 
so a« not to <^hoci- Valerio comfoitablv l( rnnirg her hair, 
sveet and sleeps She nadt the mistake of cr>int» out ^Bozhe 
nu I * and dnting Kck info the ou^'k ot the bedroon All was 
lojt m that one chink of a >eC(jnd 

‘Or better fonit it once both of you bcvau*e I II cancel my 
appointrnci t and co home right now He pol e or thoiignt he 
<'P >kc with the se*l control nd the c* iritv ‘ 1 tnuneiation which 
>0 fiiglilencd and iiie-»meri/wl bl indc*trs blu Ure^-s a voluble 
hrokci i puiitv schv^o*hov L'^pceahy o nov wh< n cveiy thing 
hid mn( ''o rhe he»l airs k hcH^jm ihadnni ot Jtiocn 
Anlhnis/C'on van Aken ind the wo/*'/ a\pmi af^asunaH of his 
e up natua tint a^ Dan explaim d with a *an sivh to Dr Nikuhn 
and t< ntr^e Bellioe tia I Be ** ) to vnum ht htv^utaiNd a 
tiunkful of niu>pum s-at lUigues ard ms second b<st catheter 


ll 


The dragon drue had worn off its ifterefre«.ts are not pleasant, 
(oinbimng as Ihev do physi al fatmue with a «.ertiin starkness 
of thought as it iM ctuoi wire drained from the n ind Now ( lad 
ill a gray dressing uown Demon lay on a gray eouch in his 
thiid-flooi study His son stood it the window with his back 
to the silence In a daniask-padded loorn op the second floor, 
immediately below the study waited Ada, who had arrived with 
\an a co» pie ot minutes ago In the skyaciapei across the lane 
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a window was open exactly opposite the study and an apioned 
man stood there setting up an easel and cocking his head m 
search of the right angle 
The hrst thing Demon said was* 

‘1 insist that you face me when I’m speaking to vou ’ 

Van realized that the fateful conversation must have already 
started in his father’s brain, for the admonishment had the ring 
of a self-interruption, and wn y a slight bow he took a seat 
‘However, before 1 advise you of those two facts, 1 would like 
to know how long this how long this has been ’ ( going 
on,’ one presumes, oi something equally banal, but then all ends 
are banal hangings, the Nuremberg Old Maid s iron sting, 
shooting oneself, last words in the biand-new 1 adoic hospital, 
mistaking a drop of thirty thousand feet for the airplane's wash- 
room, being poisoned by one s wife, expecting a bit of C rin ean 
hospitality, congratulating Mi and Mrs Vinelander -) 

‘It will be nine years soon lephed \an I seduced her in the 
summei of eighteen eights -t»>ur fxcept for a single occasion, 
we did not m ike love again until the summer of eighteen eighty 
eight Aftei a long separation wc spent one VMiflci togcihci All 
in all, 1 suppo^'C I have had her about a thousand times Shf is 
my whole liU ’ 

A longish pause not unlike a fellow actor’s di>-up, tame in 
response to his wcll-rchcaiscd speech 
finally. Demon ‘1 he second fact may hoiiily you even more 
than the fust I know it caused me much acejXT worr> moral 
of couTse not monetaiv - than Ada’s case - of which evcotualiy 
her mother informed Cousin Dan, so that, in a sense -* 

Pause, with an underground tinkle 

‘Some othei time I’ll tell you about the Black Millet , not now , 
too trivial ’ 

Dr Lapiner’s wife, bom Countess Alp, not only left him, 
in 1871, to live with Norbert von Miller, amateur poet, Russian 
translator at the Italian Consulate in Geneva, and professional 
smuggler of nconegiine - found only in the Valais - but had 
imparted to her lover the melodramatic details of the subterfuge 
which the kindhearted physician had considered would prove a 
boon to one lady and a blessing to the other Versatile Norbert 
spoke English with an extravagant accent, hugely admired 
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wealthy people and, when name-dropping, always qualified such 
a person as ‘enawmously nch’ with awed amorous gusto, 
throwing himself back in his chair and spreading tensely curved 
arms to enfold an invisible fortune. He had a round head as 
bare as a knee, a corpse’s button nose, and very white, very 
limp, very damp hands adorned with rutilant gems. His mistress 
soon left him. Dr Lapinei died in 1872. About the same lime, 
the Baron njarned an innkeeper’s innocent daughter and began 
to blackmail Demon Veen; this went on for almost twenty years, 
wher. aging Miller was shot dead by an Italian policeman on a 
’»Ule-known bi>rdcr trail, which had seemed to get steeper and 
muddier every year. Out of sheer kindness, or habit. Demon 
bade his lawyer continue to send Miller’s widow - who mistook 
it naively lor insurance' money - the irimcstnal sum which had 
been swelling with each pregnancy of the robust Swis^^ess Demon 
used to say that he would publish one day ‘Black Miller’s’ 
quatiains which adt'rnctl his letters wath the jingic of verselets 
on calendanai leaves; 

Mv spouse IS thicker, 1 atr. leaner. 

Again It cornos, a ncu ban bin<\ 
must be good like I air. good 

Her sttwc is big and wants more \^ood. 

Wc may add, to complete this useful parenthesis, that in early 
February, 1893. not hmg aftei tlie poet’s death, two other less 
successful blfick mailers were waiting in the wings: Kiin who 
would have boiheied Ada again had he not been carried out of 
his cottage with one eye hanging on a red thread and the other 
drowned in its blood; and the son of one of the former employees 
of the famous clandcst'ne-messagc agency after it had been 
closed by the U.S. Government in 1928, when the past had 
ceased to matter, and nothing hut the straw of a prison -cell 
could rewaid the optimism of second -generation rogues.) 

The most piotracted ot the several pauses having run its dark 
coutse, Demon’s voice emerged to say, with a vigor that it had 
lacked before: 

•Van, you receive the news I imoart with incomprehensible 
calmness. I do not recall any instance, in factual or fictional life, 
of a father’s having to tell his son that particular kind of thing 
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in these particular circumstances But you play with a pencil and 
seem as unruffled as li we were discussing your gaming debts or 
the demands of a wench knocked up in a ditch ’ 

Tell him about the herbarium in the attic About the indis- 
cretions of (anonymous) servants^ About a forged >\edding date‘s 
About everything that two bright children had so gaily gleaned ? 
1 will He did 

‘She was twelve,’ Van added, ‘and I was a male pnmatal of 
fourteen and a halt, and we just did not care And it’s too late 
to care now ’ 

‘Too late*^’ shouted his father, sitting up on his couch 
‘Please, Dad, do not lose your temper, said Van Nature, as 
I infoimcd you once, has been kind to me We can afford to be 
careless in every sense of the word ’ 

‘I’m not concerned with semantics - or semination One thing, 
and only one, matters It is not too late to stop fhat ignoble 
aftaii 

‘No shouting and no philistine epithets,’ inteirupted V^n 
‘All light,’ said Demon ‘I take back the adjective, and I a^k 
you instead Is it too late to pi event yi'ur alTair* willi your si«^ter 
Irom wrecking her lifc'^’ 

Van knew this was coming He knew, he said this v\as coming. 
‘Ignoble’ had been taken care of, would his accusei dchne 
‘wrecking’? 

1 he conversation now took a neutral turn that was far me re 
teriible than its introductory admission of ^'aulls for which our 
young lovers had Img pardoned their parents How did Van 
imagine his sister’s pursuing a scenic career Would he idmit it 
would be wrecked if they persisted in their rcKitionship'^ Did he 
envisage a life of concealment in luxurious exile Was he leady 
to deprive her of nonnal inteiests and a normal marriage? 
Children'^ Normal amusements > 

‘Don’t lorget “normal adultery ” ’ remarked Van 
‘How much better that would be^' said grim Demon, sitting 
on the edge of the couch with lK>th elbows propped on his knees, 
and nursing his head in his hands ‘ The awfulness of the situation 
is an abyss that grows deeper the more I think of it You force 
me to bring up the tritest terms such as “ family,’’ “ honor,” “ set,” 
“law.”... All right, I have bribed many officials in my wild life 
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but neither you nor I can bribe a whole culture, a whole country. 
And the emotional impact of learning that for almost ten years 
you and that charming child have been deceiving their parents - 

Here Van expected his father to take the ‘it-would-kill-your- 
mother’ line, but Demon was wise enough to keep clear of it. 
Nothing could ‘kill’ Marina. If any rumors of incest did come 
her way, concern with her ‘inner peace’ would help her to ignore 
them - or at least romanticize them out of reality’s reach. Both 
men knew all that. Her image appeared for a moment and 
accomplished a facile fade-out. 

Demon spoke on: ‘1 cannot disinherit you* Aqua left you 
enough “ridge” and real estate to annul the conventional punish- 
ment. And I cannot denounce you to the authorities without 
involving my daughter whom I mean to protect at all cost. But 
1 can do the next proper thing, t can curse you, J can make this 
our last, our last 

Van, whose finger had been gliding endlessly to and fro along 
the mute but soothingly siiioc»th edge of the mahogany desk, 
now' heard with horror the sob that shook Denson's entire frame, 
and then saw a deluge of tears flowing down those hollow' tanned 
cheeks. In an amateur parody, at Van's birthday party fifteen 
years ago, his father had made himself up as Boris Godunov and 
shed strange, frightening, jet-black tears before rolling down the 
steps of u burlesque throne m death's total surrender to gravity. 
Did those dark streaks, in the present show, come from his 
blackening his orbits, eyelashes, eyelids, eyebrows? The funcst 
gamester ... the pale fata! girl, in another well-known melo- 
drama In this one. Van gave him a clean handkerchief to 

replace the soiled rag. Ilis own marble calm did not surprise 
Van. The ridicule of a good cry with Tather adequately clogged 
the usual ducts of emotion. 

Demon regained his composure (if not his young looks) and 
said: 

‘I believe in you and your common sense. You must not allow 
an old dcbaucher to disown an only son. If you love her, you 
wish her to be happy, and she will not be as happy as she could 
be once you gave her up. You may go. Tell her to come here on 
your way down.' 

Down. My first is a vehicle that twists dead daisies around its 
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spokes; my second is Oldmanhattan slang for ‘money’, and my 
whole makes a hole 

As he traversed the second-floor landing, he saw, through the 
archway of two rooms, Ada in her black dress standing, with 
her back to him, it the oval window in the boudoir He told a 
footman to convev her father’s message to her and passed almost 
at a run thiough the familiar echoes ot the stone-flagged vestibule 

My second is also the meeti >g place of two steep slopes Right- 
hand lower drawer ol m> practically unused new desk - which 
IS quite as big as Dad s with Sig s compliments 

He judged it would take him as much lime to find a tixi at 
this hour ot the day as to walk, with his ordinary '■wilt swing, 
the ten blocks to Alex Avenue He was coatless, ticless, hatless, 
a strong sharp wind dimmed his sight with salty fio t and plaved 
Medusacan havoc with his black locks Upon letting him* elf in 
for the last lime into hi> idioticall> cheerful apartment he 
with *dt down at that really magnih ent desk and wi ite the 
following non 

Dc wfiP he tell >on Hr loy sound prepo ttro«o prtp uppo mp 
[skI i \apdf kind 1 f Vuto un cr^* as they ha>e or Tern rdin 
tc inv inad [ d but in i paroxysm of [illegible] 1 si^dJcnly reil /cd he 
was rigid Yes right here nd there not neither here tijrthir*^ a* 
mo t th'ng arc >oi ste girt, how it r and mu the In the last window 
Wf shaied wt both >dw a nar j ainting [u d but sour steemd 11 )ur level 
of M ion piobahlv prevented vour ceing that lie wojt- wnat iookc * like 
a b jtehcr s iproii badU meared Good byt, girl 

Van scaled the letter found his rhundc’bolt pistol in thr p^ ice 
be had vruali/ed introduced one eaitridgc into the magazine 
and transl ittd it into its chamber Then st ndine bef )ie a i ^set 
mirror, he put the automatic to hi* head, at the poait of the 
pterion and pressed the comfortably concaved trigger Not! mg 
happened or perhaps everything happened, and hr destiny 
simply forked at thit instant, as it probabl) docs sometimes at 
night, e»pe lally in a strange bed, at stages of great happiness 
or great desolation, when we happen to die in our sUsp, but 
continue our normal existence, with no perceptible break in the 
faked serialization, on the following, neatly prepared moinmg, 
with a spurious past discreetly but firmly attar bed behind Any- 
way, what he held in his right hand was no longer a pistol but 
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a pocket comb which he passed through his hair at the temples 
It was to gray by the time that Ada then in her thirties, said, 
when they spoke of iheir voluntaiy separation 
‘I would have killed myself too, had I found Rose wailing 
over YOur corpse ‘ Sciondes prnsets sont Its honnc\^ as your 
oihtr white, bantu used to say in hei pretty patois As to the 
apron, you arc quite right And what you did not make out was 
that the artist had about finished a laige picture ot your meek 
little paiazzo standing between its two giant guards Perhaps for 
the covci ol a migazinp which reiected that picture But, you 
know there s nne thing 1 rcgict «ht added Your use of an 
alpenstock to release a brutes fury not >ours not inv Van’s 
1 should never have told you about the Ladoie polnemin You 
^-hould nevci have taken him inti conhdtme never con- 

nived with him to burn those hies and most ol Kalugano’s 
pine foiesi ! to umzitel no Nt i^ humilMting) 

Amends have been made replied fit Van with a fat mans 
chuckle ! m keeping Kim sah and nuc m a nice Honit for 
Disibled Pndt Monal Pt<jpk where he eel from me leads of 
iueel> hi ulled brujks on new proc^-s es in cliroi lophc lo^naphy 
1 h( r4 ue other po sil le toil mgs and onrin lat >n that occur 
U the dicirn mind bat lhv,se will do 
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Part Three 


I 


He traveled, he studied, he taught 
He contemplated the pyramids of I adorah (visited mainlv be 
c 1 ISC of Its name) under a full moon that silvered the *aiids inlaid 
witii pointed black shadov^s He ^ent ’•hooting with the British 
Ciovernoj oi Armenia, and h»s niece, on Lal-e Van I lom a hotel 
baicori} in Sidia his attention was dniwn hj the manager to the 
wake of an orange sunset that turned the ripples of a lavender sea 
into goldfish scales and was well worth the price of enduring the 
\^u iininess of the small striped rooms he shared with his secre- 
taiv voung Lidv Sv.i amble On another lenaic, ovei looking 
an dher faPled ba> bberthdia Brown, tht local Shah s pet 
diiiccr (i naive little thing who thouePl baptism of desiic’ 
iiieant something seKual; spilled her morninj ccdfcc upon niaic- 
ing a si%-inch-long catcipillai, with fox furred segments, qm fom" 
fuut was tramping, along the balustrade and curled up in a swoon 
when picked up b> \an who for hours after removing the 
beautiful animal to a bush kept gloomilv plucking itchy bright 
haip out of hi^ fingertip' with the giiTs tweezers 

He learned to appicciak the singular liMle thrill of tollowing 
daik bywa>s in strange towns, l-nowing well that he ^ould dis- 
cover nothing save nitl , and ennui, and discarded meirvcans" 
with ‘ Billy labels, and the jungle jingles of expoi ted ja// cornu g 
from s>phil'tK cifes He often felt that the tamed cities the 
museums the ancient tortuic house and the suspended garden, 
were but places on the map of hr own madness 

He I'ked composing his woiks {lllo'ihle S i* tat arcs, 1895, 
C Uiinoveunsnu 1903, Futmshed Space, 1913, The Te\tnu oj 
linn, begun 19J2), in mountain refuges, and in the drawing 
rooms of great expresses, and on the sundecks of while ships, and 
on the stone tables ot Latin public parks He would uncurl out of 
an mdehnjtely lengthy trance, and note with wonder that the ship 
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was going the othei way or that the order of his left-hand fingets 
was reversed^ now beginning, clockwise, with his thumb as on his 
right hand, or that the maible Mercuiy that had been looking 
over his shoulder had been transformed into an attentive arbor- 
vitae He v^ould leali/e all at once that three, seven, thirteen years, 
in one cycle of separation, and then tour, eight, sixteen, in yet 
anothei, h.id elapsed since he had last embraced, hold, bewept 
Ada 

Numbers and rows and series the niglitmare and malediction 
harrowing pure thoue^hl and pure time seemed bent on mcchan- 
i 7 ing his mind Thice elements, fiie, water, and an, destroyed in 
that sequence. Manna, I ucette, and Demon Te»-i i waited 

For seven years, aftci she had dismissed her lite with her hus- 
band, a successtull> achieved coipsc, as iirelevint, and retired to 
her still da7zling, still inagicallv wcll-stafted C otc d Azur villa (the 
one Demon had once given hci ), Van'^ mother hid been suffennt, 
from vanou^i ‘cjbscufc iUncACs, which eveiybodv thinighl ^hc 
made up, or lalcntedly simulated, and which ^hecont* nded cc; ild 
be and n iitl> were, c uied b> willpower Van \ i^ited hei less oftt n 
than dutiful Icuettc, wh^'m be ghinpsed there on tvo oi ihrcc 
occasions, and once, in he saw, as hr entered the aibuur- 
and laurel garden of Vnla Annina a hcaidod old priest of the 
Oieek persuaMon, clad in neutral black leuiiig on a incaor 
bicvcie tor hn Nice parish neai the tennis courts Marmi •-poke 
to \an about religion and fer»’a t.nd the Theater, but never 
about Ada, and just as he did not su<>pcct she l^nr vv c\iiything 
about the h(*rroi ind ardor of Ardis, none Mispected what pu‘n 
m her bleeding bowels she was tr>ip » U; all iv by incantations, and 
‘scll-loc using’ oi Its op})OSitc device, ‘sell dissolving’ She con 
fessed with an enigmatic and rather smug smile (hat much as she 
liked the rhythmic blue puffs of incense, and the dyakon"^ rich 
growl on tfie ambon, and the odv-brown ikon coped in protec- 
tive tiligiee to receive the worshippers kiss, her soul remained 
iirevocdbly consecrated, napcrekoi (in spite oO Dasha Vino- 
lander, to the ultimate wndom of Hinduism 

Early in 1900, a few days before he saw Manii i, for the last 
time, at the clinic in Nice (where he learned for the first time the 
name of her illness), Van had a ‘verbal’ nightmare, caused, may- 
be, by the musky smell in the Miramas (Bouebes Rouges-du- 
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Rhone) Villa Venus. Two formless fat transpaient creatures were 
engaged in some discussion, one repeating ‘I can't'* (meaning 
‘can't die’ - a difficult proeeduie to tarry nut voluntarily, with- 
out the help of the dagger, the ball, or the bowl), and the other 
affirming ‘You can, sir!’ She died a fortnight later, and her body 
was burnt, according to her instructions 
Van, a lucid soul, considered himself less biave morally than 
physically He was always (meaning well into the ninUcen-sixties) 
to Kcollect with reluctance, as if wishing to suppress in his mind a 
petty, timc^rous, and stupid deed (for, actualls, who knows, the 
I aer antlers might have been set right »hen, with green lamps 
greening green growths before the hotel where the Vinelandeis 
stayed) hiN icacting from Kingston to Lucette’s cable from Nice 
{ Mothci died this morning the funeral dash wiemation dash is to 
be held aftcM tomorrow at sundown') with the request to advise 
h*m (‘please advise*) who else would be there, and upon getting 
her piompt reply that Demon had already arrived with Andrey 
and Adi, hi > cabling back " Dt%oU (k hi pouvou etre a\cc \oin ’ 
He had roamed m Kingston'* Caseadilla Park, in the active 
swret warming spring dusk, so much nioic >craphic than that 
fliiiiv of cablci The last time he had seen nuimms vvi/ened Mar- 
ina and told her he must return to America (though actually there 
w«is no hurry onl> the smell m her hospital room that no bree/e 
could dislodge), she had asked, with her new, tender, mvopic, be- 
cause inwaid, expression ‘Can’t you wait till I'm gone and 
his reply had been ‘ I II lie ba< k c*n *he twenty-hfth I have to dc- 
livci an addiess on the Ps>cholog> of Suicide , and she had said, 
stressinc, now that everything was (tipitaka (safcl> packed), the 
e>act kinship Do tell them about youi sillv aun^ Aqui,' where- 
upon he had nodded, witli a sniuk, instead of answering ‘Yes, 
mother ’ Hunched up in a Iasi band of low sun, on the bench 
wheic he had recently fondled and fouled a favorite, lanky, awk- 
ward, black gill student. Van tortured himself with thoughts of 
insLiflicienl filial affection a long story of unconcern, amused 
scorn, physical repulsion, and babitud dismissal He looked 
around, making wild amends, willing hc»- spun to give him an 
unequivocal, and indeed alJ-deciding sign, of continued being be- 
hind the veil of time, beyond the flesh of space But no response 
came, not a petal fell on his bench, not a gnat touched his hand. 
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He wondered what reallv kept him alive on terrible Antiterra, 
with Terra a myth and all art a game when nothing mattered any 
more since the day he slapped Valerio s warm bristly cheek, and 
whence from what deep well of hope, did he still scoop up a 
shivering star, when everything had an edge of agony and des- 
pair, when another man was in every bedroom with Ada 


2 


On a bleak morning between the spring and sunimei of 1901 in 
Pans a Van black hatted one hand plavine with the warm 
loose change in his topcoat pocket and Ihc other fawn gloved 
upswinging a fuiled Fnghsh umbrella strc'dc past a paitieiil iily 
unattiaclive sidewalk cafe among the rniny lining the Ave me 
Guillaume Pitt a chubby bald man in a rumple ( b»own mit with 
a watch (.named w nslcoa* tnod ind hailed him 
Van eonsiatrcd for a moment thasi red ij^und vluet*, thit 

black goUtc 

uzmno h (You d( n t recoimizu m^) 

‘Greg' Grieonv AVin >vicli* cried \ i \ teirmg off his glo\t 
‘I grew a regular \oilbart last sun tnei \ on c* nevei h ive kin wn 
me thtn Beer ^ Wonder what >ou do to lool Ixni b V m 
* Diet of ehamoigne not beer said Piofes or \ ten p itting on 
his spectacle^ and signiling t i w utei Writh the cnx)k of hi 
urnber >1 irdlv slop'- one adding wr iglP bet keeps the scfo 
turn eri<r ’ 

‘I ni also very fat ves 

‘What about Grace 1 can’t nnagi le getting fat " 

‘Once twins, always twins Mv wife i' prettv port^ loo 
‘AflA: r/ zhenat (so you aie inanied) > Didn I kno v it How 
long 

‘ Abou^ two >cirs ’ 

‘To whom*>’ 

‘Maude Sween ’ 

‘The daughter of the poet 

‘No, no her mo her is a Brougham * 

Might have replied ‘Ada Veen,’ had Mr Vinelandcr not been a 
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quicker suitor. ) think I met a Broom somewhere. Drop the sub- 
ject. Probably a dreary union : hefty, high-handed wife, he more of 
a bore than ever. 

‘ I last saw you thirteen years ago, riding a black pony - no, a 
black Silentium. Bozhe moyT 

‘Yes - Bozhe may, you can well say that. Those lovely, lovely 
agonies in lovely Ardis! Oh, I was absolyutno bezumno (madly) in 
love with youi cousin ! ’ 

‘You mean Miss Veen‘> 1 did not know it. How long 

‘Neither did she. I was tciribly 
How long are you slaying 

tenibly shy, because, of course, T realized that I could not 
compete with her numerous boy friends.' 

Numerous? Two? Tl^ree? Is it possible he never heard about 
the main one? All the rose hedges knew, all the maids knew, in all 
three manors. The noble reticence of our Ix^dmakcrs. 

‘How long will you be slaying in Lute? No, Greg, / ordered it. 
You pay for the next bottle. Tell me 

*So odd to recall * ft was frenzy, it was fantasy, it was reality in 
the K degree. I'd have (.onsenfcfi to be beheaded by a Tartar, I 
declare, if in exchange 1 could have kissed her instep. You were 
her cousin, almost a brother, you can't understand that obsession. 
Ah, those picnics’ And Percy de Prey who boasted to me about 
her, and drove me crazy with envy and pity, and Dr Krolik, who, 
they said, also loved her, and Phil Rack, a composer of genius - 
dead, dead, all dead I' 

‘I really know very little about music but it was a great pleasure 
to make your chum howl. I have an apoointment in a few min- 
utes, alas. Za tvoyo rdofivie, Grigoriy Af^imovich.'' 

Arkadievich,' said Greg, who had let it pass once but now 
mechanically corrected Van 

"Ach yes! Stupid slip of the slovenly tongue. How is Arkadiy 
Grigorievich?’ 

‘ He died. He died just before your aunt. T thtaighf the papers 
paid a very handsome tribute to her U^lent. And where is Ade- 
laida Danilovna ? Did she marry Christopher Vinelandcr or his 
brother?’ 

‘In California or Arizona. Andrey’s the name, 1 gather. Per- 
haps Tm mistaken. In fact, I never knew my cousin very well: I 
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visited Ardis only twice, after dll, for a few weeks each time^ 
years ago ’ 

‘Somebody told me she’s a movie actress * 

‘I \e no idea, Fve never seen her on the screen ’ 

‘Oh, that would be terrible, I declare - to switch on the doro- 
telly, and suddenly see her I ike a drowning man seeing his 
whole past and the trees and the floweis and the wreathed daehs 
hund She must have been terribly alieeted b> hei mother’s 
tei rible death 

1 ikes the word ‘terrible,’ I declare A terrible suit of c lothes, a 
terrible tumor Why must I stand it ^ Revolting - ind ytt fascinat- 
ing in a weird wav my babbling shadow, my builesque double 
Van w i ahnul to leave when a smartly imitormed < hauflfeur 
came up to inlorin my lord that hu lady was pirkv-d at the 
corner o1 rue Saigon and w is summoning him to appeal 
‘Aha said Van 1 ^ce you are using y(»ur British title Youi 
lather prefer led to pass tor a Chekhovian colonel ’ 

Maude js Anglo Seotti>h and well, likfs it that wav Fhi 
a title gets one better Sviviet abroad By thr way scniebouy told 
me \es fobik’ lha» I icttie isat the Mplion>e 1 our I haven t 
asked you about >our fathei ' He in good htaltU (V»i 
bowed ) And bow is th i^uv^rnantka hctU untka 

Her I lot novel alKd / arm Lin Sh( lust got the I ( bon 
Aeadeniv Pii/e lor her copious rubbnh ’ 

The\ parted laughing 

A moment later a happen'^ often in taue and foreign 
cities Van ran into another fiicnd With a suigc o* uclight he saw 
Corduli m a tight scarlet skiit lx,nding with Pabv words of eom- 
lorl over two unhappy poodle^ attached 1 1 the waiting post ol a 
sausage shop V in troked her with his lingcrtip* and a m 
Straightened up indignantly and turned around (indignation in 
stantly replaced by gay recognition) he quoted the stale but 
appropriate lines he had known since the days hi 'ehoolmare^ 
annoved him with tliern 

The Vef ns speak only to Tobaks 
But lobak* speak only to dogs 

The passage of years had but polished her picttiness and 
though many fashions had come and gone since 1889, he hap- 
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pened upon her at a season when hairdos and skirtlines had re- 
verted briefly (another much more elegant lady was already ahead 
of her) to the style of a dozen years ago, abolishing the interrup- 
tion of remembered approval and pleasure. She plunged into a 
torrent of polite questions - but he had a more important matter 
to settle at once - while the flame still flickered. 

‘Let’s not squander,’ he said, ‘the tumescence of retrieved time 
on the gush of small talk. I’m bursting with energy, if that's what 
you want to know. Now look ; it may sound silly and insolent but 
I have an urgent request. Will you cooperate with me in coruuting 
your husband? It's a must!’ 

‘Really, Van!’ exclaimed angry Cordula. ‘You go a bit far. 
I’m a happy wife. My Tobachok adores me. We’d have ten child- 
ren by now if I'd not careful with him and others.’ 

‘You’ll be glad to learn that this other has been found utterly 
sterile.’ 

‘Well, I’m anything but. I guess I’d cause a mule to foal by 
just looking on. Moreover, I’m lunching today with the Goals,’ 

*CVa7 bizarre, an exciting little girl like you who can be so 
tender with poodles and yet turns down a poor paunchy stiff old 
Veen.’ 

‘The Veens are much too gay as dogs go.’ 

‘Since you collect adages,’ persisted Van, ‘let me quote an 
Arabian one. Paradise is only one assbaa south of a pretty girl’s 
sash. Eh bien ?' 

‘You are impossible. Whc’ r anJ when?’ 

‘Where? in that drab little hotel across the street. When? 
Right now. I’ve never seen you on a hobbyhorse yet, because 
that’s what tout confort promises - and not much else.’ 

‘I must be home not later than eleven-thirty, it's almost eleven 
now.* 

‘It will take five minutes. Please!’ 

Astraddle, she resembled a child braving her first merry-go- 
round. She made a rectangular tmiie as she used that vulgar con- 
traption. Sad, sullen streetwalkers do it with expressionless faces, 
lips lightly closed. She rode it twice. Theij brisk nub and its repe- 
tition lasted fifteen minutes in all, not five. Very pleased with him- 
self, Van walked with her for a stretch through the brown and 
green Bois de Belleau in the direction of her osobnyachyok (small 
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mansion). 

‘That reminds me,’ he said, ‘I no longer use our Alexis apart- 
ment I’ve had some poor people live there these last seven or 
eight vears - the family ol a police officer who used to be a foot- 
man at Uncle Dan’s place in the country My poheeman is dead 
now and his widow and three boys have gone back to Ladoie I 
^^dnt to relinquish that flat Would you like to ao ept it as a be- 
lated wedding present irom an admirer > Good We shall do it 
again some day Tomorrow I have to be in London and on the 
third my favoute liner, Admiral Tohakoff^ will take me to Man- 
hattan 4u ri \oir Tell him to look out loi low linteh Anllcis can 
be very sensitive when new Greg Erminm tells me that I ucetre is 
at the Alphonse I our'^ 

‘That s light And where’s the other?’ 

‘1 think we 1! pait here It’s twenty minutes to twelve You d 
better toddle along ’ 

411 nxoir You re a very bad bo\ and 1 m t very bad giri But 
It was tun ~ ( veil though you’ve been >pcaking to me not as > ou 
would to a ladv fiicuii but as you probably do to little whores 
Wait Here <• a tot ^cciet addics*^ wbeie vou can alvv i\ 
(fumbling in her handbag,) - reach me (finding a < ard w ith her 
husband s and scribbling a postal tryplogriph) at Mii- 
brooi , Mayiit where 1 spend even Augu t ’ 

She looked a»ound ro^e on hei totsiikcabillciina.an Iki scd 
hur on the mouth Sweet r orduia* 


3 

The Bourbonian-chmned, dark, sleek -haired, ageless concierge, 
oubbed by Van in his blazei days ‘Alphonse T inq, believed he 
had just seen Mile Veen in the Recatnier room where Viv'an 
Vale’s golden veils weie on show With a flick ol coatiail and a 
swing-gate click, Alphonse dashed out of his lodge and went to 
see Van’s eye over Ins umbiella crook Iro-vclcd around a camusel 
of Sapsuckcr paperbacks (with that wee striped woodpcckei on 
every spine) The Gitamlla, Salzman, Salzmau, Salzman Imita- 
tion to a Climax, Squirt The Go-^o Gang, The Threshold of Pain, 
The Chimes of Chose, The Gitanilla - here a Wall Street, very 
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‘patrician* colleague of Demon’s, old Kithar K. L. Sween, who 
wrote verse, and the still older real-estate magnate Milton Eliot, 
went by without recognizing grateful Van, despite his being be- 
trayed by several mirrors. 

The concierge leturned shaking his head. Out of the goodness 
of his heart Van gave him a Goal guinea and said he’d call again 
at one-thirty. He walked thn^ugh the lobby (where the author of 
Adonic Lines and Mr Eliot, affales, with a great amount of jacket 
ovei their shoulders, dans des fauteuih, were comparing cigars) 
and, leaving the hotel by a side exit, cjosscd the rue dcs Jeunes 
M irtyres for a drink at Ovenman's. 

Upon entering, he stopped for a moment to surrender his coat; 
but he kept his black fedora and stick-slim umbrella as he had 
scon his father do in tIuM sort of bawd>, albeit smart, place which 
decent women did not frequent - at least, uncscorteil. He headed 
for the bai, and as he was in the act of wiping the lenses of his 
hlack-framcd spectacles, made out. through the optical mist 
^Space’s recent levengeM, the girl wdiose silhouette he recalled 
having 'iten now and then tnriuch more distinctly!) ever since his 
pubescence, passing alone, drinking alone, aKva>* alone, like 
Blok’s Incognita It was a queer feeling - as of something replayed 
hv mistake, part of a sentence misplaced on the proof shee\ a 
scene run prematurely, a repeated blemish, a wrong turn of time. 
He hastened to reequip his cars with the thick black bows of his 
glasses and went up to liei in silence. For a minute he stood be- 
hind her. sideways to icincmh anc and reader las she, too, was 
in regard to us and the bar), the crook of hi^ silk-swathod cane 
lifted in profile almost up to his mouth There she was, against 
the aureate backcloth of a sakarania sc»cen next to the bar, to- 
ward which she was sliding, still upright, about to be seated, haN- 
ing already placed one win re-gloved hand on the counter. She 
wore a high-necked, long-sleeved romantic black dress with an 
ample skirt, fitted bodice and ruffy collar, from the black soft 
corolla of w'hich her long neck gracefully rose. With a rake’s 
morose gaze we follow the pure proud li ie of that throat, of that 
tilted chin. The glossy red lips are parted, avid and fey, offering a 
side gleam of large upper teeth. We know, we Jove that high 
cheekbone (with an atom of powder puff sticking to the hot pink 
skin), and ihe forward upsweep of black lashes and the painted 
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feline eye - all this m profile, we softly repeat From under the 
wavy wide brim of her floppy hat of black faille, with a great 
black bow surmounting it, a spiral of intentionally disarranged, 
expertly curled bright copper descends her flaming cheek, and the 
light of the bar’s ‘gem bulbs’ plays on her bouffant front hair, 
which, as seen laterally, convexes li om beneath the exti avaganl 
brim of the picture hat right down to her long thin eyebrow Her 
Irish profile sweetened by a i«.»uch of Russian softness, which adds 
a look of mysterious expectancy and wistful surprise to her beauty 
must be seen I hope, b> the fi lends and admirers of my mcmoiies, 
as a natural masterpiece incomparably finer and younger than the 
portrait of the similanlv postured lousy jade with her Pariaan 
gueule di guenon on the vile poster painted by that wieck of an 
artist for Ovenman 

‘Hullo there Fd ’ said Van to the barman and she turned at 
the sound of his deai raspint^ voice 

*1 didn’t expect vt)u to wear glasses You almost got h paqiut 
which I VMS picpanng for the man supposedly ‘ goggl ng my 
hat Dailing V in^ Dushka rmn 

‘Youi hat he siid is positive Iv lautiemonte^que - I mein, 
lautrecaquesque - no, 1 can t form the adjef tuc 
Ed Barton served 1 ucette what she called a C hainbcryzelte 
‘Cl in and bitter for me ’ 

*1 m so happy and sad’ she murmured in Pussun "‘Move 
gruUnoe scha<itiL ' How long will you be in (dd Lute 

Van answered he was leaving next dav loi Fni^land, mil then 
on June (this was May 11 ) would be taking the 4clmirat fohal off 
batk to the States She would >ail with him she cried it was a 
marvelous idea, she didn’t mind whither to diifl really West, 
East Toulouse, Los Teques He pointed out that it was t‘ar too 
late to obtain a cabin (on that not very grind ship so much 
shorter than <?//eew Guuuiete) and changed the subject 

‘The last time I saw you,’ said Van ‘was two vears ago, at a 
railway <:tation You had just left Villa Annina and I had just 
arrived You wore a flowery diess which got mixed with the 
flowers you carried because you moved so fast - jumping out of a 
gieen caleche and up into the Ausonian Express that had brought 
me to Nice * 

‘/>ei expresstotmte I did not see you or I would have stopped 
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to tell you what I had just learned Imagine, mother knew every- 
thing - your garrulous dad told her everything about Ada and 
you*’ 

‘ But not about you and her * 

Lucettc asked him not to mention that sickening maddening 
girl She wa^ fuiious ^Mth Ada and jealous by proxy Hci Andrey, 
or lather his sister on his behalf, he was too stupid even for that, 
collated progressive philistine Art, bootblack blotches and excre- 
meiital smears on canva>, imitations of an imbarile’s doodles, 
primitive idols, aboriginal masks, ohfit^ troHvc\, or rather rroucs, 
Ine polished log ^^lth its polished a ia Heinrich Heideland 
His biide found the ranch >ard idorncd vMth a sciilptuie, if that’s 
the right word, by old Heinnch nimself and his four heft> assist- 
ants, a huge hideous lu-^ip ot bourgeois nianoganv. ten feet high, 
entitled ‘Maternity/ the motlier (m rcvcise) of all the plaster 
gnomes and pig-iron toadstooK planted by former Vinelandcis in 
tioni of their dachas in I yask^ 

The barman stoc»d wipinii i g‘iss »n ^ndless slow motion as he 
listened to Lucettes denuiiCiation with the hnip smile of utter 
enchantment 

‘And vet U^dnako) said V in lU ku.>ir*n you ernoyed your 
sta> theic, in 18% so M'ltina ♦old me ' 

‘1 did not (nuheffo m>dohna/fu)^ I left Agavia minus my luggage 
in the middle of the niehi v ith sobbing Brmiltc Tve never seen 
such a household \du had turned iiito a dumb hmm I he table 
talk was limited to the three ^ 's actuses, cattle and cooking, 
with Dorothy adding hei comment on cubni iiiysticism He’s one 
oi those Russiins who \bhopa\ut (slap) to the toilet barefoot, 
shave in then underwear, wear garters, c ns'cler hitchinr up one's 
punts indecent, but when fishing out coins hold then right trous^ r 
pocket with the loft hand or vice vcl^a, which is not onl\ mdecent 
but vulgar Demon is, perhaps, disappointed they don’t have 
children, but really lie ‘ engripped" the man after the first flush 
of father-in-ldw-hood Dnn>th\ is a prissy and piou , monster who 
comes to stay for months, ordeis the neds, and has a private 
collection of kev » to the servants’ rooms which our bumb bru- 
nette should have known - and other little keys to open people’s 
hearts - she has tried, by the way, to make a practicing Oithodox 
not only of eveiy American Negro she can catch, but of our 
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sufficiently pravoslavnaya mother - though she only succeeded 
in making the Tnmurti stocks go up One beautiful, nostalgic 
night — ’ 

"Po-russkiC said Van, noticing that an English couple had 
ordered dunks and settled down to some quiet auditing 
^Kak-to nochyii (one night), when \ndrey was away having 
his tonsils lemoved or something, dear watchful Doiochka went 
to investigate a suspicious i oise in my maid’s looni and found 
poor Bngittc fallen asleep m the rocker and Ada and me it vahnu- 
\shih uainwy (reshakmg old times) on the bed That’s when 1 told 
Dora 1 would not stand her attitude, and immediaiel> Jett tor 
Monarch Bay ’ 

Some people are certainly odd,’ said Van ‘ K you’ve finished 
that sticl-y stufi let s go back to your h'^tcl and gel some lunch ’ 
She wanted fish, he atiick to cold «.uts and salad 
‘You know whom 1 lan into this moinmg' Ciood old Greg 
Ermmm It was he who told me you were aiound His wile (6t im 
pen snob, whdt^' 

‘LverybodN is un ptit itioh ’ said lucette Vonr Cordiila wnu 
1 ' also aiound (.anriot toigive Shiiia Toh ik tht violinist foi be 
ing her hur.band s ncighbot »n the telephone book Immcdiatcb 
after lunch vl 11 go to niy room a nun»h twenty-live, my age 
1 have a tabiilous Japanc>c divan and lots of orchids |ust supplied 
by one of my beaux Ach, tio he mov it has ju a occurred »o me - 
I sh ill have to look into this inavbc they arc nieanl for Bngitie, 
who IS muiviii" after <omonow ailhiec thirl v a head waitci at 
the Alphonse Trois in Aiileiil Anyway they arc giccnish, with 
orangt and purple blotfhts some Hnd of delicate (hicuhuhi, 
‘ cypicss flogs one of those silK eommcicial names I’ll stulih 
out upon the divan like a martyi, rcmcinbci 

Aie you still halt a martyi 1 mean h ilf a-vngin inquired 
Van 

A quarter,’ answered I ucette ‘Oh, try me. Van’ My divan is 
black with yellow cushions 

‘You can sit loi a minute in my lap ’ 

‘No unless we undress and you ganch me * 

‘My deal, as I ve often reminded you you belong to a princely 
family but you talk like the loosest Lucinda imaginable Is if a 
fad IP your set, Lucette?’ 
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‘f have no set, T’m a loner Once in a \\hile, I go out with two 
diplomats, a (lat I and an Englishman, who are allowed to paw 
me and play with each other A corny society painter is working 
on my portrait and he and his wife caress me when I m in the 
mood Your fiicnd Dick C hc^hire sends me presents and racing 
tips It s a dull hie \an 

‘ 1 enjo> oh loads ot things,’ she continued in a melancholy, 
musing tone of voice, as she poked with a fork at her blue tiout 
whivh, to judge bs its contorted shape and bulging e>es, had 
boiled alive convubed by awful dgo*ucs I love I lemish and 
^>Mtch oils flowers food Mauhett, Shaki speare shopping, shce 
ing, swimming tnc kisses oi beauties and bc4ists but somehow 
all of It, this sauce amt all the ruhe^ of HolLnct, form onl> a kind 
ot tomnin ton(t*ki\ (ihin little) Ia>C! under which there 
IS absolutely nothing e>ccpt )f cc'ursi. youi image and that 
tmlv add^ depth and a tiouts aitonic^ Ic' the emptiness I'm 
like Doiores when she av '•he^ ‘only a picture painted 
on nr 

Never fc'uld fiiiisf' thu no' I much too pretentious ’ 
Pultntious mu true It ^ o kOv ir > sen e ot cxisline a frag- 
ment a wisp of coloi < om<* aid liaVwl v uh u f to K>riit distant 
pi ICC where there ire In cot md mm iin why can t we tr ivei 
to some distant place v ith ancitnt fcmntains ' B suip'^ B> sleep 
mg cai ’ 

It *• -idfer and faMet by plane,” siii Van ‘And for Log’s sake, 
speak Fustian 

Ml Sween lunching wUh a young tellov who sported a bull- 
hghtcr s ^ldeburn‘• and cUiiei charms bowed gra\ti> m the direc- 
tion of inch t ible »hcn a naval oflieer n the i/uic uiuTcam of the 
rlullsiieim Ciuards pa^ td by in the wakc of a dail«, i\or> pt le 
lady and ^aid HnPo 1 ueelte hullo \an ’ 

Hullo Mpli said Van whilst Lueette ackn«>v ledeed the 
greeting with an absent srivie ovei licr pn>pped-up entwined 
hands she was lollowing wiib mc'cking eves the receding lady 
Van cicaied his throat a> he gloomiK g’anced at lus halt-'>istcr 

‘ Must be at le ^st Ihirtv-live,' niurmurec Lucctle, ‘>ct still hopes 
to become lus queen 

(His father, Alphonse the f irst of Portugal, a puppet potentate 
aianipulatcd by Uncle Vietoi, had recently abdicated upon 
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Gamalicrs suggestion in favor of a republican regime, but 
Lucette spoke of fragile beauty, not fickle politics,) 

‘That was Lenore Colline, What's the matter. Van?’ 

‘Cats don’t stare at stars, it’s not done. The resemblance is 
much less close than it used to be - though, of courSv, I’ve not 
kept up with counterpart changes. A propos, how’s the caieer 
been progressing?’ 

‘If you mean Ada's careei, 1 hope it’s also a flop, the same as 
her marriage. So my getting you will be all Dcmoii lains. I on't 
go often to movies, and I refused to speak to Dora z nd her viicn 
wc met at the funeral and haven't the remotest idea of whai her 
stage or screen exploits may ha\e been lately.’ 

‘ Did tint \von»an teil her brother about your inn^ cent f olics?’ 

‘Of course not! She drozliir (trembles) over his i liss. f.ut I'm 
sure it was she w ho forced Ada to write me iha' 1 ‘ ' ust never try 
again to wtcck a successful n arnage“ - and t.ns 1 for . /e Dary- 
iishka, a bc'rn blackmailer, but not .Adochka. I don't care for 
your cabochon. 1 mean it's all right on youi dear hairy hand, ' ut 
Papa wore one like that on his hateful pitik paw. He belonged to 
the silenl-oplorer type. Once he took me to a gills' hockey 
match and I had to warn him I'd yell for help if he didn’t call olV 
the search,’ 

‘ Das auch /locfi," sighed Van, and pocketed the heavy dark- 
sapphire ring. He would have put it into the ashtray had it not 
been Marina's last present. 

‘Look, Van,’ she said (finishing her fourth flute) ‘Why not 
risk it? Everything is quite simple. You marry me. You get my 
Ardis. We live there, you write there. I keep melting into the back 
ground, never bothe/ing you. We invite Ada - alone, of cour.se - 
to stay for a while on her estate, for I had always expected mother 
to leave Ardis to her. While she's there, I go to Aspen i)r Gsiaad, 
or Schittau, and you live with her in solid crystal with snow falling 
as if forever all around petulant que /e shee in Aspenis. Then I 
come back like a shot, but she can stay on, she's welcome, I'll 
hang around in case you two w'ant me. And then she goes back to 
her husband for a couple of dreary months, see?’ 

‘Yes, magnificent plan,’ said Van. ‘The only trouble is: she 
will never come. It’s now three o’clock, I have to see a man who 
is to renovate Villa Armina which I inherited and which will 
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house one of my haiems Slapping a person's wrist that way is not 
your prettiest mannensm on the lush side I shall now escort you 
to your apartment You are plainly in need of some rest ’ 

‘I have an important impoiiant telephone call to make, but I 
don’t want you t<^ listen,’ said Lucette searching for the key in her 
little black handbag 

They enteied the hall ol het suite 7 her'*, firmly resolved to 
leave in a moment, he icmoved his glasses and pressed his mouth 
to hei mouth, and she tasted exactly A.da at Aidis, in the eaily 
aftciiioon, sweet saliva salty cpilhchum, clicrncs, cofliec Had he 
I it sported so well and su recciilK Ik n»ght not have wilhslood 
the temptatioi the impardonabk Ihi i‘l She plucked at his sleeve 
as he .taited to back out of ihe hillwa> 

'Let us kiss igdin, ’ x ir !■ again' lunette kept repeating, 
childishly Ji^pingly, hardy moving her paned lips, ir a fussy in- 
coherent da/c, doing her p^st tr* prevent limi from thinking it 
over Soin s ivina nev 
He said that would do 
‘(Jh but svhv ^ Oil please' 

He biu'hcii avvuy Km old ti« nibhng tuij»ers 
'Whv V in * Whv whv wnv ' 

‘You know perfcctlv well why I awe her not yon, and I 
simply icfuse to vomplicate matters by entering into vet another 
incestuous relationship ’ 

‘ r hi*t s ndi ’ Mia Lucette, * yon’vc L>one tai enough with me oix 
stvcidi occasiom wen whe» I y is a kid vonr refusing to go 
luithcr IS a mcie gnibbic on v< in and besides besides 

ynuve been unfaithful to her with jl thou'-and girls, you dirty 
chcdl'’ 

'You shan't talk to me in that tone, said \an, meanly tuinng 
her poen woid«> .nto a pictext *01 inaichrng awav 

1 apollo, 1 love /ou, '■h< whispered ii mticallv trying to (ry 
after him m a vihnpi'r bcxaii'- the corndor was all d )or and ears, 
but he walked on, waving both amis in the an without looking 
back, quite forgivingl>, though, and w n I'one. 
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A tea‘^> problem demanded Dr Veen'^* presence in f ngland 
Old Paar ot C hose had written him ih it the ‘C hnit would like 
him to study a singulai case t * chromesthesia but that given cer- 
tain aspects of the ease (sueh as a faint possibility of triekeiy) Van 
should eomc and decide for himself whether he thought it wortn 
tlie trouble to fl^ the patient to King ton for fuithcr obsei\ation 
One Speneei Muldooii boin eseless aged foils single fiiend- 
less and the third blind eharaetei in this ehionieie had been 
known to hallucinate duiing fit» of violcnl paranoia calling out 
the names of such shapes and substances as he had learned to 
idcntifv by loueh or thought he recognized through the awlub 
ncss ol stone ibout them itillini' trees <\tincl Muriuns) ind 
whu h now pressed on him from all sidc» alteinatn \i with period 
of stupor frdhn'ed inv uidbly b a itiuin to his noini il sell when 
for a wecls o» two he would huger his hi nd boc'k oi hstcii in 
ted lidded bhs to leeoids of music bud songs md insh poeiiN 
HiS ability to break spu e into tanks and hies stiong and 
‘weak things m vhat seemed a wallpapei paitem remained a 
mvster\ until one evening when a leseareh student (R S he 
wish< d to remain that way) who intended to tiaet ecit im g iphs 
having to do with the met^basi of anoth* i p itieni n ippcned to 
leave within Muldonn sieaehoneof Ihosctlongated boxesoi new, 
unsharpened, eoloied-chalk pencils whose mere ev >eation v Dixon 
Pink ^nadeP) make one s memoiy spt ik m the larigu lee of lam 
bows the tints ot then painted and polished woods being graded 
speetrallv in their neat I n container Poor Muldoon s childhood 
could not ccMne to him with anything nke unh iiidian tec ill but 
when his groping fingeis opened the box and palpated the pen 
cib a eeitain expresskin of sensual relish appeared on his parch- 
ment pale face bpon observing that the blind man s evebrows 
went up slightly at led, higher it orange, still higher at the shrill 
stream ot yellow and then stepped down through the rest of the 
prismatic spectrum, R S casually told him that the woods were 
dyed differently - ‘red,’ ‘orange,’ ‘yellow,’ et cetera, and quite as 
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casually Muldoon lejoined that they also felt different one from 
another 

In the course of several tests conducted by k S and his col- 
leagues, Muldoon explained th^t by stroking the pencils in turn 
he perceived a gamut of ‘stingles,’ special sensations somehow 
allied to the tingling afteieflects of one’s skin contact ^Mth sting- 
ing nettles (he had been raised in the eounli v soinewheie between 
Oimagh and Armagh, and had often tumbled, in his adventurous 
bo>huod, the poor thick-booted soul, into ditches and even 
ravines) and spoke ecnlv ol the ‘strong’ gieen stinglc of a piece 
( f blotting paper oi the wet weak pink tingle of nurse Langford s 
pti spiring nose, tlivse toiors being cheeked b> himself against 
those applied by the icseaiehers to the initial pencils In result of 
the tea^, one was fo'^vcd to assume that the man% fingertips 
♦ ould uiiivty to hi brain ‘a tactile transcription of the prismatic 
spc^^ler Paar pul it in his detailed repoit to Van 

Wh* n the 1 liter armed Muldotm had not quite come out of a 
aate of stupoi laoie protracted than any preceding one Van, 
hoping to exannne him on the morrow, spent a delulitful day 
..c'ntcMihL' with a bunch c 1 c it^er psvehologists and was inteiestcd 
to spot in ong the nuises the Limihai squint of L Isie L angfuid a 
gaunt girl with a tc'ernh Hush and protiuding t^etb, who had 
been obseuiciy involved in a ‘poltergeist’ affair at another medi- 
cal institution J-K had dinner with old Piur in his rooms at C hose 
and told him lie would like to have the poor tcl.ow iramfeiied to 
Kini/ston, H//// Mi'i I aiigfoid as >on as lie was fit to travel I he 
poOi fellow died fhat night in hi sleep leaving the tnnie mei- 
deiu suspended in midair within a nimbus cd oiiehl inelevaiuv 

\ an in wlioni the pink-blooiiiing chestnut ot Chose always 
indiieeu an amoious m lod, decided to squindei tht sudden 
bounty of time before his voyage to America on a twenty-four- 
houi course of treatment at the most fashionable and eflieicni of 
all the Venus Villas in Pur ope, but duiing the Jongish trip in the 
incient, plushy faintly peiftnned (niuA ^ fiiMsh tobacco'^) 
limou'*int which he usually got from the Albania his London 
hotel for liaveK in timland, other restless feelings joined, with- 
out dispelling it, his sullen lust Rocking along soltly, his slippered 
fool on a footiest, his arm in an aimloop, he recalled his tirst rail- 
way jouriicy to Aidis and tried - what he sometimes advised a 
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patient doing in order to exercise the ‘muscles of consciousness* - 
namely putting oneself back not meiely into the frame ot mind 
that had preceded a radical change in one's life, but into a state of 
complete ignorance legaiding that change He knew it could not 
be done, that not the achievement, but the obstinate attempt was 
possible, because he would not huve remembered the preface to 
Ada had not life turned the next page, causins' now its radiant 
text to flash thiough all the teases ot the mind He wondered M he 
would remember the present commonplace trip An English I tie 
spring with literary associations lingered in the evening air The 
built-in canoreo (an old-tashioned musical gadget which a joint 
Anglo- Amci lean Commission had only lecentlv unbanned) tians- 
mittcd a hcait-woundmg Italian song What w is he ^ Who was 
he ^ \N h> wa^ he ^ He thought of his slackness, clumsiness dcit- 
liction of spirit He thought of his loneliness of its passion^ and 
dangeis He saw thiouch the class partition the fat healthy, 
reliable fokU of his diivei s ntek Idle images queued b> Ed- 
mund Ldmond simple C ordiila fantasncalK mtiieate Lucette, 
and bs luithcr mechanical assoei ition ti deprived little gnl 
called L retie in C annes with breasE like lovel>tibseesses wliosc 
tiaii favoi > were handled b> a smelly big biothi r in an old bathing 
machine 

He turned off the canoreo and heh>ed himsell to the biandy 
stored behind a sliding panel, dunking iioin the bottle because 
all three classes were lilthy He lelt sunoiinded by crashing great 
tiees ard the monslious beasts of unaehit ved perhaps un.ichiev- 
dhJe tasks One siieh task a as Ada wliotii he knew he would m ver 
give up, to hei he would suiicnde? the icinnants of his self at the 
fiist trumpet blast of destiny Anothei was his philosophic woik, 
so oddl> impeded by it> own virtue by that oncinaJilv literary 
st> le w hit h constitutes the only real honest) of a wi itei He had to 
do It his own wav, but the cognac was fiightful, anti the history 
of thought bustled wrth cliches, and it was that histoiy he had to 
surmount 

He knew he was not quite a sasant but completely an artist 
Paradoxically and unnecessarily it had been in his academic 
career, in his nonehalcnt and arrogant leetuies, m his conduct of 
seminal s, in his published reports on sick minds that, starting as 
something of a piodigy before he was twenty, he had gamed by 
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the age of thirty-one ‘honors" and a ‘position’ that many unbe- 
lievably laborious men do not reach at lifty. In his sadder mo- 
ments, as now, he attributed at least part of his ‘success’ to his 
rank, to his wealth, to the numerous donations, which (in a kind 
of extension of his overtipping the haggard beggars who cleaned 
rooms, manned lifts, smiled in hotel corridors) he kept showering 
upon worthwhile institutions and students. Maybe Van Veen did 
not err too widely in his wry conjecture; for on our Anti terra (and 
on Terra as well, according to his own writings) a powerfully 
plodding Administration prefers, unless moved by the sudden 
erection of a new building or the thunder of toircntial funds, the 
safe drabness of an academic mediocrity to the suspec t sparkle of 
a V V. 

Niglitingales sang, »s'hen he arrived at his fabulous and ignoble 
destination. As usual, he experienced a surge ot brutal elation 
as the car entered the oak avenue between two rows of phalle- 
phonc statues presenting arms. A welcome habitue of fifteen 
yeart.‘ standing, he had not bothered to ‘telephone’ (the new 
official term), A searchlight lashed him: Alas, he bad come on a 
‘gala ' night! 

Member'* \isuaily had thcii chauffeurs park in a special enclo- 
sure near the guardhoU'.e, where there was a pleasant canteen for 
servants, with nonalcoholic drinks and a few inexpensive and 
homely whores. But that night several huge police cars occupied 
the garage boxes and overflowed into an adjacent arbor Telling 
kingsicy to wait a moment under the oaks. Van donned his hautta 
and went to investigate. His favorite walled walk soon took him 
to one of the spacious lawns velveting the appniach to the manor. 
The grounds were liviJIy illuminated and as populous as Park 
Avenue - an association tha* came very leadiK, since the dis- 
guises of the astute sleuths belonged to a type which reminded 
Van of his native land. .Some of those men he even knew by sight 
- they used to patrol his father’s club in Manhattan whenever 
good Gamaliel (not reelected after his fourth term) happened to 
dine there in his informal gagality. They mimed what they were 
accustomed to mime - grapefruit vendors, black hawkers of 
bananas and banjoes, obsolete, or at least untimely, ‘copying 
clerks* who hurried in circles to unlikely offices, and peripatetic 
Russian aew'spaper readers slowing dc»wn to a trance slop and 
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then strolling again behind their wide open Estotskiya Ve^ii Van 
remembered that Mr Alexander Screepatch, the new president of 
the United Americas, a plethoric Russian, had flown over to see 
King Victor; and he correctly concluded that both were now 
sunk in mollitude. The comic side of the detectives' display fbe- 
fitling, perhaps, then dated notion of an American sidewalk, but 
hardly suiting a weirdly illuminated maze of English hedges) 
tempered his disappointment ..s he shuddered squeamishly at the 
thought of sharing the liolics of historical peisonagts or content- 
ing himsell with the brave-faced girlies they had started to use and 
rejected 

Here a bedsheeted statue attempted to challenge Van from its 
marble pedestal but slipped and landed on its back in the blacken. 
Ignoiing the spiawling god, Van returned to the slill-thiobbing 
jolls-] 0 >ce. Purple-jovi led Kingsley, an old tried fiieiid, ofleied 
to drive him to aiiothci house, ninety imles noith; but Van de- 
clined upon principle and was taken batk to the Albania. 
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At five p m , June 3 his ship had sailed from I c Havre-de-Cirace; 
on the evening ot the same vlav Van embarked at Old Hantsport. 
He had spent most ot the attcinoon playing (oiirl tennis vith 
Delaunei, the famous Negro coach, and telt verv dull and diovvsy 
as he watched the Iona, sun s aidencv break into giecn-goldcMi c\c- 
spots a lew sea-scipent yards to siai board, on the fai-side slope of 
the bow AAave Presently he decided to tui n in, walked dow n to the 
A deck, devoured some of the still-life fiuit prepared for him in 
his Sitting loom, altemplcd to read in bed the proof , of an essay 
he was contnbuling to a festschrift on the occasion of Piolcssoi 
Counter stone’s eightieth birthday, gave it up, and fell asleep A 
tempest went into con’mlsions around midnight, but despite the 
lunging and cieaking (Tobakoff was an embittered old vessol) Van 
managed to sleep soundly, the only leaction on the part of his 
dormant mind being the dieam image of an aquatic peacock, 
sloN\ly sinking before somersaulting like a diving grebe, near the 
shore of the lake bearing his name in the ancient kingdom of 

372 



Arrowroot, Upon reviewing that bright dream he traced its 
source to his recent visit to Armenia where he had gone fowling 
with Armborough and that gentleman’s extremely compliant and 
accomplished niece He wanted to make a note of it and was 
amused to find that all three pencils had not only left his bed 
table but had neatly aligned themselves head to tail along the 
bottom of the outer door of the adjacent loom having covered 
quite a stietch of blue carpeting in the couisc of their stopped 
escape 

The steward brought him a Continental breaHast, the ship’s 
rn wspaper, and the list of first-class passengers Undet lounsm 
in Italy,’ the little newspapei infoimed him that a Domodossola 
farmer had uneaithed the bones and trappings of one of Hanni- 
bal s elephants, and th d two Ameiiean p'^yv^hiatiins (names not 
given) had died an odd death in the Bocalctto range the older 
fellow from heart failure and his boy friend by suicide After 
pondenne the Admiral s morbid interest m Italian mountains. 
Van clipped the item and pivked up the passcneei list (plea'^ingly 
airmounted by the same crest tba^ adorned Cordula’s notepaper) 
m ortkr to ser^ if there was anybody to be asoidcd during the next 
da>*^ llie list yielded the Robinson couple Robert and Rachel, 
old bores of the family (Bob had retired ifter dn acting foi manv 
years one of I Jncle Dan s ofhcesj His gaze, traveling on tripped 
over Dr Ivan \etn and pullci up it rhe next name What con- 
stricted his heart ’ Why did he pass Ins tongue ov^e» histhiwk lips'^ 
rmpt^ formulas befitting thr sokmn novelist*' of former days 
who thought thev could explain eycrythine 

The level of the water darned and swayed in his bath imitating 
the slow seesaw of the biivht-blue white decked m the port- 
hole of his bedioom He r mg up Miss Lucinda Veen, whose suue 
was on the Mam Deck amicLhips exactly above his, hut she was 
absent Wearing a white polo-neck swcilei and tinted glasses, he 
went to look foi her She was not on IheCiames Deck from where 
he looked down at some other red-head, in a canv is chair on the 
Sun Deck the girl sat writing a letter a passionate *'peed and 
he thought that if ever lie ^witched from ponderous factitude 
to light fiction he would have a jealous husband use binoculars 
to decipher from where he stood that outpour ol illicit 
affection. 
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She wds not on the Promenade Deck where blanket-swathed 
old people were reading the number-one best seller Salzman and 
awaiting with borborygniic forebubbles the eleven o’clock 
bouillon He betook himself to the Grill, where he lescrved a 
table foi two He walked »wer to the bar and waimly gieeled bald 
fat Toby who had served on the Queen Guinevere in 1889, and 
1890, and 1891, when she was still unmarried and he a icsentful 
fool They could have elopeu to Lopadusa as Mr and Mrs Hairs 
or Sdi di ’ 

He espied their half-sister on the forecastle deck, looking 
peiiiously pretty in a low-cut, brightly flowered wind-worried 
flock, talking to the bron/ed but greatlv aged Robinsons She 
turned toward him, blushing back the flying haii from her face 
with a mixture of triumph and embanassment in her expres'^ion, 
and presently they took leave of Rachel and Robeit who beamed 
alter them waving similaiK raised hands to her, to him, hfe, 
to death to the happy old day^ w^hen Demon paid ill the gamb- 
ling dehti thcir son just before he was killed in a head-on tar 
collision 

She dispatched the A with rruitude ht wa> 

not scoldmu hu for popping up as some sort of tiansccndenta’ 
(rather than iransatlanlu ''towaway, and in her i.igeriies'« to see 
him she liaU botihcd her breakfast aflci having gOiK dinncrlcss 
on the cv'e She wno emoved the hollows and hills of the sea when 
taking pait in nautical sports, or the up*^ and o()p^ when fly me, 
had been leiiominiously sick aboaid Ihi^ her first linei, bul the 
Robinsons had given her a marvelous medicine, she had slept ten 
hours m Van’s arm all the time, and now hoped that both he 
and she weie tolerably awake except for the fuzzy edge left by the 
drug 

Q jite kindly he asked where she thought she was going 

1 o Ardis, with hini came the prompt reply foi ever and ever 
Robinson’s grandfalhci had died in Araby at the age of one hun- 
dred and thiity-one, so Van had still a whole century before him, 
she would build for him, in the paik, several pavilions to house 
his successive harems, they would gradually turn, one after the 
other, into homes for aged ladie*-, and then into mausoleums. 
There hung, she said, a steeplechase picture of ‘Pale f iie with 
Tom Cox Up’ above dear Cordula’s and lobak’s bed, in the 
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suite ‘wangled in one minute flat’ from them, and she wondered 
how it affected the Tobaks’ love life during sea voyages. Van 
interrupted Lucetle’s nervous patter by asking her if her bath 
taps bore the same inscriptions as his: Hot Domestic, Cold Salt. 
Ves, she cried, Old Salt, Old Saizman, Ardent Chambermaid, 
Comatose Captain! 

They met again in the afternoon. 

To most of the Tobakoff's tirst-class passengei's the afternoon 
of June 4, 1901, in the Atlantic, on the meiidian of Iceland and 
the latitude of Ardis, seemed little conducive to open air frolics; 
(he fervoi of its cobalt sky kept being cut by glacial gu'its, and the 
wash of an old-fashioned swimming pool rhythmically flushed 
the green tiles, but Lucette was a hardy girl used to bracing 
winds no less than tc the destestable sun. Spring in Kialla and 
a torrid May on Minataor, the famous artificial island, had 
given a nectarine hue to her limbs, which looked lacquered with 
it when wet, but re-cvolvcd their natural bloom as the breeze 
dried her skin. With glowing cheekbones and that glint of copper 
showing from under her light rubber cap on nape and forehead, 
she evoked the Helmcted Angel ol the Yukonsk Ikon whose 
magic effect was said to change anemic blond maidens into 
koftshe licti, freckled red-haired lads, children of the Sun 
Horse. 

She returned after a brief swim to the sun terrace where Van 
lav and said; 

'You can't imagine' (‘I imagine anything,’ he insisted) - 
‘you can imagine, (»kay, v hat oceans of lotions and streams of 
creams I am compelled to use * in the privacy of my balconies 
or in desolate sea caves - befoie I can exhibit myself to the 
elements. 1 always teeter on the tender border between sunburn 
and suntan oi between lobster and Ohst as writes Herb, my 
beloved painter I’m reading his diary published by his last 
duchess, it's in three mixed languages and lovely, I'll lend it to 
you. You see, darling. I d consider myself a pied cheat if the 
small parts 1 conceal in public were not of the same color as 
those on show.' 

‘You looked to me kind of sandy all over when you were 
inspected in 1892,' said Van. 

‘J’m a brand-new girl now,’ she whispered. ‘A happy new girl. 

375 



Alone with you on an abandoned ship, with ten days at least 
till my next flow 1 sent you a silly note to Kingston, just in case 
you didn't turn up ’ 

Thc> were now reclining on a poolside mat face to face, in 
symmetrical altitudes, he leaning his head on his right hand, 
she propped on her left el ow The strap of hei green breast-cups 
had slipped down hei slender arm, disclosing drops and streaks 
ol watei at the base t>f one nipple An abyss of a lew inches 
separated the Jersey he woie from her bate midnfl, the black 
wool of his trunks from hci soaked green pubic mask The sun 
gla/ed her hipbone, a shadowed dip led to the fist yea i -old 
trace of an appendectomy Hei half veiled ga/e dwelt upon him 
with heavy opaque greed, and she vvas right, the> were really 
quite alone, lie had possessed Mai ion Armboiough behind her 
uncle’s back in much more complex circumstances what with 
the motorboat lumping like a flying (ish and his host keeping a 
shotgun near the steering wheel JoylcsO> he felt the stout snake 
of de‘‘irc w^ightilv unwind, exinilv, he lemctlcd nc't haviiig 
exhausted the fiend in \ ilia V,.nus lie aiccpled^lhc touch ol her 
blind hand working its way up his ihigh and i ursed n<iluic loi 
having planted i enarled tree hu'*stim^ w»tl» silt sjp within a 
mair% cfokh Suddenlv 1 ucette drew awa>, exhiling i gciitctl 
*‘menle Fden \\ is full ol people 

Iwo hall nated children »n shrill glee cmie lunnine toward 
the pool A Negio nurse blandished their dinniiutivc bia> in 
dnjjiy pursuit Out of the water a bald head enicigcd h\ spon- 
taneous generation and snorted fhe 'wininung coach appealed 
fiom the dressing loom SiniiIlanc^»usK a tall splendid cicatuic 
with turn ankles and icpulsiNcIv fleshv thighs, stalked past the 
Veens all but treading vm I ucclie’s cnieiald studded cigarette 
case Except lor a golden ribbon and a bleached inane, her long, 
ripply, beige back was bare all the way df)wn to the tops ol her 
slowl> and lusciously rolling buttocks, which divulged in alter 
nate motion, their nciher bulges from under the lame loincloth 
Just before disappeaiing behind a rounded white loiner the 
Titianesque Titaness half turned her brown face and greeted 
Van with a loud ‘ hullo 

lucette wanted to know, kio siya pava^ (who’s that stately 
dame ") 
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‘1 thought she addressed }ou* answered Van ‘1 did not 
distinguish her face and do not remember that bottom ' 

'She gave you a big iimele smile,’ said Luectle readjusting 
her green helmet, with touch'ngly graceful movements of her 
raised wings, and touchingly Hashing the russet feathering of her 
armpits 

C omt with me, hrn ^ she suggested, rising from the mat 
He shook his head, looking up at her 'You rise, he said, 
‘like Aurora ’ 

His first v,omphmenl, observed lueette with a little eock of 
ficr head as il speat mg to m m\i‘‘ihlc c( ntidanl 

He pu* on his tinned gla-'ses and watehed liei stand on the 
diving board, hei iib> fiamintf the hollf>\v of her intake as she 
picpaicd to aidi^ int( the amber He \\ondLrcd m a mental 
toolnolc that muht come h md\ Htnic dav il ^unglasNC^ oi any 
other varieties vimom which ceitainlv twist oiii concept of 
‘s|)tce do not also inllucnce o ii '‘ivic of sjteeth The two acIU 
♦ornied laSM< s the iHirsi the prtinciU merman, the riatatonurn 
master ill ‘ooked on with V in 

Second compliment i id> lu said as she rctiiimd to Ins side 
“Vou ic a (li^inc diver / uo in Aith a messv plop 

fiut vou swim I tstcr shcm omplamcd lippinv off her shouMcr 
straps md turning into a pioric position, \U^{uiu piodiim (by 
the wav) 1 It triM llutl ii siilor m H hak )I1 s dtv v\as not taught 
to swim s(» he woiddn t uic a ncivous wreck 1 Ine ship went 
down ' 

‘A tommon ailor, perhaps, ^aid \ an ‘When ruchtnan 
Tobakoll himself got shipwic^Kcd (Hi Gav iillc nc svam around 
cornfoit«hl> toi hours tiighlemm^ awav shirks vMtb .natehes of 
old songs and that “oit of thing until a hshrng boat lesemd him - 
one of th^^se mnadcs that »ce,mre a mimmuin of cooperation 
from ill concerned 1 imaiMnc 

Demon she said had told her, last vea» at the funeral, 
that he was buying an is’and in the Oavaillts ( incorirgible 
dreamer diawlcd Van) He had wept 'ike a louni im m Nice, 
but had erred with even moie abandon in Valentina at an earlier 
ceremonj , which poor Manna did no^ iltcnd either 1 he wedding 
- in the Greek-faith stvle, if you please looked like a badly 
faked episode in an old movie, the priest was gaga and the 
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dvakon drunk, and - perhaps, fortunately - Ada’s thick white 
veil was as impervious to light as a widow’s weeds Van said he 
would not listen (o that 

*Oh you must,' she rejoined, "hotya hf potomu (if only because) 
one of her shajet s (bachelors who take turns holding the 
wedding ciown over the bnde's head) looked momentarily, in 
impassive profile and impcitinent attitude (he kept raising the 
heavy metallic units too hi^h, too athletically high as if tiying 
on purpose to keep it as fai as possible from her head), exactl> 
like you like a pale, ill-shaven twin, delegated by you from 
w her ever you v^ere ' 

^t a place nuely cdlcd Agony, in Icira del i uego He felt 
an uncanny tingle as ht recalled that when he received there the 
invitation l(» the wedding (aiimailed b) the gmom s sinister 
sister) he 'vas haunted for several nights by dicam after dream, 
growing fainter eacli lime (much as her movie he wai to puisuc 
fiom flick house to flick house at a lalti slaee of hi*- lifr ) 1*1 hu 
holding that crown over her 

Vour fithor ' added I ucettc ‘paid a man from Iklhfdohtm 
to tafe pictdic-i but of cours( real fame beenns onlv svhen me 
name appears in tlial cinc maga/inc s cros *ord pu//l( Wc all 
know It will never happci' never ’ Do >ou hat^ riiC now 

1 don t he said passpig his hand ovtr her sun hot back ind 
rubbing I ci coccyx fo make pu>sv puir Mas I dont’ I love 
>ou with a bioihcf s lovt ana maybe suil more Icndcriy Woiud 
you likv, nic to older drinks ' 

M d like you to po on and i u ' site niuUcrcd hei nost buiiCd 
in the rubber pillow 

There s lliat w utci coniing Whaf sh iT we hav^e Mono- 
looleis * 

You 11 have them with Miss Condor’ (nasan/iiig the fust 
svilabic) when ! go to dicss For the moment 1 want onlv tea 
Mustn t miA diug*' and drinks Have to take thf famous Robinson 
pill sometime tonight Sometime tonight ’ 

‘Two teas please 

‘And lots of sandv lehes, Getuge F ore gras, ham, anything ’ 

‘It’s very bad manners, reinaiked Van, ‘to invent a name for 
a poor chap who can t answer ‘ Yes, Mademoiselle Condor.” 
Best f ranco-Lnglish pun I’ve evci heard, incidentally ’ 
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‘But his name ts George He was awfully kind to me yesterday 
when I threw up in the middle of the tearoom ’ 

‘For the sweet all is sweet, mui mured Van. 

‘And so were the old Robinsons,' slie lambled on ‘Not much 
chanct, is there, Ihev might tiini up here ^ They've been sort of 
paddnm liter me, lathu pathetieallv, ever since we happened to 
have lunch at the same table on the boat-tram and I realized 
who they were but was suie thev would not recognize the little 
fat mil seen in eighteen emhty-iise oi six. but thev are hvpnoti- 
callv talk Uivc at hisi ^^c thoutdit you were French this sain on 

leallv dolicious what s youi home ti/wn ' - and I m a w dk 
fool an ^ (me thing led to another Yoiinu pcopti aie lcs> misled 
b> the pass<“ic of time than tb(^ cstaldishcd old v\ho have not 
muLh ch mged laiclv ^ nd aic not used to the long-un-^cen young 
cha ^ MHg 

f iMt s very clever, dai Img ' said Van ‘ except that time itself 
IS m )i ionics^ and < h ngcicss 

^ If ' always / ui yoji lap and the leceding road Roads 
move ^ 

Ro ids move 

Afici tea I iccftc iemcmbc»cd an ipooint nent with the hair- 
d'css I and left m a hunv Van peeled oil his jcisev und stayed 
on foi a while, bioodmg hn »e!ing the little erec'i-gemmed ease 
v\ilh h\e Rcvei'ct.il v.ieii‘‘tte Irviru! to eriic/y ih heal of the 
plifmum sun in its auia of lihn-eolo; but v>nl\ inanigtng to 
fai vMlh every >hi\er and licase of the ship the hie of evil 
templotion 

A moment lilei, as if having spied on his solitude the pnvu 
(pL*ihcn^ ieif)peaied this time with in apology 

Route Van sciamhlinj up to his leet and ’mowing his spcc- 
tael("s stalled to apoloei/e m his turn (loi misleading hei inno- 
cently) but his hule speech pcteicd out in stupefaction as he 
looked at her face and savN m n a gros^ and “grotesque caiicaliire 
of unlorgettable features fhu mulatto skin, that ',i!ver-blond 
hair, those fat purple lips, reinaeted m e(>arse negative ivc^ry, 
het laven, hen pale pout 

‘1 was told,' she explained, ‘that a gieat friend of mine, Vivian 
Vale the cootoonav - vooMvav (nitendue * had shaved his 
beaid, m which case he'd look lathcr like you, light?’ 
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‘Logically, no, ma’am,’ replied Van 

She hesitated tor the flirt of a second licking her lips not 
kno>Mng whether he was being lude or ready - and here Lucettc 
returned lor her Rosepctals 
'See you a prey/ said Miss Condor 

Lucettc s gaze escoiled to a good-riddance exit the indolent 
motion of those gluteal lobes and folds 

‘You deceived me Van hi it /\ one of youi gruesome gii's^’ 
‘I sweai, said Van, that s she s a peifcct stranger I wouldn’t 
deceive vou ’ 

‘Vou deceived me mans mans times when I wis a little girl 
If you re doing it now lU sais qut j in veus moitm ’ 

ou promised me a h irtm Van gently rebuked her 
‘Not t(»dav not todav’ Todav i'* sacicd 
The cheek he intended to ki'iS was replaced her quick mad 
mouth 

Comt md set mv cibi ^he pleaded he pushui her uwav 
with the veiv »pring, it wt ti ot fii^ anirpc I eacMoa to the li e 
ot hei lips md loneiit i sinpiv mu^t how you then pillow'- 
and pi mo lh«n Corduit'^ snieli in ili thi diawers I bestceh 
^ou ’ 

Run along now said ^ m ‘Vou vc no imht to ( 'eitt me like 
that I II hire Miss C ondur Ic* chaptionc int if >ou do not behave 
yourself Wc dine <t '•CNen hftrtn 

In his bedroom he found a somewhat helaltd invitalKii to the 
C aptain s table tor dinnei It wa^ addie'^ »ed to Ut and Mr Ivan 
Veen He had beeri on the ship on^e befoie ni bep\tLn im 
Qinitis and rememheid ( aptiiu C rwley as a bore and an 
Ignoramus 

He Cell led the stew ird and bide him carry the note back with 
the penciled seiaw' no such couple He la> in his bith for 
twenty minutes He atUmpted to focus uii somelhine «^lse besid»-s 
a h>steneal virgin > body He discovered an m>idious omission 
in his galle>s whe»e an entire line was wanting with the vitiated 
paragiaph looking, however, quite plausible to an a* tomatic 
reader since the truncated end of one sentence and the lower- 
case beginning of the other, now adjacent, fitted to form a 
syntaetieally correct passage the insipidity of which he might 
never have noticed n the present folly of his flesh, had he not 
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recollected (a recollection confirmed by his typescript) that at 
this point should have come a rather apt, all things considered, 
quotation: Insiste, atiime meus, et adtende jortiter (courage, my 
soul and press on strongly), 

‘Sure you’d not prefer the restaurant?’ he inquired when 
Lucette, looking even more naked in her short evening frock 
than she had in her ‘bickny,’ joined him at the door of the grill. 
‘It’s crowded and gay down there, with a masturbating ja^zband. 
No?’ 

Tenderly she shook her jeweled head. 

They had huge succulent “grugiu shrimps’ (the yellow larvae 
of a palm weevil) and roast bearlet d la Tohakofj. Only half-a- 
do/en tables were occupied, and except for a nasty engine vibra- 
tion, which they had not noticed tit lunch, everything was 
subdued, soft, and co/y. He took advantage of her odd demure 
silence to tell her in detail about the late pencil-palpating Mr 
Muldoon and alsv» about a Kingston case oi glossolalia involving 
a Yukonsk woman who spoke several Slavic-like dialects which 
existed, maybe, on Terra, but certainly not in hstotiland. Alas, 
another case (with a quibble on cas) engaged his attention 
subverbally. 

She asked questions with pretty co-cd looks of doclike devotion, 
but it did not require much scientific training on a professor's 
part to perceive that licr charming eiubarrassmenl and the low 
notes furring licr voice were as much contrived as her afternoon 
effervescence had been. Actually ..he thrashed in tl)c throes of 
an emotional disarray which /miv the heroic selfcomrol of an 
American aristocrat could mastei, Lom^ ago she had made up 
her mind that by forcing the man whom she absurdly but 
irrevocably loved to have intercourse with her, even once, she 
would, somehow, with the help of some prodigious act of nature, 
transform a brici tactile event into an eternal spiritual tic; but 
she also knew that if it did not happen on the first night of their 
voyage, their relationship would slip back into the exhausting, 
hopeless, hopelessly familiar pattern of banter and counterbanter, 
with the erotic edge taken for granted, but kept as raw as 
ever. He understood her condition or at least believed, in des- 
pair, that he had understood it, retrospectively, by the lime no 
remedy except Dr Henry's oil of Atlantic prose could be found 
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in the medicine chest of the past with its banging door and toppling 
toothbrush 

As he gloomily looked at her thin bare shoulders, so mobile 
and tensile that one wondered if she could not cross them in 
front of her like stylized angel wings, he lefiected abjectly that 
he would have to endure, if coiifoimmg to his innermost code 
ot honor, five such days of ruttish ache - not onl> because she 
was lovelv and special but tHicaust he could never go without 
girl pleasure for inoie than forty-eight hours He feared precisely 
that which she wanted to happen that once he had tasted her 
wound and its grip she would keep him insatiably captive for 
weeks, mavbc months maybe more but that a harsh separation 
would inevitably come, with a new hope and the old despair 
ncvci able to strike a balance But woi t of all while aware, 
and ashamed, of lustme aftci a sick child he fell m in ob'-cure 
twist of ancient emotions his lust shaipencd by the sh<ime 

The\ had sweet thick Turkisli u^fiec and suneptitiously he 
looked it his wrnt watch to check - what ’ H< w Joup Ihc tortiiic 
of Sell denial could still bt endured^ How soon wc»-c ceitiin 
cxcnl^* coming such i's i ballro mi Im c coi ‘pcinion'^ Her age ' 
(Lucinda Veen wa‘ only fi\c hours old P one ri verged the human 
‘time current ) 

She was such a pathetic dailing that, a^ thev pioceeclcd to 
ledvc thf* grill he could not help foi scnsuahlv i' the best 
breeding oroth of fatal error caressing her ghi'-sy young shouldti 
So as to fu for an instint the happiest in he- Jilc its ideal con 
vcMtv bilboquct wi c within the hollow (;f his palm Then >he 
walked before him a conscious of hii ga/c -i^ if she were winning 
a pi i/c foi poise He could dc scribe he r di es*- only as sti uthious 
(if there existed ^oppci curled ostiicties) accentuating as it did 
thw swing ot her stance, the length of her legs m nmon stockings 
Objcctivel> speaking, her chic was keener than that of her 
‘vigmal‘ sister As thev crossed landings where velvet ropes were 
hastily stretched by Russian sailors (wlio glanced with sympathy 
at the handsome pair speaking their incomparable longiic) or 
walked this e>r that deck, Lucetie made him think of some 
acrobatic creature immune to the rough seas He saw with 
gentlemanly displeasure that her tilted chin and black wings, and 
free stride, attracted not only blue innocent eyes but the bold 
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stare of lewd fellow passengers. He loudly exclaimed that he 
would slap the next jackanapes, and involuntarily walked back- 
ward with ridiculous truculent gestures into a folded deck chair 
(he also running the reel of time backward, in a minor wav), 
which caused her to emit a yelp of laughter. Feeling now much 
happiei, enjoying his gallant champagne-temper, she steered Van 
away from the mirage of her admirers, back to the lift. 

They examined \\ithoiit much interest the objects of pleasure 
in a display window. Liicclte ^neered at a gold-threaded swim- 
suit. The presence of a ^din^ crop and a pickax pu/zled Van. 
ilalf a dozen glossy-jacketed copies ot Sahman were impres- 
sively heaped between a picture of the handsome, thoughtful, 
now totally forgotten, auihoi and a Mingo-Bingo vase of im- 
mortelles. 

He clutched at a red rope and they entered the lounge. 

'Whom did she look like?’ asked Lucette. '£// laid ct en 
lard 

‘I don’t know,' he lied. 'Whom?' 

‘Skip It,' she said ‘You'ie mine tonight. Mine, mine, mine!' 

She was quoting Kiplinu the same phrase that Ada used to 
address to Dack He cast around for a straw of Procrustean 
piocrastinalion. 

‘Please,’ said Lucette. ‘I’m tired of walking around. I'm frail, 
Tm feverish, 1 haie stoims, let's all go to bed*’ 

‘Hey, look*’ he cried, poiniing to a poster. 'They’re showing 
something called Don Juan's Lasi Fling. It's prerelease and for 
adults only. Topical lohakoff" 

‘It’s going to be an uninethvlatcd bo e,' said Lucy (Houssaie 
School, 1890) but he had already prshed aside the entrance 
drapery. 

They came in at the beginning of an introductory picture, 
featuring a cruise to Cirecnland, with heavy seas in gaudy 
technicolor. It was a rathei irielcvant trip since their Tobakoff 
did not contemplate calling at Godhavn; moreover, the cinema 
theater w'as swaying in counterrhythm ^hecobalt-and-emerald 
sw'cll on the screen. No wonder the place was emptovato^ as 
Lucette observed, and she w'cnt on to say that the Robinsons 
had saved her life by giving her on the eve a tubeful of Quietus 
Pills, 
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‘Want one*^ One a day keeps “no shah” away Pun. You can 
chew It, It’s sweet ’ 

‘Jolly good name. No, thank you, my sweet Besides you have 
only five left ’ 

‘Don’t worry, I have it all planned out There may be less 
than five days ' 

‘More in fact but no matter Our measuiements of time are 
meaningless, the most actuiate clock is a joke, you’ll read all 
about It somed ly, you just wait ’ 

‘Perhaps, not 1 mean, perhaps 1 shan t hivc the patience 1 
mean, his chaiwomin could never finish reading Leonardos 
palm 1 mav fall asleep before 1 get through your next book ’ 

‘An art-class legend,’ sard Van 

‘That s the hnal iceberg, I know b> the music I et’s go, Van’ 
Or you want to see Hoole as Hooan 

She brushed his cheek with her lips in the dark, she took his 
hand ^hc ki sed his knuckles, and hcsuddenl> thouvhi dflerall 
whv iiot ^ Tonight * Tonight 

He tnjovul her inipitieme the lool pernitied himself to b< 
stirred it the cretin whisficred, prolonging the het, new 
apricot fire of anti* rp itrt n 

It >ou re i i?ood girl wc’ll havt drinks in inv srtlrng room at 
midnight 

Tlie mam pichnc had now started The three leading parts 
cadaver ou Don luan paurwhy Leporullo on his doiiko and 
not too nrcsistihle obviously ’ortv-s car-old Donna Anni wck 
played b> jolid wiK>se imigcs passed n> in semi-stills, 

or as sonic sa> transJucrneie> in i biicl introduction ( on 
trarv to expectations the prcUiie turned out to be quite good 

On the way t(> the remote castle where the difficult lids 
widowed by his sword, has finally promised turn a long night ol 
love in her chaste and chilly chamber the aging lilscrtine nurses 
his potency by spurning (he advances of a succession of robust 
belles A gitana pi edicts to the gloomy >.avdher that befoic 
reaching the castle he will have succumbed to the wiles of hci 
sister, Dolores, a dancing girl (lifted from Osberc^’s novella, as 
was to be proved in the ensuing lawsuit) She also predicted 
something to Van, for even before Dolore came out of the 
Circus tent to water Juan’s horse, Van knew who she would be 
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In the magic rays of the camera* in the controlled delirium of 
ballerina grace, ten years of her life had glanced off and she was 
again that slip of a girl qui rt'en porte pas (as he had jested once 
to annoy her governess by a fictitious Frenchman’s mistransla- 
tion): a remembered triviality that intruded upon the chill of his 
present emotion with the jarring stupidity of an innocent 
stranger’s asking an absorbed voyeur for directions in a labyrinth 
of mean lanes. 

Lucette recognized Ada three or four seconds later, but then 
r hitched his wrist: 

‘Oh, how awful! It was bound to happen. That’s she! Let’s go, 
please, let's go. You must not sec her debasinf' herself. She’s 
terribly made up, every gesture is childisli and wrong 

‘Just another minute,’ said Van. 

Terrible? Wrong She was ahv^lutely perfect, and strange, and 
poignantly familiar. By ^(»nlc stroke of art, by some enchantment 
of chance, the few bnet scenes she was given formed a perfect 
compendium of hei 1884 and 1888 and 1892 looks. 

The fiUamUa bends her head over the live tabic of Leporello’s 
servile back to trace on a scrap of parchment a rough map of the 
way to the castle. Her neck shows white through her long bUck 
hair separated by the motion of her shoulder. It is no longer 
another man’s Dolores, l)ut a little girl twisting an aquarelle 
brush in the paint of Van’s blood, and Donna Anna's castle is 
now a bog flowei . 

The Don rides past three wandmills, whirling black against an 
ominous sunset, and sa%'cs her from the miller who accuses her of 
stealing a fistful of flour and tears her tl. n dress. Wheezy but still 
game, Juan carries her acioss a brook (uer bare toe acrobatically 
tickling his face) and sets her down, top up, on the turf of an 
olive grove. Now tlicy stand facing each other. She fingers 
voluptuously the jeweled pommel of his sword, she rubs her firm 
gin belly against his embroidered tights, and a)l at once the 
grimace of a premature spasm writhe*? across the poor Don's 
expressive face. He angrily disentangles hiOiself and staggers back 
to his steed. 

Van, however, did not understand until much later (when he 
saw - had to see; and then see again and again - the entire film, 
with its melancholy and grotesque ending in Domia Anna's 
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castle) that what seemed an incidental embrace constituted the 
Stone Cuckold's revenge In fact, being upset beyond measure, 
he decided to go even before the olive-grove sequence dissolved 
Just then three old ladie*^ with stony faces showed their disap- 
pioval of the picture by using from beyond Liicette (who was 
slim enough to remain seated) and brushing past Van (who stood 
up) in three jerky shuffles Sm uitaneously he noticed two people, 
the long-lost Robinsons who apparently had been separated 
from Lucette by those three women, and were now moving over 
to her Beaming and melting in smiles of benevolence and self- 
effacement, they sidled up and plumped down next to Lucette, 
who turned to them with her last last, la<^t fice Rift of staunch 
courtesy that was stronger than faihirc and death They were 
craning alread> across hci, with ratliant wrinkles and lwittei> 
fingers towaid Van when he pounced upon then intrusion to 
murmur a humoious bad sailor excuse and leave ihe cinema 
hall to Its daik lurching 

In a senes of sixty-ycar old actions which now 1 can giind into 
extinction onlv bv working on a succession words until the 
rhythm is right I Van retired to my bathroom shut the door (it 
swung open at once but t en closed ol its own accord) and using 
a tcnipoidi> i^pedicnt less fai fetched than thit hit upon by 
I alhci SergiUd (who chop' olf the wtong nicmbci ni Count 
Tolst w s famous anecdote) vigorously got iid ol the prurient 
pressure as he had done the last time '.eventcen ycais ago And 
how sad, hc)w significant that the picture projected upon the 
screen of his paioxysm while the unloekablc door swung open 
again with the movement of a deaf man cupping Ins ear was not 
the recent and pertinent image of I ueettc, but the indelible 
vision of a bent bare netk and a disided flow of black hair and a 
puipic tipped paint biush 

Then, for the sake of safety, he repeated the disgusting but 
necessar) act 

He saw the situation dispassionately now and felt he w doing 
right by going to bed and switching oil the ‘eetrie’ light (a 
surrogate creeping back into international use) The blue ghost 
of the room gradually established itself as his eyes got used to the 
darkness He piidcd himself on his willpower He welcomed the 
dull pain m his drained root He welcomed the thought which 
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suddenly seemed so absolutely true, and new, and as Iividly real 
as the slowly widening gap of the sitting room’s doorway, 
namely, that on the morrow (which >^as at least, and at best, 
seventy years away) he would explain to 1 ueettc, as a philosopher 
and another girl s brother, that he knew how agonizing and how 
absind it was to put all ones spiritual tortime on one physical 
fancy and that his plight closely resembled hers, but that he 
managed after all to live to work and not pine away because he 
refused to wreel her life with a brief affaii and because Ada was 
11 a child At that pc^int the surface of logic began to be affected 
by a ripple ot sleep but he sprang bad* into full consciousness at 
the sound of the telephone The thing seemed to squat foi each 
renewed bl^^t of ringir » ind at first he dei lued to let it iing itself 
out riicn his neivts surrendeied to the insisting signal, and he 
snatvhed up the receiver 

No doubt he was moiadv right m uMng the first pretext at hand 
to keep hei away from his bed hut he also knew as a gentleman 
and an artist that the lump or words he bioueht up was tide and 
vrucl and It w a-, only N'cause she could not ar cept him as being 
eithci, that she believed him 

MoJvio ijnclti ttpa (can I tome now)*^ asked I ucetlc 
‘ )a m odw (I m not alone) answeied Van 
A ^niall pause followed, then she hung up 
Aftei he had stolen awav she had remained trapped between 
the eozy Robinson (Racb d idling a big handbag, had 
squeezed by iinrnedialcJv to the pi i^e \an had vacated, r nd Bob 
had moved one seat up) Beeau^t o* a sort ot pudeitr she did not 
mforni them that the aeiress (obseureJv and flcehnglv billed as 
‘Theresa /egM ’ in the uioing up lili list d* the end ol tie 
pictuie; who had managed to obtain the small but not ummport 
ant part of the fatal gipsv wa none c^thei than the pallid school 
gill they might have seen in I adore They invited Lueette to a 
Coke with them proselylicai tcetotalisl^ in th n cabin, which 
was small and stuffy and badly insulated one could heai cvciy 
word and whine c^f tw*) childien being pul to bed by a silent 
seasick nurse, so late so late no not children but probably 
very young, very much dn appointed honcvmooners 

‘Wc understand,’ said Roben Robinson going for anothei 
supply to his poi table fridge, ‘we understand perfectly that Dr 
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Veen is deeply immersed in his Inter Resting Work - personally, 
1 sometimes regiet having retired - but do you think, Lucy, 
prosit ' that he might accept to have dinner tomorrow with you 
and us and maybe Another Couple, whom he’ll certainly enjoy 
meeting*^ Shall Mrs Robinson send him a formal invitation*^ 
Would you sign it too 

‘J don’t know, ! m very tir'd,’ she said, ‘and the rock and loll 
are getting worse 1 guess I’ll go up to my hutch and take your 
Quietus Yes, by all means let s have dinner, all of us 1 really 
nexied that lovel> cold dunk ’ 

Having cradled the nacred receiver she changed into black 
slacks and a lemon shirt (phnned for tomorrow morning), 
looked in vain tor a bit of plain nottpaper v ithoiit car ivcllc or 
crest, ripped out the tlvleal of Hcib s Journal and tried to think 
up somethin^ amusing harmless and scintillating to sav in a 
suicide note Hut she h id planntd ever v thing except that nott so 
she init her blank life in two and disposed of tnc pietts in the 
W C she pouicd her clf a glass of dead waki fnsm a moored 
decanlei gulped down one by one four ercen pills md sucking 
the fifth walked to the lilt which took he** one click up lt(»m her 
three room suite draight to the red carpeted proinenidc dc( k 
bar There two sluglikc voung men were in the act of sliding off 
their red toadstools, and th- older one said t(» the olhci they 
turned to leave You may foul hi lordship my dear but not 
me oh no 

She drank a ‘C os'ack ponv’ of Klass vodka - hateful vulgar, 
but potent stuff, had another and wa^, hardl> able to down a 
third because her head had staited to swim iiKc hell Swim like 
hell fiom sharks Tobakovich' 

She had no purse with her She almost fell from her convex 
ridiculous scat as she fumbled in her shirt pocket for a stiay 
bank note 

‘Bcddydec,’ said 1 oby the baiman with a fatherly smile, which 
she mistook for a leei Bedtime, miss,’ he repeated and patted 
her ungloved hand 

Lucette recoiled and forced herself to retoit distinctly and 
haughtily 

‘ Mr Veen, my cousin, will pay you tomorrow and bash your 
false teeth in.’ 


388 



Six, seven no, more than that, about ten steps up Dix 
marches Legs and arms Dimanchc Dejeuner sur I herbe lout 
le monde pue Ma belle mere axalt son ratclur Sa petite chtenne, 
after too much exercise gulps twice and quietly vomits a pink 
pudding onto the picnic nappe Apre s quoi she waddles ofi These 
steps are something 

While dragging heiselt up she had to hang onto the rail Her 
twisted progress wa^ thd of a cripple Once on the open deck 
she f^'lt the solid impact of the black night, and the mobility of the 
a^cidcntd hotiie she was ibout tc leave 

Although Luv^ettc had never died before - no dned befoic, 
Violet fioni such a height in such a disorder of shadows and 
snaking rdlcchons she wen* svith hirdls a splash through the 
wave th it humped to welcome her That perfect end vas ^-polled 
her instinctively «ur facing in an immediate sweep instead ot 
sunendering under lUr t » her dn gged lassitude as she had 
planned to do on her I ut nuhi i>hoie il it eve* did come to this 
The silly gin ha ' not rein ir the techniq i^ of suicide as say, 
ffcef*ll ptiichuiists oo I verv div in the element of another 
chapter <')wir h to thr lunulluous swvll ind hci not being Hire 
which w iy to ptei throuf h the sp i> and the dnkness her 
own tcnticliiiging luir i lel sh could not make out the 
lights ot the liner an easily imagined many cyid bulk mightily 
receding in hearties^? tnuni|.h Now 1 vc lost m next note 

OOl It 

The sky was ilso heanlcNS ind duk, and her bod, br head, 
and partic dally thos damned If irstv trouser , fell clogged with 
OwCanus Nc»x r ox M '‘^eiy up and plishofcold xild salt, 
ohe heaved with anise lla\( red n uisca ii J there Aa an in< reasing 
number ok ly or numbness in her neck and iirn« Ao she began 
losing track of her df she fhociUu it proper to inform a senes of 
receding Lucettes telling them to piss it on and on in a trick- 
ciystdl regiession that what death amounted to v is only a more 
complete assortment of the mfinite fractions of solitude 

She did not sec her whole life fltsli be ore her as we all were 
afraid she might have done, the led rubber of a favorite doll 
icmamed safely decomposed among the myosoles of an un- 
analyzable brook, but she did see a few odds and ends as she 
swam like a dilettante lobakoff m a circle of brief panic and 
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merciful torpor She saw a pair of new vair«furred bedroom 
slippers, which Br»gitte had forgotten to pack , she saw Van wiping 
his mouth before answering, and then, still withholding the an- 
swer, throwing hii» napkin on the table as they both got up, and 
she saw a girl with long black hair quickly bend in passing to clap 
her hands over a dackel in a half toin wieath 

A biilliantly illumined n otorboat ^^as Imnched from the 
not-too distant ship with Van and the swimming coach and the 
oilskin-liooded Toby among the would-be saviors but by that 
time a lot of sea had rolled by and Lucettc was too tried to wait 
Then the night was fnltd with the rittle of an old but still diong 
helicopter Its diligent bcim could pot only the dark held of 
Van who having betn propelled out of ih^ l>oit when it shied 
fiom Its own sudden shadow kept bobbing and biwlini^ the 
di owned gi Is ninie in the black, loam veined, wOmplicited 
waters 
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Father 

cfhl \£(/ fs a sdf c\pl tatnv httn nhtih phasL read atd tf unoh 
jiitumahh in \out ipinton J in urd t Mi VimUmdir who t uddn si 
don 1 1 now for i u n\n td fuuti n atthou li if ha dly nitni ot this 
stai^i liuctn /Ksif I IS / 1} fit tic s as an ( hscent us \ hotn J cannot 
tra t implies m tin wntc im i / the rnn,cdv 

I m told you V In ha I L * t m\t month Havt. yjur cut rent secretary 
rinp me up at htti/. stun / you can to see me 

Ada 

I wish to correct am^ amplify the accounts of her death puhhshcd here 
e sen he flic I armed fie wen not ticnclotf, toi'ethir Hi tmhatlc fat 
two dijjeient ports and / d d not know that she was aboard Our lelati m 
ship n maned what it lad always been f spmt the next day (June 4) 
entirely with her ex ept jor a eouplc oj hows before dinner If c basked 
in the sun She enjoyed th*. brisk hum and the hiwht bnne of the pool 
She w>as doin^ her best to appeal carefree hut f saw how wrong things 
were The roniantie at aehment she hadjonned the ntfatuatiomhe eulti 
sated could not be severed by logic On top of that somebody she could 
not compete with entered the picture fhc Robinsons Robett and Rachel, 
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hA<j I know, planned to nnte to you throuf^h my father were the penulfi^ 
mate people to talk to her that nit'ht The fast \^a\ a bartender He Mas: 
Morriid by her beha\iot JoUoMtd her up w the open deck and Mitnessed 
but could not Mop her jump 

/ suppose It IS miMtable that after such a lo s cme should treasure fts 
e\er\ detail mn stung that snapped txiry fringe, that f aved m the 
mimedtaU ptc ession I had sat Mith her thromd the gt eater part of a 
mo\K Castles in Spam (or some talc like that) and its liberal Milam 
Mas being directed to the last oj tin in when / decided to abandon her to 
the ciaspiLC ot the Robinsons who had pr, nd us ni the ship s theater I 

cut to bed and was lolUJ around J am munrinu a few moments 
after she had /utiipcd oscrboarct ittempt tuuscuchti were made on a 
reasonable scaU hut fuialh the awful dee ision to resume th \ rsat'p, 
afiei an hour of ionfusion md h tpe had ( he tti! e n the Captain 
Hod I femnd him hnhahU we \ould idl tn ire ling todas the fatal 
i>pi t 

Is 7 psychologist / know the unstunhiess of peeulatiems as to 
whefhti (tplului would not fau ar wmd I i self Lifter ah without the 
help ij a tie lehetou'^ sfner (\eti t sin had mar nil he* Volte maud 
IngHt somdls I behest she wend ! hist ehed in l(*‘ bed gras and stttme 
had f' hsie^Uer but out he did tie t n »//» I fse the w*e tdud litrli sirytn 
and sinee no amount < f eat rial ternUrru s e ula or i in piss tor Hue lose 
and s mu aboie an du hita! Andalu um wme I shin id come I re peat 
into the pie tine was unfoivetrahle I am h runeJ te etine dear Ada and 
leaf Andie] a* the conelusion tl it whale sn the wi etahle man could 
hose fiioudit up le would ha e |H ^'intlnl i b >> ' put an end te her- 
self ) ill the same In other rrnne die [Is m nai torlds th m th s pellet of 
mini then ni h* e>isi n tut j meipU ftansetiitltt tal toiiwila- 
turn and e\* till iituin pndt o man an hippy s > neorn me ehes not 
teiJh lose hut <m \\u pleaic 1 1 uet tes itt aootned 

'some poo*' little tluni^s bcl rnu ne 1 f tu a yiuaiMf* tnse a tulle 
LSinmv IiolI t hud dn ^ turtel at a imuhpuni hue had o 
be destroved becairt they stared ot trn I ttmain your obedient 
sets ant 

Sor 

! base followed your mstr III turns anettt that letht t the htter Your 
pprst tiars style is so insoluie that I shendd m r t the pie erut of a rode 
had / not know n sou he lotwe el to the Pe e idem Sc honl of m / it mg m e om~ 
pony of nauidity old Leo and *onsumptise inton I do not eise a damn 
whether you slept ot not with Lueette but I know from Dot rthy Vine- 
lander that the ehiid had hten m lose with lou The film you u/m was no 
doubt, Don Juan's Last I hng in which ida maced, impersonates (vers 
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beautifully) a Spanish girl A jmx has been ca^t on our poor girl s career 
Howard Hoof argued after the n lease that hi had been made to play an 
impo sible iross between two Dons that initially Yuzlik {the duet tor) 
had meant to base his fantasy on C ervanu s \ crude romance that some 
snaps of the basic sciipt stuck like dirty wool to the final thime and that 
if you followed closely the senmd track \ou could hear a fillow tescler in 
the tavern scene adduss liool twice as Quicks Hool manaf^ed to bu\ 
up and destroy a number of copies while othei s have been locked up by the 
law xet of the writei Osbetg who claims the gitandla seqiuiue was stolen 
from one of hi ciwn concoctions In tcsidt it is imp ssihic tc put chase a 
reel of the pie tine which will vanish like the pr net bial smoke once it has 
ff^zlccl out on piosincial etetns Come and hast dinnet with me on July 

10 I veiling dress 

CIui mu 

Nous fumes mon m^ri ct ms pr >fondLmcnt boulcvcrst^s par 
1 effrovihlL n ) ivclk i ct i mo tt jc m tn ouvicn Ji u (»ii|ours’ 
que prciCiu i 1 1 \tillc de i nu it cctlt p ii \il lilk s tsl id ls cc p >iir 
irr inucr l( l‘i( ts 1 1 U fcbal fl qui i. tc uj i rs bond cl qut 
dt'^viinu jt nc picndf n plu pir unpci (k uicistiU n t bciuct ip 
dc vmpUlu I ur lido ILL h uudu \ e I I ctiii i hu uus ue 
fiirc UK ri p )ssibi tu q i Iqu in n iv iil dit juc v i s i v i c7 

d ailk Liis cMc m LU 1 s i Ic Uk minu Ik cmhi iit t 11 n ti ) ticdc 
p isscf quclqiKs ] ii sur k >i t Jes l i II ii Is ivtt tn titles ir ’ 

11 psscholo It di suu id t 1 in mvstu que mil iv ml nc pc il cx 
pliqucr 

k u I mills vci t lant dc i unit h pJume m en t< rnbe dts d ii^ts 
Nt u rt ciM Jio 4 M Jbiotl vti 1 1 mi i it Hi n t > s 

C or ul 4 dt Prc> 1 >bdk 


I an 

Amfrey and I wen fleet n mntd b\ he ad hti mal lata v u pt uli in 
you l( II (i e msu ^fic it nth t tmpe d' le ne H t had ah cads tee i\ed 
thr iqh \1i Cioml chnski a note // m the hobinsons who caiin )t f 
give thtmsehe po rwcli mcanini, fr ends j n i\ nc her that siasicl nt 
medic me an o\ct dose of which topped h\ I iquoi musthne impaire I her 
capacity to ursne tf she ihtingecniet mind in the t Id dark watei I 
cannot express dear Van how unhappv I am the nine so as wc never 
learned in the arboi s of irdis that such unhcippiiu m could c xis 

My only love 

This lettci will never be posted It will he w a steel box buried undet a 
cyptess in the garden c f Villa Arniina and when n turns uf by chance 
half a millennium hence nobody will know who wrote it and for whom it 
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}^a\ meant ft Mould not hu\ehi en Mntten at all ij your la\t line vour (ry 
of imhappimss Mete not my try of triumph flu hiuden of that excite- 
ment must be [The rest of the sentitui was found to he ohliUtatcd by 
a rusty stain Mlien the be a was dut' up in flu Uttei continues as 

follow s\ hackintht States f stai ted upon a sinuadai iju st In Man- 
hattan in Kingston tnludou in do^cn of oflui t >\\ns I kept p tr suing 
the pic tun n hic li I had not [hadt\ hscolond] on the /> mt ftoni c me nia to 
cinema aci \ time discoxcntui a new tfcni of idotuni ten tun a new con- 
vulsion of beauty in s i ui pc r for mum c fhat [ lU eih U] is a c omplc tc / efuta 
turn t f odious him s odious s/dls iitistualh ind aniisuicallv dn best 
oonicnt IS one of the last v hen you follow ban foot the Don whet walks 
down a mufhU i a/iery to Ins doom to tin i afh Id of Dona inn i s hiack- 
c w tame dl e I at ound w hie h y ou flutu t mv /ciins hut it fly \ tt audit iing 
a i. omit alls dioopme latidle whi peun^ deliehtf il hut f a lie oistt uetiuns 
mu the fniwnom laeh \e tr and then peering no that m lunsipie screen 
and udeie nl s dui sols mg m s ue h neitui al I aught e r he Ipk s s and hnely that 
om u mder // an\ en t tout I do without that eroti gasp >f sehoihul 
wiith 4nd • flunk Spanish oningc tip thu* di tiudhout nia m eamhol 
lasted but e (e\cn minutes of tonMufeh time in fuuhe of two 1 1 fhiee- 
mimiu ( ene ' 

tin turn tame a muht m u dismal district ot u nl shops and bleary 
she Pit n\ y hen lot tin try fast tinw and mil \ lalfwcii bee mist a the 
sedue/ioii seem the hint hUek win! ed and slit ncled I metnauea to catch 
[die nit in end of the latte i is damaged] 
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Ht erected the dawn a placid and prosperous entury (more 
than hilf ot which Ada and 1 ha\c nov seen) vMth the beginning 
of his second philosophic f jble, a denuneu^ion of spice (never 
to hi conipkled, but fomiing in reai vision, a preface to his 
Texture ot Tune) Pail of that tieati,e i rathe* nianncied aflaii, 
but nasty and sound, appeared m the hist issiu (lanuary, 1904) 
of a now famous American monthly I he iitisan, and a comment 
on the excel pt «s preserved in one of the tragically foimal letters 
(dll destroyed save this one) that Ins sistei sent him bv public post 
now and then Somehow, after the intei change occasioned by 
Lucette s death suih nonclandtstine coi respondcnce had been 
established w ith the tacit sanction of Demon . 


393 



And o’er the summits of the Tacit 
He banned from Paradise flew on 
Beneath him like a bnlliant s facet 
Mount Peck with snows eternal shone 

Tt would seem indeed that continued mnorance of each other’s 
existence might have looked more suspicious than the following 
sort of note 


Agavii Ranch 
hcbiu'iry S 1905 

J ha\e fust read Reflection^ in Si li i hy tmn Vftn and i neaid it as a 
gtauiffiec dear Pi oft sor 7 hi lost shafts oj dost im and otiui point d 
toudus rimituk I nit of flu two n t! m turn s xoit had tia and muffins it 
our nlati in tfu iountn ah mt twintx \tars ai i / was \t u nnumfKr 
{presumptuous phias(f) a petite Idle moclcle prattniiuf archt^s ncai a 
vast and a parapet and xou a shy sihoolhoy {with whmi as nn 
mothei ttutsst I / nn \ hast I tin a ! it in U u') who dm fidly f itktd 
up the allows I I ist n the / » t shtubbtiy of tkt los* castle of po i Lu- 
ettti s and haj p\ happy id(**t \ thddhiod now c H nu fu lilinJ 
Bla A bodi III} in t! et anal I m suit » idd h m ha td Push i 
uhici t lUinitoMi r her Stct l> ish i nn sistti ii lixls u nuts nut*t 
hti soon lo \e she s dicaim and I ntiv anil ts m if mull inf 
than!) wfu slnwidnu \our ttt a\l s me i ad I she h ipt s / i ntw 
your ueefuaintanei iiitnht in bw it tdand at the He lies ue in \l nt Isuux 
mOetohtr I thin! \ u o a e met pretty Mns Kim Hlailrent wetl fh it 
ixaeth deal Dasha s type She is vtry ^ > kI at peteeniiip and puisumir 
oits,inalit\ and at! titl if st idle s who hi m t t \ <n name S//f hni lied 
(host {when he ttad llisi irv on lueetfe used 1 1 ce d t Silt. His 
tone \ ) sad and f mu » y lot het you ic It bciu it \cbrcux bciaiis* omt 
up m a time ome up m lihellula wimfs n it i m In fin my manieme she 
attended I mean at that time / m stuek m my tut n style one of \ mt 
public ^eeUiHs on it earns alter which she went up f i vi u with lui Uiu st 
littu nightmare ah t\pi lout and neatly dipped to h the r and you sco\ led 
darkly and refused to takt it ffr// she beet after Lnde Denuntiy to 
have him admonish Ic bciii tencbriux to e mu to ^hnt Roux Bellt\u( 
Hotel m October around the se sent tenth I mess and he on! \ laughs and 
^a\s It s up to Dashtnl a and me to ananet matte ts 

So eon^s again dear han^ You ate we both think a man clous in-‘ 
imifablt artist who should also only laugh if erttmie cnties especially 
lower upper middle class Englishmen accuse his turnstyk of being toy'' 
and arch much as an Amencan farmer finds the parson peculiar be- 
cause he knows Greek 
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Dushevno klanyayiis’ ( am \outedIy bo\\tn^\ an incorrect and vulgar 
comttiution e\okmg the image oj a *ho\Mntf souV) naslicnm 7dochno 
doiogoinu piofcssoru Vto out "^^unsieht unseen dear projesior ), o 
k >lou>m mnogo slishal {about Mhom have heard much) ot dobrago 
Dtmcntiya Dedalo\icha i seslntbi ( fiuni good Demon and my sistei), 

S uvazhtnitnn {with respect)^ 
Audrey Vayn lender 

?i rnished Spaee Vc space nieuhle 0 nown to us only as furn- 
^hed and full even if its contents be absence of substance’ - 
which seats the mmJ tooj, is mostly watery so far as this globe is 
concerned In that form it destioycd Lucette Another variety, 
ipoie oi less dtmosphf'ric, but no less gr a ✓national and loath- 
some, destroyed Demon 

Idly one March moining, 1905, on the terrace of Villa Aimina, 
whcie he sat on a rue, surrounded bv tviur oi live \d7s nudes, like 
a sultan, Van opened an Ameiican d<iil\ paper published m Nice 
ill ihc fourth OI fifth woistaiip^anc disaster o* the voung century, 
a gigantK flving machine had incxplicablv disintcprated at fifteen 
thousand fed aho\e the Pacific hi tween I isi msky and 1 aysanov 
Inlands ni the Ciavaille reg'on A list of leading hgnres’ dead in 
the explosion comprised the advci using manager ot a department 
store, the acting foreman in the sheet metal diMSion of a fasci- 
milc corporation, a recording him cxecuti\e, the semor partner ot 
a law film an architect with he«ov a\iation b.ickground (a hrst 
misprint here, impossible to stiaighlen out) ine vice president of 
an insurance corporation, another \i^e president this time of a 
board of adjustment whatever that nnght bt 

1 m hongrcc,’ said a maimadc Lel)ane^e beauty of fiftem 
sultry ummers 

"Dst bell, said V an, i ontmuing in a state of odd fascination to 
go ihiough the compilation of labeled lives 

the president of a wholesale hquor-distn’ii tmg firm, the 
manager of a turhirte equipment company a pencil manufacturer, 
two piofessors of philosophy, two newspaper reporters (with 
nothing more to leporl), the assistant controller of a wholesome 
liquor distiibutjon bank (misprinted and misplaced) the assistant 
controller of a tiust company, a president, the secretary of a 
printing agency - 
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The names of those big shots, as well as those of some eighty 
othei men, women, and silent children who perished in blue air, 
were being withheld until all relatives had been reached, but the 
tabulatory preview of commonplace abstractions had been 
thought to be too imposing not to be given at once as an appe- 
tizer, and only on the follov ing morning did Van learn that a 
bank president lost in the clos ng garble was his father 

‘The lost shafts of everv man’s destiny remain scattered all 
around him ’ etc {Reflections in Sidra) 

The last occasion on which Van had seen his father ^^as at their 
house in the spring of 1^04 Other people had been present old 
E hot, the real estate man two lawyers (Giombc hevski and Cji oin 
well), Di Ai\ the art expert Rosalind knight Demon s new 
seci clary and solemn kithai Sween, a bankei who at sixtv-tive 
had become un axant qardc author in the course of one miracu- 
lous year he had piodueed Ifn li' aniline, a satire m free verse on 
Anglo American feeding habits and Cuniinal Oinnkii , an oveitK 
subtle yarn extolling the Homan faith The poem wa** hut the 
twinkle in an owl s eye as to the novel it had ilftadj been pro- 
nounced semin i! by eclebi ited young eiitic^ (Norman Cnrsh, 
Louis Deer m inv othus' who lauded it in icveiential voiw.ts 
pitched so high that an ordinary humiii tar could not make much 
of that treble \olubilit\ it seemed however all veiv r ^citine and 
after i great bang of obituary essiys in 1910 ( Kithai Sween the 
man and the writer Sworn av poet and per >on Kithai kirm in 
Ldvehr Sween a lenlative biography ) both the sat'ie and the 
romance were to h>e foi gotten ihoroughly as that acting 
foreman s control of background adfustmenr - or Demon s 
edict 

The table talk dealt miinly with busineso matters Demon had 
recently bought a small, peihctly round Pacitie idand with a 
pink house on a green bluff and a sand beac h like a frill (as seen 
from the an), and now wished to sell the precious little palazzo in 
East Manhattan that Van did not want Mr Sween, a greedy 
practitioner with flashy rings on fat fingers, said he might buy it if 
some of the pictures were thrown in The deal did not 
come off 

Van pursued his studies in private until his election (at thirty- 
five 0 to the Rdttner Chair of Philosophy in the University of 
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Kingston The Council’s choice had been a consequence of dis- 
aster and desperation, the two other candidates, solid scholars 
much older and altogether better than he, esteemed even m 7 ar- 
tary where they often traveled starry-eyed, hand-in hand, had 
mysteriously vanished (perhaps dying under false names in the 
never-explained accident above the smiling ocean) at the 'eleventh 
hour ’ foi the C hair was to be dismantled if it remained vacant for 
a legally limited length ot time, so as to give another, less-coveted 
but perfectly good seal the chance to be brought m from the back 
p irlor Van neither needed nor appreciated the thing but accept- 
ed It m a spun of good-naluied pciveisity or perverse giatitude, 
or simply m memor> of hi< father who had been somehow in- 
volved in the whole allair He did not tike lus task too seriously, 
redu\,ing to a stiict minirnuip, ten or so per ytai, the IcLlure’i he 
delivered in a nasal dionc mainly produced by a new and hard to 
get 'voice lecordei’ concealed in his waistcoat pocket, among 
antj mfe< tion Venus pill while he moved his lips silently and 
thought of the lamplit page o< his spriwliug s npt left unfinished 
in his studv He spent in Kingston a score ot dull years (vai legated 
by tups abroad) an oh' cure figure around v hich no legends col- 
lected m the university or (he city Hnbelo\td by his austere col- 
leagues, unknown in local pubs, uniegrcttcd hv male students, he 
retired in 1922, after v\hich he resided in Lurope 


8 


an nine wont rou\ hclkM » Sunday 
chnnet time adoration sornm *ainooH^ 


Van got this bold cable with his bieaktast on Saturday, October 
10, 1905 at the Manhattan Palace in (jcncva, and that same day 
moved to Mont Roux at the opposite eml of the lake He put up 
theie at his usual hotel, Les Trois Cyencs Its small, frail, but al- 
most mythically ancient concierge had died during Van’s stay 
four years earlier, and instead of wizened Julian’s discreet smile of 
mysleiicus complicity that used to shine like a lamp through 

397 



parchment, the round rosy face of a recent bellboy, who now wore 
d frockcoat greeted fat old Van 
‘ I Licicn, said Dr Veen, peering over his spectacles, ‘T may have 
- as your predecessor would know all kinds of queer visitors, 
magmans masked ladies madmen i/ut sens /c ^ and I expect 
miracles ol sccieey from all thiee mute swans Heie s a pietalory 
bonus 

Mtni wfimment, said the concieige and, as usual Van felt 
infinitely touehed by the courteous h> pet bole piovoking no 
deaith of philosophical thought 

He engaged two spa^i ms loom^ 509 and 510 an Old World 
salon with golden giccn furniture and a ehirmmg bed ehambci 
loined to i squire bathroom evidently converted liom an ordi 
nary loom (around 1S75^ when the hotel is ii novated ind 
splindified) With thrilling anticipation he re id the owtigonal 
cauibo ltd sign c n it*- da iity icd stung Do not di tirh Fkkh dc 
nt pas ckraimr H mg thi notiec on the doorhmdk outside In 
lorm 1 elephonc Exeli inge UiSL^ni pattuulur la u IcpI ontih uio 
cniph ISIS no limpid voiced girl in the Fnglish vc^ ion) 

He oidcied an orgy ol oich ds fiom the n ih ihau s(t tlowei 
shop and one ham sandwich from Room Service He urvivu^ a 
long night (wilh Alpine Chouehs heckling i cloudless dav n) in a 
bed hardly two thirds the size of the tremendous one at then 
unforeett ihle Hat t^^ehc veils ago He breakfasted on the bal- 
eonv atid icnor^d i reeonnoaering a:ull He aPowed himself an 
opulent siesta after a 1 ite lu leli tool* a second bath to diown 
time, imi with stops at e'ciy othei bench on the prointrude 
spent a couple of hoi ns strolhng ovci to the new Bellevue 
Palace, just half a milt ^outhea t 

One red boat mil red the blue miirur(in ( a’-anova s days <here 
would have been hundreds*) The glebes were there for the winter 
but the coots had not yet leturned 
Ardis Manhattan, Mont Roux, our little lousse is dead Vru- 
bel s wonderful picture of Father, those demented diamonds 
staring at me painted into me 

Mount R ussel the forested hill behind the town lived up *0 its 
name and amumnal reputation, with a warm glow of curly chest- 
nut trees, and on the opposite shore of Leman, Leman meaning 
Lovei, loomed the crest ot Sex Noir, Black Rock. 
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He felt hot and uncomfortable in silk shirt and gray flannels - 
one of his older suits that he had chosen because it happened to 
make him look slimmer, but he should have omitted its tightish 
waistcoat Ncivous as a boy at his fust lendczvous’ He wondeied 
what better to hope lor that hei piesencc should be diluted at 
once by that of other people or that she should manage to be 
alone, foi the fust minutes, at kast'^ Did his glasses and short 
black mustache really make him look vounger as polite whores 
affirmed ^ 

When he reached at long last tlic whitewdshed and blue-shaded 
Beffevue fpatroni/ed by wealthv hstotilanders Rhcinlandcrs and 
Vinelandcis, but not placed in (ht same ‘upercla>s a> the old, 
ta\\n> and gill, huge, sniav\nim lovabli Tu ( v^no^), Van saw 
with dismay that his watch still lagged I u behind 7 00 p m , the 
earliest dinner hour in lox.ii hotels So he iieiossed the lane and 
had a double krrseh with a liinip '‘Uear in \ pub A dead and 
dry liuniiniiigb*rd moth lav on the window leilee ol the lavatory. 
Thank goodness symbols did not e\ist either in di earns oi m the 
life in iKtvNccn 

He pushed thioiieh the" rcvohnie do<»i ol the Bellevue tripped 
)\er a giudy suiteiise ind made his entne u a ridieiilous run 
The coneicrge snapped at the unfoitunale gicen-apion»‘d carnet- 
un, who had kit the bag there \cs, they were expeetmg him in 
the lounge A German tourist caught up with him to apologi/e, 
dlu^ively, and not without hum n, lor the olleridmg object, 
which he said was lus 

If -.o, icmarkcd Van, ‘ /ou should not allow spas to slap their 
stickers on your piiv ue appendages 

His reply was inept, and the whole episode hnd a faint paiai i- 
nesic tang and next instant Van was shot rlead horn behind 
(such things liappun, some t(»uri'‘t^ are ver\ unbalanced) and 
stepped into his next phase of existence 

He stopped on the threshold ol the mam loungt , but hardly had 
he begun to scan the distribution of its v altered human contents, 
than an abrupt ilurry oceuired in a aivtani gioup Ada, spurning 
decorum, was hurrying towaid him fiei solitaiy and piecipitate 
advance consumed in reverse all the years of their separation as 
she changed from a dark -glittering strangei with the high hair-do 
in Idsliion to the palc-armcd girl in black who had always be- 
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longed to him At that particular twist of time they happened to 
be Ihi only people conspicuously eiect and active m the huge 
room, and heads turned and eyes peered when the two met in the 
middle of it as on a stage, but what should have been, m culmina- 
tion of her headlong motion, of the ecstasy in her eyes and fiery 
jevNels, a gieat explosion ol voluble love was marked by incon- 
gruous silence, he raised to 1 »s unbending lips and kissed her 
cygneous hand, and then Ihev stood still, staling at each other, he 
playing with coins in his liouser pockets under his humped’ 
jacket, she lirigciing hei necklace, each reflecting, as it were the 
uncertain light to which all that radiance of mutual welcome haa 
catastrophically deceased She was moic Ada than ever but a 
dash of new elegancy had been added to hei ^hy wild chaiiji Hci 
still blackei hair wa» drawn back and up into a glossv chignon 
and the Lucettc line of her exposed ntek slender and sliaight 
came as a hcai ti ending ‘ui prise He was trying to foim « succinct 
sentence Ho warn hci about the device he planned lo’ securing a 
rendezvous) but she inlcnupted his thioal clearing with a mut- 
tered injunctK'u \hnr hm (th«it mu tavhe musl^o) and tuinci 
away to lead him to th< tji corner from which she had t ikcn so 
manv Years I > teach him 

1 he first per >on whom she introduced him to at that islaml ot 
fauteiiils and andr<nds now getting up from around a low table 
with a copper ashbowl fur iiub, was the promised bilk stui a 
short piurnpi'kh lad in governess gray, veiy oval faced with 
bobbed auburn hair a allowish eompicxron smoke b! le u i>rHil- 
ing eves and a flediv little excreseerice rtsemnling a ripe mai/e 
kernel al llu side ol one nostni, added to its hvpcrcrilual cuive 
by an alterlhuughl ol nature as not seldom happens when a 
Russian’i face is ma^s produced The next c>ulstrt tehed liarid be- 
longed to a handsome tall remarkablv substantial and eoidial 
nobleman who could be none other than the Pi met Gicmin of the 
preposterous libretto, and whose strong honest clasp made Van 
crave for a disinfecting fluid to wash off contact with any ol her 
husband s public parts But as Ada, beaming again, made fliit- 
tery introductions with an invisible wand, the person Van had 
grossly mistaken for Andiey Vinelancler was transformed into 
Yu/lik, the gifted director of the ill-fated Dc n Juan picture 
‘Vasco de Gama, 1 presume,’ Yuzlik murmured Beside him, 
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ignored by him, unknown by name to Ada, and now long dead of 
dreary anonymous ailments, stood in servile attitudes the two 
agents of Lemorio, the flamboyant comedian (a bearded boor of 
exceptional, and now also forgotten, genius, w'hom Yu/Iik pas- 
sionately wanted for his next picture). Lemorio had stood him up 
twice before, in Rome and San Remo, each time sending him for 
‘preliminary contact' those two seedy, incompetent, virtually in- 
sane, people with whom by now Yu/lik had nothing more to dis- 
cuss, having exhausted everything, topical gossip, Lemorio’s sex 
I'U*, Iloole's hooliganism, as w^cli as the hobbies of his, Yu7lik's, 
three sons and those of their, the agents', adopted child, a lovely 
Eurasian lad, who had recently been slain in a night-club fracas - 
which closed that suhj.xl. Ada had w^'lcomed Yu/lik's unex- 
pected reality in the lounge of the Bellevue not only as a counter- 
poise to the embarrassment and the deceit, but also because she 
hoped 1o sidle into What Dais^' Knew, however, besides having no 
spells left in the lurniod of her spirit for business blandishments, 
she soon understood that if \ emorit) were finally engaged, he 
would want her pait lor one id hiN mistresses. 

Einall> Van reached Ada's hiisl)and 

Van had murcleicd good Andrcy Andreevich Vinelander so 
often, so thoiougidy, at all the dark ciossroads of the mind, that 
now the poor cliap, dressed in a hideous, funereal, double- 
breasted suit, with those dough* soft features slapped together 
anvhow'. and those sad-hound ^agi ' eyes, and the dotted Ii.ies of 
sweat his brow, i^resentcd all tlu depressing features cd'an un- 
necessary resuiroction Thiough a nol-too-odd o\ersight (or 
rather Mindcrsight') Ada (aiulletl lointioducc the two men. Her 
husband enunciated his name, patioiiymic, and surname wath the 
didactic intonations of a Russian educational-film narrator. 

'' Ohninicftis) a, ciowjov'' (let us embrace, old boy), he added in a 
mr)rc vibrant voice but w^it'i his mouinful expression unchanged 
(oddly remindful of that t>f Kosygin, the mayor of Yukonsk, re- 
ceiving a girl scout’s bouquet or inspecting the damage caused by 
an earthquake). Ilis breath earned the odor of what Van recog- 
nized with astonishment as a strong tranquilizer on a neocodcin 
base, prescribed in the case of psychopatliic pseudobronchitis. As 
Andrey'sci iimpled forlorn face cainecioscr, one could distinguish 
various wartlcts and lumps, none of them, however, placed in the 
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one-sided jaunty position of his kid sister’s naric codicil. He kept 
his dun-colored hair as short as a soldier’s by means of his own 
clippers. He had the korrektniy and neat appearance of the one- 
bath-per-week Estolian hobereau. 

We all flocked to the dining room. Van brushed against the 
past as he shot an arm out to forestall a door-opening waiter, and 
the past (still fingering his necki‘tce) recompensed him with a side- 
long ‘ Dolores ’ glance. 

Chance looked after the seating arrangement. 

Lemorio's agents, an elderly couple, unwed but having lived 
as man and man for a sulficiently long period to warrant a silver- 
screen anniversary, remained unsplit at table between Yuzlik,w'ho 
never once spoke to them, and Van, who was being tortured by 
Dorothy. As to Andrcy (who made a thready ‘sign of the cross’ 
over his un-unbuttonablc abdomen before necking in his napkin), 
he found himself sealed between sister and wife. He demanded 
the ‘cart de van’ (alVording the real Van mild amusement), but, 
being a hard-liquor man, cast only a stunned look at the ‘Swiss 
White' page of (he vs'ine list before ‘passing the buck ’ to Ada who 
promptly ordered champagne. He was to inform her early next 
morning that her " Kuzvn pnuzvocUt (produces) udivitcrrio sun- 
patichnoe vpechculcnie (a remarkably sympathetic, in the sense of 
“fetching," impression),’ The dear fellow’s verbal apparatus con- 
sisted almost exclusively of remarkably sympathetic Russian 
common- places of language, but not liking to speak of himself - 
he spoke little, especially since his sister's sonorous soliloquy 
(lapping at Van's rock) mesmerized and childishly engrossed him. 
Dorothy preambled her long-delayed report on her pet night- 
mare with a humble complaint (‘Of course, I know that for your 
patients to have bad dreams is a zhidovskaya prerogativa"), but 
her reluctant analyst's attention every time it returned to her from 
his plate fixed itself so insi,stently on the Greek cross of almost 
ecclesiastical size shining on her otherwise unremarkable chest 
that she thought fit to interrupt her narrative (which had to do 
with the eruption of a dream volcano) to say: ‘I gather from your 
writings that you are a terrible cynic. Oh, I quite agree with Sim- 
one Traser that a dash of cynicism adorns a real man; yet I’d like 
to warn you that I object to anli-Orthodox jokes in case you in- 
tend making one.* 
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By now Van had more than enough of his mad, but not in- 
terestingly mad, convive He just managed to steady his glass, 
which a gesture he made to attract Ada’s attention had almost 
knocked down, and said, without further ado, in what Ada 
termed afterwaids a mordant, ominous and altogether inadmis- 
sible tone: 

"Tomorrow morning, /e veux vou^i acraparer. mci (here As my 
lawyer, oi yours, or both, have, perhaps informed you, Lucette’s 
accounts in several Swiss banks and he trotted out a prepaied 
\'*ision of a state of affairs invented /// /oio ‘I suggest,' he added, 
‘that if you have no other engagements' (sending a questioning 
glance that avoided the Vinelandeis by leaping acioss and around 
the three cinernatists, a‘* of whom nodded in idiotic api>rov'dl) - 
‘you and I go to sec Maitie Jorat, or Raton, name escapes me, 
my adviser, enfin, in Lu/on, hall an hour drive from here - who 
has given me certain papers which 1 have at m> hotel and whiLh I 
must have you sieh - I mean sign with a sigh - the matter is 
tedious All light‘s All light ' 

‘But, Ada,' clanoned l)(^ra,*vou ff>rgct tliattomonow morning 
we wanted tc» visit the Institute of I loral Harmon v in the Chateau 
Pit on’’ 

‘You’ll do It after tomorrow, or Tuesday, or Tuesday week,* 
said Van ‘I'd gladly diive all three of vou to that fascinating heu 
lie mcditutum hut mv fast litile Unscretti seats onI\ one passenger, 
and that business of unlraLCablt deposit^ is tciribly urgent, 1 
think ' 

V u-^lik was dying to say something Van yielded to the well- 
meaning automaton 

‘I'm delighted and honoied to dine with Vas^o de G ima,' said 
Yu/lik holding up his glass m front of his handsome facial appa- 
ratus 

The same garbling - and this gave Van a clue to Yu/Iik’s 
source ol rerondile information occurred in The Chimes of 
C hose (a mernoii bv a former chum of Van's, now Lord C hose, 
which had climbed, and still clung to, the 'best seller' trellis - 
mainl> because of several indecent but veiy funny references to 
the Villa Venus in Ranton Biooks) While he munched the mar- 
row of an adequate answer, with a mouthful of shat loti (not the 
charlatan * charlotte russe* served m most restaurants, but the hoj 
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toasty crust, with apple filling, of the authentic castle pie made by 
Takomin, the hotel's head cook, who hailed from Califoinia's 
Rose Bay), two urges were cleaving Van asunder one to insult 
Yuzlik for having placed liis hand on Ada’s when asking her to 
pass him the butter two or three couises ago (he was incompar- 
ably more jealous of that liquid-eyed male than of Andrey and 
remembered with a shiver of p ide and hate how on New Year’s 
Eve, 1893, he had lashed out at a relative of his, foppish Van 
Zcmski, who had permitted himself a similar caress when visiting 
then restaurant table, and whose jaw he had broken lalci, under 
some pretext or other, at the young prince's club), and the othei - 
to tell YuzIik how much he had admired Don Juan s La^t I Iin^' 
Not being able, for obvious reasons to satjsly iiree numbei one he 
dismissed numbei two as secretly smacking of a poltroon s polite- 
ness and contented himself with replying, after swallowing his 
amber soaked mash 

'Jack Chose s book is ccitainly most entertaining espeeiall> 
that bit about apples and diarihca, and the excerpts trom the 
Venus Shell Album’ (Yu/lik's e>cs daited a ide in specious re- 
collcdiou, vchcieupon lu bowed m effusive tiibuK to a common 
memory) - but the rascal diould have neither divulged my name 
nor botched m> Ihespionym ’ 

During that dismal dinnci (enlisened only by the shat lot t and 
fi\t bottles of Moet, out of which Van con’^uimd more than 
three), he avoided looking at that part of Ada which is c die i the 
face - a vivid, disinc, iny' tci lousiy shock me pan which in that 
essential form, is rarely met with among human beings (pasty and 
warty marks do not count) Ada on the olhci hand ci)ula not help 
her dark eves from turning to him cvers othci moment as if with 
each glance, she regained her balance, but when the company 
went back to the lounge and finished their cofiet there dilh 
culties of focali/ation bevan to beset Van who c points dt uptre 
disastrous!} decreased after the three cinematists had left 


ANDR F Y Adochka, dushka \darling) razskarhi zhe pro ro n ho pro skot 
(tell about the ranch, the cattle), emu zhe lyubopitno (it cannot fail to 
interest him) 

AD A (i/s // coming out of a trance) O ihyom ti (you were saying some- 
thing)*^ 
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ANDR F Y Ya govoryu razskazhi emu pro tvoyo zhtf'vo hit‘*yo (1 was say- 
ing tell him about your dail> life your habitual existence) A\os' 
zatrlyanct k nam (niaybt he d look us up) 

ADA Ostav (hto tarn inUn srtago (what s so interesting about it)*^ 
DASHA {turning to han) Don t listen to nci Massa mtiresnago 
of interesting stuff) Ddo hrata ogronmot volnuyushcfu i dtio tie- 
bu\u^h(hce ne men shi truda inim uchvonava diwettatsiya (his busi- 
nc s 1 * a big ♦hng quite as d manding i a sehohr s) Nash scl ‘ 
skoho-^yavsntnnna mashini t ih tan (oui 'leruultural madunes and 
their shadows; cto tsclava knUcktsiya predmefov ntodernov sk //- 
ptun I zhutpni (is a veritable colketion ol modem ait) which I sus- 
pect >ou adore a^. I do 

IVAN (to indtiy) 1 know nothing about fanning out thanks all the 
stme 

(A pause ) 

IVAN {not quite knoMin^ nhat to add) Yes 1 would certainly like to ^ee 
yt Lir niaelunerv some day Those thing ilw iv remind me ol long- 
necked pulu‘‘toric mon leis sort gn/ing here and there you 
kno V >r just bioodmg over th< soiraw^ ct * Unction but perhips 
1 m hinking ol exc4\atois 

Doi or MY Andrev nuehmtrv is aiythiit prehistoric’ {laugh 
Lluitli ly) 

ANDKi / *\l nom nnhsti piostm lanvva/ y>i ire most welcome) 

Bud ti "h int virhon s / u ino\ y m 11 have a rollicking time riding 
on hor'^ebdek with voiir oi sin) 

Pan i 

iVAf {to Ada) Halt pa ♦ niru. ton )irow pioimip w jn I betooearlv tor 
vou I in at the Tiois Cvgnes 1 M ^ >me to letch vou m my tin^ eir - 
not on horse back (smiles like a eoipse at Andrev) 
l*A‘ u A lJo\ol no skuchno (rather a pits) that Ada svi^it to lovely I ake 
lemin need be spoiled bs cssh n with lawsers ind binkers In 
sure you cm sdtisf> most eff ♦hose needs bv having her come a lew 
times ihz sous and not to I u7on or Geneva 

The niidhouse babble leveitcd to Lucette’s bank accounts, 
Ivan DementJCMch explained that she had been mislaving one 
checkbook alter another and nobody kne v exactly in how many 
different banks she had dumped considciable amounts ol money 
Presently, Andrey who now looked like the livid Yukonsk mayor 
aftei opening the C atkm Week F air or fighting a Forest Fire with 
a new tvp of extinguisher grunted out of his chan excused him- 
self for going to bed so eai ly, and shook hands with Van as if they 

405 



were parting forever (which, indeed, they were). Van remained 
with the two ladies in the cold and deserted lounge where a thrifty 
subtraction of faraday-light had imperceptibly taken place. 

‘How did you like my brother?’ asked Dorothy. ‘Ow redchay* 
shiy cheiovek (he’s a most rare human being). I can’t tell you how 
profoundly affected he was bv the terrible death of your father, 
and, of course, by Lucette’s bi/iarre end. Even he, the kindest of 
men, could not help disapproving of her Parisian sans-gene, but 
he greatly admired her looks - as I thmk you also did - no, no, do 
not negate it! - because, as I have always said, her prellmess 
seemed to complement Ada's, the two halves form ng tc»gether 
something like perfect beauty, in the Platonic sense' (that cheer- 
less smile again). ‘Ada is ceitainly a “perfect beauty," a real 
muirninorhka - even when she winces like that - but she is beauti- 
ful only in oiii little human terms, within the quotes of our social 
esthetics - right, Piofessoi *>- \n the way a meal or a maniage or a 
little French tramp can be called perfect * 

‘Drop her a curtsev,’ gloomily remarked Van Jo Ada. 

‘Oh, my Adochka knows how devoted I am to bci ' ~ (opening 
her palm m the wake Ada’s retreating hand). ‘Tve shared all 
hei troubles. How man> podzharih (light-crotched) cr»wboys 
we’ve had to tire because they delali ey glazki (ogled her)! And 
how many bereavements we’ve gone through since the new 
century started’ Her mother and my inolhei ; the Archbishop of 
Ivankover and Dr Sw'issair of Lumbago f where mother and I 
reverently visited him m 1888); three distinguished unties (whom, 
fortunately, 1 hardly knew); and your father, who, J’vc always 
maintained, resembled a Russian aristocrat much more than he 
did an Irish Baron. Incidentally, in her deathbed delirium - you 
don't mind, Ada, if 1 divulge to him res potins de famille .5^- oui 
splendid Marina was obsessed by two delusions, which mutually 
excluded each other - that you were married to Ada and that you 
and she were brother and sister, and the clash between those two 
ideas caused her intense mental anguish. How does your school of 
psychiatry explain that kind of conflict?’ 

‘1 don’t attend school any longer,’ said Van, stifling a yawn; 
‘and, furthermore, in my works, I try not to “explain" anything, 
I meiely describe.* 

‘Still, you cannot deny that certain insights -* 

406 



It went on and on like that for more than an hour and Van’s 
clenched jaws began to ache. Finally, Ada got up, and Dorothy 
followed suit but continued to speak standing: 

‘Tomorrow dear Aunt Beloskunski-Belokonski is coming to 
dinner, a delightful old spinster, who lives in a villa above Valvey. 
Terriblcmcnt grande dame et tout ^a. Elle aime taquiner Andry- 
usha en disanr qu*un simple cidthaieur comme lui n*aurait pas du 
epouser la fille d‘une actrice ct d*un marchand de tableaux. Would 
you care to join us - Jean?’ 

Jean replied: ‘Alas, no, dear Daria Andrevna: Je dais 
veiller le^ kilos." Besides, I have a business dinner tomorrow.’ 

‘At least’ - (smiling) - ‘you could call me Dasha.' 

‘T do it for Audrey, explained Ada, ‘actually the grand* 
dame in question is a vulgar old skunk.’ 

‘Ada!’ uttered Dasha with a look of gentle reproof. 

Before tlie two ladies proceeded toward the lift, Ada glanced at 
Van - and he - no fool in amorous strategy - refrained to com- 
ment on her ‘forgetting’ her tiny black silk handbag on the seat 
of her cha»r. He did not accompany them beyond the passage 
leading liftward and, clutching the token, awaited her planned 
return behind a pillar of hotel-hall mongiel design, knowing that 
in a moment slic would say to her accursed companion (by 
now revising, no doubt, her views on the 'beau tenehreux ’) as the 
lift’s eye turned red under a quick thumb- 'Akh, siimochku 
zahila (forgot tny bag)*’ - and .ustuntly flitting back, like Vere’s 
Ninon, she would be in his arms. 

Their ot'^en mouths met in tender fury and then be pounced 
upon her new, young, divine, Japane^^ neck which he had 
been coveting like a veritable Jupiter Olorinus throughout the 
evening. 

‘We’ll vroom straight to my place as soon as you wake up, 
don’t bother to bathe, jump into your Icnclose and, wdlh the 
burning sap brimming, he again devoured her, until (Dorothy 
must have reachet^ the sky!) she danced liiree fingers on his wet 
lips -- and escaped. 

‘Wipe your neck!' he called after her in a rapid whisper (who, 
and where in this tale, in this life, bad also attempted a whispered 
cryl) 

That night, in a post-Moet dream, he sat on the talc of a 
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tropical beach full of sun-baskers, and one moment was rubbing 
the red, irritated shaft of a writhing boy, and the next was looking 
through dark glasses at the symmetrical shading on either side 
of a shining spine with fainter shading between the ribs belonging 
to Lucette or Ada sitting on a towel at some distance from him. 
Presently, she turned and lay prone, and she, too, wore sunglasses, 
and neither he nor she could perceive the exact direction of each 
other’s gaze through the black amber, yet he knew by the dimple 
of a faint smile that she was looking at his (it had been his all the 
time) raw scarlet. Somebody said, wheeling a tabic nearby: ‘It’s 
one of the Vane sisters,’ and he awoke murmuring with profes- 
sional appreciation the oneiric word-play combining his name 
and surname, and plucked out the wax plugs, and, in a marvelous 
act of rehabilitation and link-up, the breakfast table clanked 
from the coindor across the threshold of the adjacent room, and, 
already munching and honey-crumbed, Ada entered his bed- 
chamber. It was only a quaitcr to eight! 

‘Smart girl!' said Van; ‘but first of all I muU KO to the petit 
endroit (W.C ). ’ 

That meeting, and the nine that followed, constituted the 
highest ridge of their twenty-one-year-old love its complicated, 
dangerous, ineffably radiant coming of age The somewhat Jtal- 
ianate style of the apartment, its elaborate wail lamps with orna- 
ments of pale caramel glass, its white knobbles that produced 
indiscriminately light or maids, the slal-cyes, veiled, heavilv 
curtained windows which made the morning as difficult to disiobe 
as a ciinoiined prude, the convex sliding door'* vf the huge white 
‘Nuremberg Virgin ’-like closet in the hallway of their suite, and 
even the tinted engraving by Randon of a rather stark three-inasl 
ship on the zigzag green waves of Marseilles Harbor - in a word, 
the alberghian atmosphere of those new trysts added a novelistic 
touch (Aleksey and Anna may have asterisked here*) which Ada 
welcomed as a frame, as a fc»rm, something supporting and guard- 
ing life, otherwise unprovidenced on Desdemonia, where artists 
are the only gods. When after three or four houts of frenetic love 
Van and Mrs Vinelandcr would abandon their sumptuous retreat 
for the blue haze of an extraordinary October which kept dreamy 
and warm throughout the duration of adultery, they had the 
feeling of still being under the protection of those painted Priapi 
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that the Romans once used to set up in the arbors of Rufomon- 
ticulus 

‘1 shall walk you home - we have just returned from a con- 
ference with the Luzon bankers and 1 m walking you bacli to your 
hotel from mine’ - this was the phrase consacrec that Van 
invariably uttered to infonn the fates of the situation One little 
precaution they took from the stall was to strictly avoid equivocal 
exposure on their lakeside balcony xhich wis Msible to every 
yellow or mauve flowerhead on the platbands of the promenade 
They used a back exit to leav^e the hotvl 
A box vood-lmed path presided ovci by a nostalgic looking 
scnipcrviienl sequoia {\\h«eh \nncrK in visitors nii,took tor a 
‘lebunese cedar’ - if ^hey remarked it at all) took them to the 
absurdly misnamed lue d«i N^tuncr* where a princely paulownia 
( mulbctiv tree*’ snorted Ada) standing in state its incon- 
gruous terrace abo\e a public W ( was shedding generously 
it^ heart shaped dark gicen It axes but retained enough foliage 
to vast aribesques of Miadow rpto th*' <^outh side ot its trunk 
A ginkgo fof i miKh more iunonous gremish gold than its 
neighboi a dinmly \ellowing local birv hi in iiked the eornei of a 
wobbled lane leading do vn to tin qu i> 1 liev followed ithward 
the lamoiis } ilhcta/ Piomenade which w^nt along the Swiss side 
ol the lake from Valve > to the ( hateaa de B\ron (or She Yawns 
( astle ) Fue i ishionablc s'^ason h id ended, ano wintenng birds, 
as well as a number d kniek hoc' ered Centra* F uropcin*', had 
replaced the E nglish 1 mule as well as the Russian ntiblemen 
from Nipissing and Nipigon 

My upper lip space feel-' indecently 4i iked ’ (He had shaved 
his mustache off with h< w*s t>l pain in her presence) ‘And 1 
cannot keep sucking in in\ bcllv all the time 

Uh 1 like you belter with that nice ovei weight there’s more 
of you It s the maternal gene, I suppose, because Demon grew 
leaner and leaner He looked positiveh Quixotie vvhea 1 saw him 
at Mothers funual It was all very s^’ange He vvorc blue 
mourning D Onsky’s son, a pci son with only one arm, threw his 
remaining one around Demon and ba*h wept comme di sfontaines 
Then a robed person who looked like an extra in a technicolor 
incarnatioi) of Vishnu made an im omp*-f hcnsible sermon Then 
she went up in smoke He said to me, sobbing “/ will *iot cheat 
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the poor grubs » ” Practically a couple of hours after he broke that 
promise we had sudden visitors at the lanch - an incredibly 
graceful moppet ol eight, black-veilcd, and a kind of duenna, 
also in black, with two bodyguards The hag demanded ceitain 
fantastic sums - which Demon, she said, had not had time to 
pay, for “popping the hymen’ - whereupon I had one of our 
strongest boys throw out vsyu 'the entire) kontpamvu ’ 

‘Extraordinary, said Van ‘the> had been growing younger 
and youneei - 1 mean the girls, not the st/om? silent boys His 
old Rosalind had a ten-year-old nicce, a piimcd chickabiddy 
Soon he would have been poaching them from the hatching 
chamber ’ 

‘You never loved vour fathci ’ said Ada sadly 
‘Oh, I did and do tenderl>, reverently, unde»-stdndinely be- 
cause after all that minor poetry oi the flesh i‘‘ st)nicthing not 
unfamiliar to me Bui as fai is we aic concerned I mean you 
and 1, he was buned on the same dav a*^ out uncle Dan ’ 

‘I know I know It's pitifuP And what use was it ^ Perhaps T 
ought n t to tell vou, but his visits to Agavia kept getting rarer 
and shortei tvet> year Yes, it Wt*s pitiful to hcai him ind 
Audrey talking I mean Andrt> n a pas le \ Lthi facik thouch he 
greatly appreciated without quite undci landing it Demon ^ 
wild flow of fancy and laniastic fact, and would often exclaim, 
with his Russian ‘ tssk-tssk and a shake of the head compli- 
mcnlai> and all that “what a balaqur (wag) vou lit’ ^nd 
then, one da>. Demon earned me that he would not come anv 
more if he heard again poor Andrcy poor joke (A// / hala- 
gur-zhi VI Dementiy L abinnUniLh) what Doiothv, / 

(“pricele'-s for impudence and ibsuidity’ ) Dorothy, thought of 
my camping out in the mountains with only Mayo, a cowhand, 
to protect me from lions ’ 

‘Could one hear more about that*^’ asked Van 
‘Well, nobody did /\11 this happened at a time when I was not 
on speaking terms with my husband and sister in-law ind so 
could not control the situation Anyhow, Demon did not come 
even when he was only two hundred miles away and simply 
mailed instead, from some gaming house, your lovely, lovely 
letter about I ucette and my picture ' 

‘One would also like to know some details of the actual cov- 
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erture - frequence of intercourse, pet names for secret warts, 
favorite smells 

'Platok momcnfai*no (handkerchief quick)! Your right nostril 
is full of damp jade/ said Ada, and then pointed to a lawnside 
circular sign, rimmed with red, saying; Chiens interdits and 
depicting an impossible black mongiel with a white ribbon 
around its neck : Why, she wondered, should the Swiss magistrates 
forbid one to cross highland terneis with poodles? 

The last butterflies of 1905, indolent Peacocks and Red Ad- 
n^iables, one Queen of Spain and one Clouded Yellow, were 
making the most of the m4>desl blossoms A tram on their left 
passed close to the promenade, where they rested and cautiOLisl> 
kissed when the whine of wheels had subsided. The rails hit by 
the sun acquired a beautiful cobalt sheen - the reflection of noon 
in terms i^f blight metal. 

‘Let’s have cheese and whiU wine under that pnirgola/ sug- 
gested Van. ’1'he Vinclandcrs will lunch a deux today * 

Some kind of musical gadget played jungle jiogics; the open 
bags of a Tnolcse couple stood unpleasantly near - and Van 
biibed the waiter to carry their table t>ut, onto the boaids of an 
unused pier. Ada admired the waterfowl population: Tufted 
Ducks, black with coritiasty white flanks making them look like 
shoppers (this and the other coinpaiisons are all Ada's) carrying 
away an elongated flat caiiuii (new lie? gloves?) under each arm, 
while the black tuft recalled head when he was fourteen 

and wet, having just taken a dip in the brook, l oots (which had 
returned after all) sw^imnnng with an t)dd pumping movement of 
the neck, the way horses walk. Small gi.bcs and big ones, with 
crests, holding their heads vrect, with something heraldic m thei • 
demcant>r. They had, she said, wonderful nuptial rituals, 
closely facing each other - so (putting up her index fingers 
bracketwise) rather like two bookends and no boc>ks between, 
and, shaking their heads in turn, with flashes of copper. 

‘1 asked you about Andres's rituals.' 

'’Ach, Audrey is so excited to see all int)se European buds! 
He’s a great sportsman and knows our Western game lemarkably 
well. We have in the West a very cute little grebe with a black 
ribbon around its fat white bill. Andiey calls it pcstrokiyuvayu 
choniga. And that big choniga there is hohluslika, he says. If you 
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scowl like that once again, when T say something innocent and 
on the whole rather entertaining. I’m going to kiss you on the 
tip of the nose, m front of eveiybody ’ 

Just a tiny mite artihcial, not in her best Veen But she re- 
covered instantly 

‘Oh, look at those sea guPs plaving chicken ’ 

Several musts, a few of w nch v/eie still wearing their ticrht 
black summer bonnets, had settled on the vermilion railing along 
the lakeside with then tails to the path and watched which ot 
them would stay staunch Iv perched at the approach of the next 
pdsseib> The majoiitv flipped waierward as Ada and Van 
neared, one twitched its tad feathers and made a movement 
analogous to bending ones knees but saw it through and le- 
mained on the railing 

I think We notiecd that species onlv once in Aii/ona at a 
place cafled Saltsink a I in 1 of m in made lake Our ccimmon 
ones have quite diflcrcnt wina tips 

\ Created (jiehe afloc r some wav off slowly slowlv vcr' 
slowly stirUd to sink then abruptiv cx cutcci a jumping fish 
plunge showing Its glossy *vliitc mderadc and vanished 

Why on earth asked Van didn \ you let her know in one 
wa> nr anodic I th it you v ere not angry with hti ' \ our phrincv 
letter made hei most unhappy’ 

P h’ utteicd Ada She put me in a most enibariassing situa- 
tion I can qi itc undiistind her beini» mad at Doiothy (who 
meant well pooi stupid thing -stupid enough to wain meagiiiist 
possible infections :»uch as labul lesbiiintis Labial Us- 
biamtisf) but that was no reason tor I ueette to look up Andicy 
in town and tell him she was great Iriends with the man I had 
lovv^Q before my marriage He didn t dare annoy me with his 
revived cut losity, but he complained to Dorothy of 1 ueette s 
neoprasdannava zhtstokost (uniustificd cruclb ) ’ 

'Ada Ada, groancoVan 1 want you to get i id of that husband 
of yours, and his sister, right won ' 

‘Crivt me a fortnight, she said I have to go baek to the 
ranch I can’t bear the thought of her poking among my things ’ 
At hrsl everything seemed to proceed accoidiiig to the instruc- 
tions of some friendly genius 

Much to Van’s amusement (the tasteless display of which his 
412 



mistress neither condoned nor condemned), Andrey was laid up 
with d cold for most of the week Dorothy, a born nurser, con- 
sideidbly sui passed Ada (who, never being ill herself, could not 
stand the sight of an ailing stranger) in readiness of sickbed at- 
tendance, such as reading to the sweating and suliocatmg patient 
old issues of the Oo/os f<mk\a^ but on Friday the hotel doctor 
bundled him otl to the nearby American Hospital, where even 
his sister was not allowed to visit him ‘becaunc ot the constant 
necess ty ol rr)utine tests or rather because the poor fellow 
w bed to confront disaster in manly solitude 

During the next few dd>s Dorothy u»ed hu leisure to spy upon 
Ada The \oman was suir of three things that Ada had a lover 
in Switzerland, that V m was her brolhei , and that ht was 
Qnanmng foi his n resistible sister secret trysts with the person 
she had loscd befote hci niuinage The delightful phenomenon 
dll three teinis hemp true but niakintr noiucnsc when hashed, 
pi-OMded Van with another source ot ainustmcnt 

The Ihice SwcOs ovcnsingcd a bastion Ansonc who called, 
fleNh Ol voice wa*- toid Dv the t <’>ncitree oi his aeol>tes that Van 
Wisoul thit Maclaine Audre ViiK lander wa unknown, and that 
dll they could do to take a messaee His car parked in i 
o eluded bosetuet c«)uld nc»t betrav his presence In the forenoon 
he 'epularh used iht se? vic< Im that ^cMumunicdU d directly with 
the bad vaid L iiv-ien soinelhinii o* a wii soon learned to 
recognize Doroths couiialt* / ^ \oi\ amn a Ulephonc^' 
""la Itontpifu i Lf lift pa <onnni( i maUti^ el sclera Tlien the 
fncndl> Fdte» tt ok a dav oti 

Andnv had had a tiisi eopioiis li norrhag^ while on a 
business inp to Plioeno somei me in August -k stubborn 
independent not ovcibnght optimist, he had ascribed it to a 
nosebleed liaving gone the wrong w i> and conwealed it from 
ever>body so as to a\ciirl stupid tt*iks He had had tor ye^rs a 
two-pack smokei s fiuitv cougli, but when a tew day* after that 
first postnasal blood di ip ho spat a Acark * gob into his washbasin, 
he resolved to c ui down on cigarettes and l»uiit himself to fsigatki 
(cigarillos) The next iontnumps ouuried in Ada’s pifseiice, 
just before they loft for I uiopc, he managed to dispose c^t his 
bloodstained handken hict beftrro she saw it, but she lemembeied 
him sdMng ‘ Vot t* na^ (well, that's odd) in a bothered voice 
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Believing with most other Estotians that the best doctors were to 
be found in Central Europe, he told himself he would see a 
Zurich specialist whose name he got from a member oi his 
‘lodge' (meeting place of brotherly moneymakers), if he again 
coughed up blood The American hospital in Valvey, next to the 
Russian church built b> Vladiinit Chevalier, his granduncle, 
piovcd to be good enough foi diagnosing advanced tubciculosis 
of the left lung 

On Wednesday, October 22, in the early afternoon Dorothy, 
‘frantically living to ‘locale' Ada (who after hei usual visit to 
the Three Swans was ^pending a couple of piofilable hours at 
Paphia's Hair and Beauty' Salon) It ft a mes'-age loi Van who 
got It only late at night when he retuincd from a trip to Soicicie, 
in the Valais, about one hundred nnh's east where he bought a 
villa for himself d ma consinc and had supper with the foimcr 
owner a bankci’s widow amiable Mmc Scarlet and her blond, 
pimply but pretty, diughter Lvciine both of whom seemed 
erotiealK moved b> the iapidil> of the deal 

He was still calm and confident atlM (ai^‘tullv stiid>ing 
Dorothy s h\sttneal report, he >till believed that nothing th/eat- 
ened their destm> , that at best Andiey would die right now, 
sparing Ada the bother ot * divorce and that at worst the in in 
would be packed oil to a mountain sanatonum in a no\cl to 
linger there thiough a fev Li'^t pages of epilogical mopping up 
lai away fiom the lealitv of thfir united li\es Fiiday moming 
at nine o clock as bespoken on the eve he drove ovei in the 
Bellevue with the plea'^ant plan of motoring to Sorcieie to show 
her the house 

At night a thunderstorm had rather patlv bioken the back ot 
the miraculous summer Iven moie patly the sudden onset ot 
her flow had curtailed yesterday s caresses It was raining when 
he slammed the door of his car, hitched up his velveteen slacks, 
and, stepping acioss p iddles, passed between an ambulance and 
a large black Yak, waiting one behind the other before the hotel 
All the wings of the Yak were spread open, two bellboys had 
started to pile in luggage under the chauffeur’s supci vision, and 
various parts of the old hackney car were responding with dis- 
creet creaks to the grunts of the loadeis 

He suddenly became aware of the ram’s reptile cold on his 
414 



balding head and was about to enter the glass revolvo, when it 
produced Ada, somewhat in the manner of those carved-wood 
barometers whose doors yield eithci a male puppet or a female 
one Her attire that mackintosh over a high necked dress, the 
ficnu on her upswept hair, the crocodile bag slung across her 
shoulder - formed a faintly old-fashioned and even provincial 
ensemble ‘On her there was no face, as Russians say to describe 
an cxpicssioii oi utter dejection 

She led him aiound the hotel to an ucly rotunda, out of the 
m seiable drizzle and there she attempted to embrace him but he 
cvided htr lips She vas kaving in a few minutes Heroic help- 
less Audrey had been brousilit hack to the hotel in an ambulance 
Oorotliy had managed t( obtain three scats on the Geneva- 
PhoeniY plane I he two cais wf re taking him, her and the heroic 
sister sTiaighr t(» the anpott 

She asked for a handkerchief and he pulled out a blue one 
fn>m his windjaeket pocket nu! hc» leai ^ had started to roll and 
she ha led her eves, vvhdt he »t(K>d before rie with outstietclied 
hand 

‘Put ot the act ^ he mquncci coldly 

She shook hn heau took ifc hmikenhicf v ith a childi^^h 
'nupd, blew hei nose and gi ptd and swjllf>wed and spoke, 
and nevt moment all all was lost 

She could ut)t tell lur uusbnia wide he w is ill \an would 
have to wail untd ^udrev wav suti ii niK wei* r«» beu the news 
and th it might ta> e unie time Of ,»^uisc Jic would have to do 
cvervthine to have him omplctelv cured, truie was a wonder 
maker in ^rlzon t 

‘Soil ot patch nig up a bloke bUore haumng him, said Van 

‘And to think ciiui \a» wdl a kind of square shake ot stiff 
handv as d droppuic a lid ^ i a tras h thiiik that he dutifully 
concealed everything’ On of eouisc, 1 can’t Icave him 
nowf’ 

‘ Yes, the old story - the flute playci w hose impotence has to be 
tieatcd, the reekk ss ensign who ma\ ntve uturn liom a distant 
war’’ 

^Ne ruane cxJaimed Ada ‘The poor, pool little man* 
How date '^ou sneer 

As had been peculiar to his nature even in the days of his 
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youth, Van was apt to relieve a passion of anger and disappoint- 
ment by means ot bombastic and arcane utterances which hurt 
like a jagged fingernail caught in satin, the lining of Hell 
‘Castle True, Castle Blight*’ he now cried, ‘Helen of Troy, 
Ada of Ardis* You have betrayed the Tree and the Moth!* 
^Perestafrne (stop, (e\se)'' 

‘Ardis the First, Ardis the Second, Tanned Man in a Hat, and 
now Mount Russet 

""Pitestagnef^ repeated Ada (like a fool dealing with an 
epileptic) 

‘O/z ' Qm me rendta mjn HeUne 
‘Ach, pen 
‘ el II phak/u ' 

*^Je t einpliL (‘ pr/c” and “ suppiic"')^ '*top. Van 7u sais que fen 
\ai\ mourtr ' 

‘But, but, but’ - (slapping cverv tune Ins fotchcid) ‘to be 
on theserv bnnk o* of nl and thcnhnt that idiot lurn Reals 
^ Bo-^he mo) I niu^t be going Sav sopiclhing to me, my 
dailiiii/, my only one, something that mighl hclp^ 

There was a narrow chasm of silence biokcn only by the ram 
duiniming on the eavc^ 

‘Slay with me, girl, said Van forgetting everything - pnJe, 
rage, the convention of evciyday pitv 
Foi an instant she >eemed to w tver oi at least to considei 
wavering but a lesonant voice reached them bom the dri\c and 
there stc»od Dorothy, gra>-captd and nianmsh-hattcd, ener- 
getically beckoning with her nntuiled umbrella 

I can t, I can t, 1 il write you mumuiicd my poor lose in 
tears 

V in kissed her leaf-coid hand and letting the Belles ue worry 
about his cii, letting ill Sw ms woiiv about his eflcets and Mme 
Scarlet worry about Lveline s skin tremble he walked some ten 
kilometers along soggy roads to Renna? and thence flew to Nice, 
Biskra, the Cape, Nairobi, the Basset range 

And oe r the summits of the Basset - 

Would she write Oh, she did* Oh, every old thing turned out 
superfine* hancy raced fact in ncvei -ending rivalry tind girl 
giggles Andrey lived only a few months longer, po pal tzam 
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(finger counting) one, two, three, four - say, five Andrey was 
doing fine by the spring of nineteen six or seven, with a com- 
fortably collapsed lung and a stiaw-colored beard (nothing like 
facial vegetation to keep a patient busy) Life forked and re- 
forked Yes, she told him He insulted Van on the mauve- 
paintcd porch of a Douglas hotel Mhcie Van was awaibng his 
Ada in a final version of Lc^ Lujants Monsieur de 

lobak (an earlier cuckold) and Lord Lrminin (a second-time 
second) v\iincssed the duel in the company of a few tall yuccas 
ai d short c ictuses Vinelandcr wore a cutaway (lie would). Van, 
a white suit Neither man wished <o take any chanwCS, and both 
filed simultaneously Doth fell Mr ( utaway s bullet stiuck the 
ouSolc of Van s leU sho** (Ahite, black-heeh d) tiipiping him and 
causing a slight loutnnlle/twnt (cscited ants) m his foot that was 
all Van pot hi< adveisary plunk in the underbelly a venous 
wound from which he recovered in dut time if at ah (here the 
fniking svMiUo in the mist) utuaiK U wa^ all much duller 

So she did write as she had pnmused * Dh y'e^, yes’ In seven- 
teen yca»s he rctci^cd trom her aiound a bundled biiel notes, 
each conlaifimg aiound owl I undred words niakiug around 
thirty pimled pages <.1 iiisigiiificanl '‘tuO mainly about her 
husband s health and tlic local launa After helpin*^ her to nurse 
And»cy at Agavia Ranch thioueh a ouplt of acrllnonlou^ ycais 
(she beg^'udged Ada every poor ultic hour devoted to collecting, 
mounting, and rearing’), anU thf taking cKciptiori to Ada’s 
v^hoosmg the famou'^ and excellent Cnotraicwich ( lni»c (for her 
husband '> endlc'-s pviiods of trcalmciU) mslcad cd Princess 
Ahn>hin«‘ select sanatoiium Dorothy inclanckT »clircd to a 
subaiclic innnasfcrv town Uleiun i nevv Nnvost.ibia) wher* 
cverituallv she married a Mr Brod oi Bred tender and passionate, 
dark and handsome who Uavc»cd in euchaiistials and other 
sacramental <»bjects thioughoul the Scveiniya leintoni and who 
subsequently was to diiect and still mav be dn xlmg half a 
centuiy latci, archeological rcconstrurfions at Uoieloc (the 
‘Lvaskan Hcicui inum'), what lieasuies h dug up in matrimony 
IS another question 

Steadily but very slowly \ndrey’s condition kept deteriorating 
During his last two or three ycais of idle existence on various 
articulated couches, whoaC every plane could be ahered in 
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hundreds of ways, he lost the power of speech, though still able 
to nod or shake his head, frown in concentration, or taintly 
smile when inhaling the smell of food (the origin, indeed, ot our 
first beatitudes). He died one spring night, alone in a hospital 
room, and that same summer (1922) his widow donated her 
collections to a National Park museum and traveled b> air to 
Switzerland for an ‘explorato v intciview’ with lit ty- two-year- 
old Van Veen. 
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Part Four 


Here a hccklcr asl-cd, with the iirrogant air of one anting to 
b * d gentleman's driving license hov did the ‘Prot' leconule 
his refusr*! to grant the luturc the status of Time vMth the fact 
that It, the future, < ould hardiv be considered nonexistent, since 
‘it po*^sessed at least or*" tuture I mean leiturc, involving such 
an important idea as that of absolute necessity.’ 

Throw hin* out Who said / shall die'^ 

Refuting the dctcrniinist’s stafemenr more elegantly uncon- 
sciousness, far from awaiting us, with flvback and noose, some- 
where ahead cnvck*Ds With the Past md the Present from all 
concenable sidvs, being a chaiacter not (;f Time itself but of 
organic decline nitural to ah tilings whether conscious of Time 
01 not That I know others die is irrelevant to the case I also 
know that you and, probaM>, 1, weie born, but that does not 
pro\f we went through the chronal phise cabled the Pa^t my 
Present, niy biief span oi consuoiisness, tells me I did, not the 
silent thundei of the mtiuite i » cn v^ousne^s proper to my birth 
fifty-two years ^nd 1^5 dass igo My fusi rccoPection goe*' b«ick 
toniid-Iul>, IS'^O le , my seventh month of life (with most people, 
of couisc, retentive consciousness -starts somewhat later, at three 
oi four years of age) when one moming, in oui Riviera villa, a 
chunk oi green plaster ornament, dislodged from the ceding by 
an earthquake, crashed into m> cradle The 195 days preceding 
that event being indistinguishable liom infinite unconsciousness, 
are not to be included in perceptual tine so that insofar as my 
nimd and my pride of mind are conce n d, I am today (mid- 
July, 1922) quite exdctl> fifty-two, et rrr^Vv dc mon style plq/ond 
peint 

In the same sense of individual, perceptual time, 1 can put my 
Past m reverse gear, enjov this moment of recollection as much 
as I did the hoiu of abundance whose stucco pineaiple just 
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missed my head, and postulate that next moment a cosmic or 
corporeal cataclysm might - not kill me, but plunge me into a 
permanent state of stupor, of a type sensationally new to science, 
thus depriving natural dissolution of any logical or chronal sense. 
Furthermore, this reasoning takes care of the much less interest- 
ing (albeit important, important) Universal Time (‘we had a 
thumping time chopping headi’) also known as Objective Time 
(really, woven most coarsely of private times), the history, in a 
word, of humanity and humor, and that kind of thing. Nothing 
prevents mankind as such from having no future at all - if for 
example our genus evolves by imperceptible (this is the ramp of 
my argument) degrees a novo-sapiens species or another sub- 
genus altogether, which will enjoy other varieties of being and 
dreaming, beyond man's notion of Time. Man, in that sense, 
will novel die, because there may never be a taxonomical point 
in his evolutionary progress that could be determined as the last 
stage of man in the dine turning hini into Neohomo, or some 
horrible, thiobbing slime. I think our friend will not bothei us 
any further. 

My purpose in writing my Tcxtme of ThnCy a difficult, delec- 
table and blessed work, a work which I am about to place on tlie 
dawning desk o) the still-absent reader, is to purify iny own 
notion of Time. 1 wish to examine the essence of Time, not its 
lapse, for 1 do not believe that its essence can be icduced to its 
lapse. I wish to carc^^s Time, 

One can be a lover of Space and its possibilities* take, for 
example, speed, the smoothness and sword-swish of speed; the 
aquiline glory of ruling velocity; the joy cry of the curve, and 
one can be an amateur of Time, an epicure of duration. 1 delight 
sensually in Time, in its stuff and spread, in the fall of its folds, 
in the very impalpability of its grayish gauze, m the coolness of 
its continuum. I wish to do something about it; to indulge m a 
simulacrum of possession. I am aware that all who have tried to 
reach the charmed castle have got lost in obscurity or have 
bogged down in Space, i am also aware that Time is a fluid 
medium for the culture of metaphors. 

Why is it so difficult - so degradingly difficult - to bring the 
notion of Time into mental focus and keep it there for inspec- 
tion? What an effort, what fumbling, what irritating fatigue 1 It 
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is like rummaging with one hand in the glove compartment for 
the road map - fishing out Montenegro, the Dolomites, paper 
money, a telegram - everything except the stretch of chaotic 
country between Ardez and Someth! ngsoprano, in the dark, in 
the rain, while trying to take advantage of a red light in the coal 
black, with the wipers functioning metronomically, chronomet- 
rically: the blind finger of space poking and tearing the texture 
of lime. And Aurelius Augustinus, loo, he, too, in his tussles with 
the same theme, fifteen hundred years ago, experienced this 
oddly physical torment of the shallowing mind, the shchekotiki 
(tickles) of approximation, the evasions of cerebral exhaustion - 
but he, at least, could replenish his brain with God-dispensed 
energy (have a footnote here about how delightful it is to watch 
him pressing on and interspersing his cogitations, between sands 
and stars, with vigorous little tits of prayer). 

Lost again. Wheic was P Where am J? Mud road. Stopped 
car. Time is rhythm; the insect rhvthni of a warm humid night, 
brain ripple, breathing, the drum in my temple - these are our 
faithful timekeepers; and reason c(»rrccls tlie feverish beat. A 
patient <»f mine could make out the rh>thm of flashes succeeding 
one another every three milliseconds (O.OO'll). On. 

What nudged, what comforted me, a few minutes ago at the 
stop of a thought? Yes, Maybe the only thing that hints at a 
sense of Time is rhythm; not the recurrent beats of the rhythm 
but the gap between two such beats, the gray gap between black 
beats: the Tender Interval The regular throb itself merely brings 
back the miserable idea of measurement, but in between, some- 
thing like true Time luiks. How can 1 ’^xtract it from its soft 
hollow? The rhythm should be neither loo slow nor too fasL 
One beat per minute is already far bey<^nd my sense of succession 
and five oscillations per second make a hopeless blur. The ample 
rhythm causes Time to dissolve, the rapid one crowds il out. 
Give me, say, three seconds, then 1 can do both perceive the 
rhythm and probe the interval. A hollow', did 1 say? A dim pit? 
But that is only Space, the comedy villaui. leturning by the back 
door with the pendulum he peddles, while 1 grope for the mean- 
ing of Time. What 1 endeavor to grasp is precisely the Time that 
Space helps me to measure, and no wonder 1 fail to grasp Time, 
since knowledge-gaining itself ‘takes time.’ 
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If my eye tells me something about Space, my ear tells me 
something about Time. But while Space can be contemplated, 
naively, perhaps, yet directly, I can listen to Time only between 
stresses, for a brief concave moment warily and worriedly, with 
the growing realization that 1 am listening not to Time itself but 
to the blood current coursing through my brain, and thence 
tlirough the veins of the neck heartward, back to the seat of 
private throes which have no relation to Time. 

The direction of Time, the ardis of Time, one-way Time, here 
is something that looks useful to me one moment, but dwindles 
the next to tlie level of an illusion obscurely related to the 
mysteries of growth and gravitation. The irreversibiliiy of Time 
(which is not heading anywhere in the first place) is a very 
parochial affair: had our organs and orgitrons not been asym- 
metrical, our view of Time might have been amphitheatnc and 
altogether grand, like ragged night and jagged mountains around 
a small, twinkling, satisfied hamlet. We are told that if a creature 
loses its teeth and becomes a bird, the best the latter can do when 
needing teeth again is to evolve a serrated beak, •never the real 
dentition it once possessed. The scene is Eocene and the actors 
arc fossils. It is an amusing distance of the wa> nature cheats but 
it reveals as little relation to essential Time, stiaight or round, as 
the fact of my writing from left to right does tv) the course of my 
thought. 

And speaking of evolution, can wc imagine the origin and 
stepping stones and rejected mutations of Time? Has there ever 
been a "primitive’ form of Time in which, say, the Past w'as not 
clearly diH'ercntiatcd from the Present, so that past shadows 
and shapes show'cd tlirough the still soft, long, larval ‘now’? Oi 
did that evolution only refer to timekeeping, from sandglass to 
atomic clock and froni that to portable pulsar? And what time 
did it take for Old Time to become Newton's? Ponder the Egg, 
as the Ficnch cock said to his hens. 

Pure Time, Perceptual Time, Tangible Time, Time free of 
content, context, and running commentary - this is my time and 
theme. All the rest is numerical symbol or some aspect of Space. 
The texture of Space is not that of Time, and the piebald four- 
dimensional sport bred by relativists is a quauruped with one 
leg replaced by the ghost of a leg. My time is also Motionless 
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Time (we shall presently dispose of * flowing* time, water-clock 
time, water-closet time). 

The Time I am concerned with is only the Time stopped by me 
and closely attended to by iny tense-willed mind. Thus it would 
be idle and evil to drag in ‘passing’ lime. Of course, I shave 
longer when niy thought ‘tries on’ words; of course, I am not 
aware of the lag until I look at my watch; of course, at fifty 
years of age, one year seems to pass faster because it is a smaller 
fraction of my increased stock of existence and also because I am 
lovs often bored than I was in cliildhood between dull game and 
duller book. But that ‘quickening’ depends precisely upon one’s 
not being attentive to Time. 

It is a queer enterpri^;e - this attempt to deteimine the nature 
of something exmsisting <jf phautomic phases. Yet I trust that niy 
reader, who by now is frowning over these lines (but ignoring, at 
least, his breakfast), will agree with me that there is nothing 
more splendid than k’lic th(*ught; and l<.>ne thought must plod on, 
or - to use a Icsj ancient analogy - drive on, say, in a sensitive, 
admirably balanced Gieek car that shows its sweet temper and 
road-holding assurance at evcr> turn of the alpine Highway. 

Two fallacies should be dealt with before we go any further. 
The first is the confusion of temporal elements with spatial ones. 
Space, the impostor, has been already denounced in these notes 
(which arc now being set down during half a day's break in a 
ciucial journe>); his trial wih take place at a later stage of our 
investigation. The second dismissal is that of an immemorial habit 
of speech. We regard 1 line as a kind uf stream, having htiic to do 
with an actual mountain torrent showi white against a black 
cliff or a dull-colored gre.d river iii a w.ady valley, but lunning 
invariably through our chronographical land.scapes. We are so 
used to that mythicril spectacle, so keen upon liquefying every 
lap of life, that we end up by being unable to speak of Time 
without speaking ol physical motion Actualiy, of course, the 
sense of its motion is derived from many natural, or at least 
familiar, sources the body's innate uwar I'css of its own blood- 
stream, the ancient vertigo caused by rising stars, and, of course, 
our methods of measurement, such as the creeping shadow line of 
a gnomon, the trickle of an hourglass, the trot of a second hand - 
and here we are back in Space. Note the frames, the receptacles. 
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The idea that Time ‘flows’ as naturally as an apple thuds down 
on a garden table implies that it flows in and through something 
else and 'f wc take that ‘something’ to be Space then we have 
only a metaphor flowing along a yardstick 

But beware, anwie meus^ of the marcel wave of fashionable 
art, avoid the Pioustian bed a»id the assassin pun (itself a suicide 
- as those who know their VeJaine will note) 

We are now ready to lacUc Space We reject without qualms 
the artihcKil concept of space-tainted, space-paiasitcd time, the 
space-time of lelativist literature Anyone, if he like*' may main- 
tain that Space is the outside of Time, oi the body of Time, or 
that Spav.e is suflused with f ime and vice versa, or that in some 
peculiar wav Space is merely the waste product of Time, even its 
coipse, or that in the long infinitely long, run Time is Space, 
that sort of gossip may be pIcMsing, especially when wc are 
young, but no one shall make me believe that the movement of 
matter (say a pointer) across a < aived out area o( Sp ice (*ay, a 
diall IS by nature identic il with the passing of time Movement 
of matter merely ^pans an extension of onic T»1her palpable 
matter, again'-t w hich i( is measured, but tells us nothing about llu 
actual «trucTurc of impalpable Time SiniilarK a giaduatcd tape 
e\cn of infinite length is not Space itself, nor can the most exact 
odonictei repiesent the 'cmU whicli I see as a black miiic'r of 
rain under furiunu wheels heai is a sticky ru^^tle smell as a 
damp lulv night m the Alps and fed as x sm<»oih basis Wc, 
poor Spatians aic lietter adapted in our tlucc-dnncnsionai 
Laenmav,il to E/t^^nsion lalhei than t > Duiation our body is 
capable of gicatei stretching than solitional lec II can boasi of 
I cannot ineiiioii/e (though I sought only veslerd«iy to resolve it 
int(» mnemonic elements/ the numbei of my new ear but f fee^ 
the asphalt under my front tires as if they were parts of my hodv 
Yet Space itself (like Time) is nothing I can comprehend a 
place where motion ocv^urs A plasm in which matter concen- 
trations of Space plasm is oiganizcd and enclosed We can 
measure the globules of matter ind the distances between them, 
but Space plasm itself is incomputable 
We measure Time (a second hand trots, or a minute hand 
jerks, fiom one painted mark to another) in tei ms of Space 
(without knowing the nature of cither), but the spanning of 
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space does not alv/ays require T ime - or at least does not require 
more time than the ‘now" point of the specious present contains 
in Its hollow The peiceptual possession of a unit of space is 
practically instantane )us when for example, an expert driver's 
eye takes in a highway symbol the black mouth and neat 
archivolt within a red triangle (a blend of color and shape 
recognized in no lime ’ when pioperly seen, as meaning a road 
tunnel) or something of less immediate import.mcc sueh as the 
delightful Venm ^lgn shich might he misunderstood as per- 
il Uting whorelets to thunih ruie but ietudli> tells the wor- 
sliippci or the sightseer that a thurch i refleeted in the loeaJ 
liver I suggest idding a pikrow tor peistns who lead while 
driving 

Space is related to our senses of s ght touLh, and muscular 
efloit, Time IS vaguelv eonne ted with Ik Ming htill a deaf man 
would peieeivc llic pissagc. >f lime int onipcuabiy better than 
d nliud linil Ls*' nun woukl the idt i of p issage ) Spa^c is a 
swaiinmg in the ' ves anu fiiue i ing ng in the ears sa\s lohn 
Sh ide 1 nuHkrn poti a qu >tcd h\ lu mventtd philosopher 
( Mailm Ciudinei ) u Hu \mfuk\iKju Unntm page lh5 
Space fliitteis to the ground hig fiuie rtmams between thinker 
ind thumb when Monsieui Ikigsor u>es nis svnsors Spiee 
introduees its eggs into llu nests of Tine a betoie here an 
aftci there and i pcckkd niteh of Minknvshs woild- 
poinls A stKteh ot Spice oiMiiiedb easier to measure 
mentall than a sticte! n* I nv I he notion of Spae, must 
have been foimed befeue that ot lime (Ouyao in Whitrow) 
The mdislmguisibie man ilo».ke) of n lule spa e mentally 
distmg'iishabk ( md iridei d vould not le imaiuneu otherwise"^ 
from the ovoid void of lime Space thn\e‘s on surds, lime is 
11 reducible to black l>oiid loois and bit dies The stnie section of 
Spicc may seem meuc extensive te) a fl than to S Alexander but 
a moment to hnn is fot he^i rs to a flv because if 1 lat aeie true 
flies would know hettti thin wait to ret swapped I cannot 
imagine Space wuhout limt bet 1 can viiv well imagine Time 
without Space Spice Time that hideous hvbiid whose' veiy 
hyphen looks phoney One can be a hater ot Space, and a lover 
of Time 

There are pe'ople who can fold a road map Not this writer 
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At this point, I suspect, I should say something about my 
attitude to ‘Relativity ' It is not sympathetic What many cos- 
mogonists tend to accept as an objective truth is reallv the flaw 
inherent in mathematics which parades as tiuth The body of the 
astonished person moving in Space is shortened in the direction 
of motion and shiinks catastrophically as the velocity nears the 
speed beyond v^hich b> the i at of a fishy formula no speed 
can be That is his bad luck, not mine but I sweep away the 
business of his clock s Jowing down Time, which inquires the 
utmost purity of consciousness to be piopcily apprehended is 
the most lational element of life and my reason itch insulted by 
those flights of Technology Fiction One especially grotesque 
inference diawn (I think by fcngclvcin) from Relatnity Theory 
and destioyirig it il drawn coriectly is that the gilaitonaul 
and his dome*- tic animals aftci touring the ’^peed spas of Space, 
would return \nurigcr than it thev had stayed at hctinc all the 
time Imnnnf them filing out of then airark lathcr hkt tho c 
I ions iincnilihvd bv romp suits, exuding from one of those 
huge chailcied buses that lop horribly bhnkinS m fiont of a 
man impatient sedan just wiitrc the highway wi/ens to squeeze 
through the narro vs of a mountain village 

Perceived events can be o'garded as sii ■*ultaneuu< when thev 
belong to the same span of attention, m the same way Onsidiou 
simile unremovable obstacle') as on^ can \ aially po'iscss a unit 
of space sc^ a ver mlinn img with » fn)nl il vie \ la tov ear 
within Its white Kernel loi bidding the lane into whu h however, 
I turned with a tuni>us coitp ck \oIan* I know relatunts, 
hampered bv Then ligl t signal and travelnm clocks,’ 
try to demol'sh tlK idea of simultaneity on a cc*'>nnc scale, 
but let Uo imagine a pigintic hand with its thumb on one 
star and us minimus m «inothci will it not be touching both 
at the same time or ire tactile eoineidences even more mis- 
leading than visual on^s ' 1 think 1 had better ba..,k out of this 
passage 

Such a drought if fee led Hippo m the most productive months 
of Augustine s bishopric that clepsydias had to be replaced by 
sandglasses H( dehned the Past as wfiat is no longer and the 
future as what is not vet (actually the future is a fantasm belong- 
ing to anothei category of thought essentially different from that 
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of the Past which, at least, was here a moment ago - where did 
1 put It Pocket ^ But the search itself is already ‘ past ’) 

The Past is changeless, intangible, and ‘never-to-be-rcvisited’ - 
terms that do not ht this or that section oi Space which I see, 
foi instance, as a white villa and its whiter (newer) garage with 
seven cypresses of unequal height, tall Sunday and short Monday, 
watching over the private road that loops past scrub oak and 
briar down to the public one connecting Soiciere with the high- 
way tc' Mont Romx (still one hundred miles apart) 

I shall now piocced to con idci the PasI as an accumulation of 
sen^a not as the dissolution ot lime implied by immemorial 
inelaphois picturing transition Ihc ‘passage ol time’ is meicly 
a f'gment of the mind with no objective counterpart, but with 
easy spatial analogies 1( i» scin only «n re«ir \iew, shapes and 
shades, arollas and larchc silently tumbling away the perpetual 
disaster of receding lime , t ho^tiinn nfs^ land" hdcs, mouniain roads 
wheie mhKs <ire always falling and men always woiking 
Wo bmld models of the past and tnen use thorn spatiologically 
to icity and incasiiii time Lci u"- take a familiar example 
Zembre a ipiamt old town on the Minder Kivci, near Soicicre, 
in the Valais was being lost bv degiees among new buddings. 
By the beginning c)t this century it had acquired a definitely 
modem look and the [irescivation people decided to act Today, 
after years of subtle rcxo.istrui non a aplita of ‘he old Zembre, 
witti Its castle it chinch, and if > nn'* extiapniated onto the other 
side ot the Minder stands oppospe ihc modeini/cd tov n and 
separated from it by the length ot a bridge Now if we replace 
the spatial view (as seen from a hehco) r) b> the chronal one 
(as SCI n by a n trospcctoi ), tnd the material model of o\6 /cinbn 
by the mental model of il in the Past (say, around 1822), the 
modem town and tt«c model of the old turn oat to be something 
else than two points in (he same place at difleienl limes (in spatial 
perspective they ok at the same time in ditfcienl places) The 
space in which the modern town coagulators is immediately real, 
while that of its ictrospective image (as sex t ipart from material 
restoration) shimmers in an imaginary space and wc cannot use 
any bridge to walk from the one to the other In other words 
(as one puts it when both writer and readci flounder at last in 
hopeless confusion of thought), bv making a model ot the old 
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town in one*s mind (and on the Minder) all we do is to spatiahze 
It (or actually drag it out of its own element onto the shore of 
Space) Thus the term ‘one century' does not correspond in any 
sense to the hundred feet of steel bridge between modern and 
model towns, and that is what we wished to prove and have now 
proven 

The Past, then, is a constant 'ccumulation of images It can be 
easily contemplated and listened to, tested and tasted at random, 
so that It ceases to mean the orderly alternation oi linked events 
that it does in the large theoretical sense It is now a gcncious 
chaos out of which the genius of total recall, summoned on this 
summei niornini; in 1922, can pick anything he pleases diamonds 
scattered all over the parquet in 1888, a lusset blacK-hattcd 
beauty at a Parisian bar in 1901, a humid red lose among 
artificial ones in 1883, the pensive half-smile of a voung Fnglish 
goveincss m 1880, ncativ rcclosing her chaige's prepace alter 
the bedtime tieat, a lirtle ml, in 1884 lickinc the breakfast 
honev of! the badly bitter rials of hei spread lingti > the same, 
at thirty-thiee, cemfessine rather laic in the daf that she did 
not like floweis in vases the awful pain stnkine him in The side 
while two children with a b isfrct of inushioorns lo<»kcd on in the 
merrily buniing pine forest and the startled qiiraik of a Belg'an 
car, which lie had overtaken and passed >cstcrdav on a l^lind 
bend of the alpine hudtwav Such imaec^ tell us nothme about 
the tc\tu»‘c ol time into which thev aic wo'cn tx^cpi perhaps 
in one matter which happens to be hard to >cttic Does the 
coloration of a iccoilccted object tor ans thing cKe about its 
visual effect) differ from dak to date ^ C oiild I tcH by its tint if 
It comes earlier or later, lowci or higher, in the stialigiaphy of 
mv past‘d Is there any mental uiaiiium whose drcam-dcIta decay 
might be used to measure the age of a recollection ^ 1 he main 
difficulty, I hasten to explain, consists in the expenmenter not 
being able to use the va/ne object at different times (sa>, the 
Dutch stove with its little blue sailing boats in the nursery of 
Ardis Manor m 1884 and 1888) because of the two oi more im- 
pressions borrowing from one another and forming a compound 
image in the mind, but if different objects are to be chosen (say, 
the faces of two memorable coachmen Ben Wright, 1884, and 
Tiohm Fartukov, 1888), it is impossible, insofar as my own 
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research goes, to avoid the intrusion not only of different charac- 
teristics but of different emotional circumstances, that do not 
allow the two objects to be considered essentially equal before, 
so to speak, their being exposed to the action of Time. I am not 
sure that such objects cannot be discovered. In my professional 
work, in the laboratories of psychology, 1 have devised myself 
many a subtle test (one of which, the method of determining 
female virginity without physical examination, today bears my 
name). Therefore we can assume that the experiment can be 
performed ' and how tantalizing, then, the discovery of certain 
exact levels of decreasing saturation or deepening brilliance - 
so exact that the ‘something* which 1 vaguely perceive in the 
image of a remembered but unidentifiable person, and which 
assigns it ‘somehow’ to my early boyhood rather than to my 
adolescence, can be labeled if not with a name, at least with a 
definite date, e.g., January 1, 1908 (eureka, the ‘e.g.’ worked - 
he was my father’s former house tutor, who brought me Alice 
in the Camera Obscura for my eighth birthday). 

Our perception of tlie Past is not marked by the link of suc- 
cession to as strong a degree as is the perception of the Present 
and of the instants immediaiel> preceding its point of reality. I 
usually shave every morning and am accustomed to change the 
blade in my safety razor after every second shave; now and then 
1 happen to skip a day, have to scrape off the next a tremendous 
growth of loud bristle, whose o^'stinate presence my fingers check 
again and again between strokes, and in such cases I use a blade 
only once. Now, when I visualize a recent series of shaves, I 
ignore the clement of succession: all I w. nt to know is whether 
the blade left in my silver plough has done its work once or 
twice; if it was once, the order of the two bristle-growing days 
in my mind has no importance ~ in fact, I tend to hear and feel 
the second, griltici, morning first, and then to throw in the 
shaveless day, in consequence of which my bca-d grows in 
reverse, so to speak. 

If now, with some poor scraps of teased -out knowledge re- 
lating to the colored contents of the Past, we shift our view and 
regard it simply as a coherent reconstruction of elapsed events, 
some of which are retained by the ordinary mind less clearly, if 
at all, than the others, we can indulge in an easier game with the 
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light and shade of its avenues. Memory-images include after- 
images of sound, regurgitated, as it were, by the ear which re- 
corded them a moment ago while the mind was engaged in 
avoiding hitting schoolchildren, so that actually we can replay 
the message of the church clock after we have left Turtsen and 
its hushed but still-echoing steeple behind. Reviewing those last 
steps of the immediate Past involves less physical time than was 
needed for the clock's mechanism to exhaust its strokes, and it is 
this mysterious ‘less’ which is a special characteristic of the still- 
fresh Past into which the Present slipped during that instant 
inspection of shadow sounds. The ‘less’ indicates that the Past is 
in no need of clocks and the succession of its events is not clock 
time, but something more in keeping with the authentic rhythm 
of Time. We have suggested earlier that the dim intervals be- 
tween the dark beats have the feel of the texture of Time. The 
same, more vaguely, applies to the impressions received from 
perceiving the gaps of unreniembered or ‘neutral’ time between 
vivid events 1 happen to remember in terms of color (grayish 
blue, purple, reddish gray) my three larevvell lectures - public 
lecture^ - on Mr Bergson’s Time at a gieat university a tew' 
months ago. I recall less clearly, and indeed am able to suppress 
in niy mind complctclv, the six-day intervals between blue and 
purple and between purple and gray. But I visuali/c with peilccl 
clarity ihe circumstances attending the actual lectures, I w'as a 
little late for the first (dealing with the Past) and observed wUh 
a nol-unpleasanl thnll, as it arriving at my own funeral, the 
brilliantly lighted windows of Counterstune Hall and the small 
figure of a Japanese student who. being also late, overtook me 
at a wild scurry, and disappeared in the doorway long before 
I reached its semicircular steps. At the second lecture - the one 
on the Present during the five seconds of silence and ‘inward 
attention' which I requested from the audience in order to pro- 
vide an illustration for the point I, or rather the speaking jewel 
in my waistcoat pocket, was about to make regarding the true 
perception of lime, the behemoth snores of a white-beaidcd 
sleeper filled the house - which, of course, collapsed. At the third 
and last lecture, on the Future (‘Sham Time’), after working 
perfectly for a few minutes, my secretly recorded voice under- 
went an obscure mechanical disaster, and I preferred simulating 
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a heart attack and being carried out into the night forever 
(insofar as lecturing was concerned) to trying to decipher and 
sort out the batch of crumpled notes m pale pencil which poor 
speakers are obsessed with in familiar dreams (attiibuted by 
Di Fioid of Signy-Mondicu-Mondieu to the di earner’s having 
read in infanc> his adulteious parents love letters) I give these 
ludicrous but salient details to show that the events to be selected 
for the test should be not only gaudv and graduated (three 
lectures in three weeks), but related to each other by their main 
fcai ire (a IcLtuier’s misadventures) The two intervals of hvc 
days each are seen by me as twin dimples, each bnmm’ng with 
d kind of smooth, gid>ish mist and a faint suggestion of shed 
confetti (which maybe mieht leap mto color if I allo^^cd some 
casual niemoi / to form in between the diagnostic limits ) Because 
of ils situation among dead things that dm cc»ntinuum cannot 
bt d'^ scnniallv gioped lot tasted harkened to as Veen s Hollow 
between ihythmic beats bu^ ii shares with n one remarkable 
indicmni the imniob'lily of ptietplual Tunc Svnesthetia, to 
which I im inordinatciv pi one pioves to be of great help in this 
type of task \ task now approaching its erutial stage, the 
^lov^enng of tlu Present 

Now blow> the wind of the Present at the top of the Past - 
at the top of the passe I have been proud to reach in my life, 
the Umbrail, the 1 luda, the hurka of my clearest consciousness* 
The moment ch-inges at the po t ol perception only because I 
m\sclf am in a const mt state of tinial metamoiphosis To give 
ni>selt time to time Time I must mo\c m\ mind in the diieclion 
oppositt to that in which I am moving as one does when one is 
driving past a long row of noplais and wishes to isolate and 
stop one of them thus making the green blur reveal and olTer, 
yes, Oder, its cvcr> leaf ( relin behind me 

This act of attention is what I called last year the ‘Deliberate 
Present to distinguish it from its rnoic general form termed (by 
C lay in 1882) the Specious Present ’ The c miscious construction 
of one, and the familiar current of the othei give us three or four 
seconds of what tan be fell as newness T his newness is the only 
reality we know, it follows the colored nothingness of the no- 
longcr and precedes the absolute nothingness of the future Thus, 
in a quite literal sense, we may say that conscious human life 

431 



lasts always only one moment, for at any moment of deliberate 
attention to our own flow of consciousness we cannot know if 
that moment will be followed by another. As 1 shall later explain, 
I do not believe that "anticipation’ ("looking forward to a promo- 
tion or fearing a social blunder’ as one unfortunate thinker puts 
it) plays any significant part in the formation of the specious 
present, nor do 1 believe that ihe future is transformed into a 
third panel of Time, even if we do anticipate something or 
other - a turn of the familiar road or the pictu»-esque rise of two 
steep hills, one with a castle, the other with a church, for the 
more lucid the forevision the less prophetic it is apt to be. Had 
that rascal behind me decided to risk it just now he would have 
collided head-on with the truck that came from beyond the bend, 
and I and the view might have been eclipsed in the multiple 
smash. 

Our modest Present is, then, the time span that one is directly 
and actuall> aware of, with the lingering freshness of the Past 
still perceived as pari of the nowness. In regard Jp everyday life 
and ihe habitual comfort of the body (reasonably healthy, 
reasonably stiong, breathing the green bree/c, relishing the after- 
taste of the most exquisite tood in the woild a boiled egg), it 
does not matter that wc can never enjoy the true Present, which 
is an instant of zero duration, represented by a rich smudge, d< 
the dimensionless point of geometry is by a sizable dot in printei's 
ink on palpable paper. The normal motorist, according to 
psychologists and policemen, cun perceive, visually, a unit of 
time as short in extension as one tenth of a second (J had a 
patient, a former gambler, who could identify a playing card in a 
fjve-tirnes-fastcr flash!). It would be interesting to measure the 
instant we need to become aware of disappointed oi fulfilled 
expectations. Smells can be very sudden, and in most people the 
ear and sense of touch work quicker than the eye. Those two 
hitch-hikers really smelled -* the male one revoltingly. 

Since the Present is but an imaginary point without an aware- 
ness of the immediate past, it is necessary to define that 
awareness. Not for the fir^t time will Space intrude if I say that 
what we are aware of as ‘Present’ is the constant building up of 
the Past, its smoothly and relentlessly rising level. How meager! 
How magic! 
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Here they are, the two rocky ruin-crowned hills that 1 have 
retained for seventeen years in my mind with decalcomaniac 
romantic vividness - though not quite exactly, I confess; memory 
ILke^ the otsebyatina (‘what one contributes oneself’); but the 
slight discrepancy is now corrected and the act of artistic correc- 
tion enhances the pang of the Present. The slmrpest feeling of 
newness, in visual terms, is the deliberate possession of a segment 
of Space collected by the eye. This is T ime's only contact with 
Space, but it has a far-reaching reverberation To be eternal the 
Present must depend on the ainscious spanning of an infinite 
expansure. Then, and only then, is the Present equatable with 
Timeless Space. I have been wounded in my duel with the 
Imposter. 

And now I drive into Mont Roux, under garlands of heart- 
rending welcome. Today is Monday, July 14, 1922, five-thirteen 
p.m. by m> wiisi watch, eleven fifty-two by my car's built-in 
clock, foui-ten by all the timepieces in town The author is in 
a confused state of exhilaration, exhaustion, expectancy and 
panic. He has been climbing with two Austrian guides and a 
tempoianly adopted daughter in the incomparable Balkan moun- 
tains. He spent most of May in Dalmatia, and June m the 
Dolomites, and got letters in both places fiom .Ada telling him 
of her husband's death (April 23, in Arizona) He started 
working his way west in a dark blue A»*gus, dearer to him than 
sapphires and luorphos because .^hc happened to have oidered 
an exactly similai one to be ready for her in Geneva He col- 
lected three additional villas, two on the Adriatic and one at 
Ardez m the Northern Orisons. Late or Sunday, July 13, in 
nearby Alvena, tlie concierge of the Alraun Palace handed him 
a cable that had waited for him since Friday 

ARRIVING MONT ROUX TROIS CYGNES MONDAY 
DINNERTIME 1 WANl \OU lO WIRE ML EPANKLY 
IE THF DATE AND THE WHOLE IRALALA ARF IN- 
CONVENIENT. 

He transmitted by the new ‘instantogram,’ flashed to the 
Geneva airport, a message ending in the last word of her 1905 
cable; and viespite the threats of a torrential night set out by car 
for the Vaud. Travtling too fast and too wildly, he somehow 
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missed the Oberhalbstein road at the Sylvaplana fork (150 
kilometers south of Alvena); wriggled back north, via Chiavenna 
and Splugen, to reach in apocalyptic circumstances Highway 19 
(an unnecessary trip of 100 kilometers), veered by mistake east 
to Chur; performed an unprintable U-turn, and covered in a 
couple of hours the 175-kilometer stietch westward to Brig The 
pale flush of dawn in his rear- vision mirror had long since turned 
to passionately bright daylight when he looped south, by the 
new Pfynwald road, to Sorciere, where seventeen years ago he 
had bought a house (now Villa Jolana) The three or four 
servants he had left there to look after it had taken advantage 
of his lengthy absence to fade away, so, with the enthusiastic 
help of two hitch-hikers stranded in the vicinity - a disgusting 
youth from Hilden and his long-haired, slatternly, languorous 
Hilda - he had to break into his own house His accomplices 
were mistaken if they expected to find loot and liquor there. 
Alter throwing them out he vainlv courted sleep on a shectless 
bed and finally betook himself to the biid-mad garden, where 
his two friends were copulating in the empty swimming pool and 
had to be shooed ofl again It was now around noon He worked 
for a couple of hours on his lexture oj Time, begun in the 
Dolomites at the Lanimermoor (not the best of his lecent hotels). 
The utilitarian impulse behind the task was to keep him from 
brooding on the ordeal of happiness awaiting him 150 kilometers 
west, It did not prevent a healthy longing for a hot breakfast 
from making him interrupt his scribbling to seek out a roadside 
inn on his way to Mont Roux 

The Three Swans where he had reserved rooms 508 509 510 
had undergone certain changes since 1905 A portly, plum-nosed 
Lucicn did not recognue him at once and then remarked that 
Monsieur was certainly not 'deperishing' - although actually 
Van had almost reverted to his weight of seventeen years earlier, 
having shed several kilos in the Balkans rock-climbing with ctazy 
little Acrazia (now dumped in a fashionable boarding school 
near Florence) No, Madame Vinn Landdre had not called Yes, 
the hall had been renovated Swiss-German Louia Wicht now 
managed the hotel instead of his late father-in-law Luigi Fantini. 
In the lounge, as seen through its entrance, th^ huge memorable 
oil - three ample-haunched Ledas swapping lacustrine impres- 
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sions - had been replaced by a neoprimitive masterpiece showing 
three yellow eggs and a pair of plumber’s gloves on what looked 
like wet bathroom tiling. As Van stepped into the ‘elevator’ 
followed by a black-coated receptionist, it acknowledged his 
footfall with a hollow clank and then, upon moving, feverishly 
began transmitting a fragmentary report on some competition - 
possibly a tricycle race. Van could not help feeling sorry that this 
blind functional box (even smaller than the slop-pail lift he had 
formerly used at the back) now substituted for the luxurious 
affair of yore - an ascenlive hall of mirrors - whose famous 
operator f white whiskers, eight languages) had become a button. 

In the liallway of 509, Van recognized the Brusfot a la sonde 
picture next to the pre^nani-looking wliite closet (under whose 
round sliding doors the cornei of the carpel, now gone, would 
invariably catch). In the salon itself, only a lady's bureau and 
the balcony view were familiar. Everything else - the semi- 
transparent shredded-wheat ornaments, the glass flowerheads, 
the silk-covered aimchairs - had been superseded by Hoch- 
modern fixtuics. 

He showered and changed, and finished the flask of brandy 
in his dressing case, and called the Geneva airport and was told 
that the last plane iroin America had just arrived. He went for 
a stroll - and saw that the famous 'murier,' that spread its great 
limbs over a humble lavatory on a raised terrace at the top of a 
cobbled lane, was now in sumpt»’ous purple-blue bloom. He 
had a beer at the cafe opp(»sitc the railwa> station, and then, 
automatically, entered the flower shop next door. He must be 
gaga to have forgotten what she said he last time about her 
strange anlhophobia (somehow stemnuag from that debauche 
a trois thirty years ago), Roses she never liked anyway. He 
stared and was ea^sily outstared by small Carols from Belgium, 
long-stemmed Pink Sensations, vermilion Superstars. There were 
also zinnias, and chrysanthemums, and potted aphclandras, and 
two graceful fiingetails in an inset aquarium. Not wishing to 
disappoint the courteous old florist, he bought seventeen odorless 
Baccara roses, asked for the directory, opened it at Ad-Au, 
Mont Roux, lit upon ‘Addor, Yolande. Mile secret., rue des 
Delices, 6,’ and with American presence of mind had his bouquet 
sent there. 
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People were already hurrying home from work Mademoiselle 
Addor, in a sweat-stained frock, was climbing the stairs The 
streets had been considerably quieter in the sourdine Past The 
old Morris pillar, upon which the present Queen of Portugal 
figured once as an actress, no longer stood at the comer of 
Chcmin de Mustrux (old conuption of the town’s name) Must 
Trucks roar through Must Rux? 

The chambermaid had drawn the curtains He wrenched them 
dll open as if resolved to prolong to its utmost limit the torture 
of that day The ironwork balcony jutted out far enough to 
catch the slanting rays Jrle recalled his last glimpse of the lake 
on that dismal day in October, 1905, aftei parting with Ada 
Fuliguld ducks were falling and rising upon the rain-pockcd swell 
m concent! ated enjoyment of doubled water, along the lake 
walk scrolls ol fioth curled over the ridges of advancing gray 
waves and evety now and then a welter heaved sulficiently high 
to splash over the parapet But now, on this radiant summer 
evening, no waves foamed, no birds swam, onl> a few seagulls 
could be »cen, fiuttcnng white over their black reflections The 
wide lovely lake lay in dreamv serenity, fretted with green un- 
dulations, ruffed with blue patched with glades of lucid smooth- 
ness between the ackers, and, in the lower right corner of the 
picture, as if the ailisi had wished to include a very special 
example of fight, the dazzling wake of the westering sun pulsated 
through a lakeside lombardy poplar that seemed both liquehed 
and on fire 

A distant idiot leaning backward on wateiskis behind a speed- 
boat started to rip the canvas, fortunately, he collapsed before 
doing much harm, and at the same instant the drawing-room 
telephone rang 

Now It so happened that she had never never, at least, in 
adult life - spoken to him by phone, hence the phone had pre- 
served the > ery essence, the bright vibration, of her vocal cords, 
the little ‘leap’ m her larynx, the laugh clinging to the contour 
of the phrase, as if afraid in girlish glee to slip off the quick words 
it rode It was the timbre of their past, as if the past had put 
througli that call, a miraculous connection (*Ardis, one eight 
eight six’ - comment ^ Non, non, pas hmtante-huit - hmtante-ux) 
Goldenly, youthfully, it bubbled with all the melodious charac- 
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terislics he knew - or better say recollected, at once, in the 
sequence they came that entrain^ that whelming of quasi-erotic 
pleasure, that assurance and animation and what was especially 
delightful, the fact that she was utterly and innocently unaware 
of the modulations entrancing him 

There had been trouble with her luggage Theie still was Her 
two maids, who were supposed to have flown over the day before 
on a Laputa (freiglit airplane) with her trunks, had got stranded 
somewhere All she had was a little \alise The concierge was m 
tic act of making some calls foi hti Would Van come down? 
She was m \ito\utno ffolocitmya (incredibly hungiy) 

That telephone voice, by resurrecting the past and linking it 
up with the present with the daikenmg ^lite blue mountains 
beyond the lake with the spangles ol the sun wake dancing 
through the pophii formed the center piece in his deepest per- 
ception of tangible time, the g(itUimg now’ that was the only 
reality of Times Uxturc Aflei the glor\ of the summit there 
came the difficult descent 

Ada had warned him n a recent kitci that she had ‘changed 
considerably in cuntoui weM as in loloi She ^oic a corset 
which stressed the unfamiliar >tatel ness ol her body enveloped 
m d black velvet gown I'f a flowing cut both eccentric and 
monastic, as then mothei u^ed to favor She had had her hair 
bobbed page boy fa<l i in md dyed a brilliant Iron/c Her neck 
and hands were as delicately pile as cvei but showed unfamiliar 
hbcis and raised veins She inadt lavish use of cosmetics to 
camouflage the lines at the outer comers of her fat earmincd 
lips and dark shadowed eyes who^e opa ic ins now seemed less 
niYStcrious than myopic »wing to the neivous flutter of her 
painted lashes He noicil that her smile revealed a gold-capped 
upper preiiiol ir he had a similai one on the other side of his 
mouth The metallic jheen of hei fiingt distressed him less than 
that velvet gown tuD-skirted, square shouldcicd, of well-below- 
the-ealf length, with hip-paddmg which was supposed both to 
dimmish the wai t and disgunc by ampi ‘nation the outline of 
the now buxom pelvis Nothing remained of her gangling grac«, 
and the new mellowness, and the velvet stuff, had an irritatingly 
dignified air of obstacle and deff nse He loved her much too 
tenderly, much too nievocdbly, to be unduly depressed by sexual 
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misgivings, but his senses certainly remained stirless - so stirless 
in fact, that he did not feel at all anxious (as she and he raised 
their flashing champagne glasses in parody of the crested-grebe 
ritual) to involve his masculine pride in a half-hearted embrace 
immediately after dinner. If he was expected to do so, that >\as 
too bad, if he was not, that was even worse At their earlier 
reunions the constraint, subsisting as a dull ache after the keen 
agonies of Fate’s surgery, used to be soon drowned in sexual 
desire, leaving life to pick up by and by Now they were on their 
own. 

The utilitarian trivialities of their table talk - or, rather, of his 
gloomy monologue - seemed to him positively degrading He 
explained at length fighting her attentive silence, sloshing across 
the puddles of pauses, abhorring himself - that he had a long 
and hard journey , that he slept badly, that he was working on an 
investigation of the nature of Time, a theme that meant struggling 
With the octopus of one’^^ own brain She looked at her wrist 
watch 

‘What I’m telling you,’ he said haishly ‘ha^nothing to do 
with timepieces ’ The waiter brought them their coflee She 
smiled, and he realized thd hei smile was prompted b> a con- 
versation at the next table, at which a newcomer, a stout sad 
Fnglishman, had begun a discussion of the menu with the maitre 
d’hote! 

‘I 11 start ’ said tht. Lmdishman with the hdnanas ’ 

'That’s not bananas, sir That’s ananas, pineapple jaice ’ 

‘Oh, I see Well, give me -lome dear soup ’ 

Young Van smiled back at young ^da Oddly, that little ex- 
change at the next table acted as a kind of delicious release 
‘When 1 was a kid,’ said Van, ‘and staved for the first - or 
rather, second time in Switzerland, I thought that “Verglas” 
on roadway signs stood lor some magical town, always around 
the corner, at the bottom of every snowy slope, never seen, but 
biding Its time I got your cable in the Engadine where there are 
real magical places, such as Alraun or Alruna - which means a 
liny Arabian demon in a German wizard’s mirror By the way, 
we have the old apartment upstairs with an additional bedroom, 
number hve-zero-eight ’ 

‘Oh dear I’m afraid you must cancel poor 508. If I stayed 
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for the night, 510 would do for both of us, but I’ve got bad news 
for you. I can't stay. I must go back to Geneva directly after 
dinner to retrieve my things and maids, whom the authorities 
have apparently put in a Home for Stray Females because they 
could not pay the absolutely medieval new droits de douane - 
isn’t Switzerland in Washington State, sort of, apres tout ? Look, 
don’t scowl ’ - (patting his brown blotched hand on which their 
shared birthmark had got lost among the freckles of age, like a 
babe in autumn woods, on peut les suivre en reconnaUsant only 
Mascodagama’j disfigured thumb and the beautiful almond- 
shaped nails) - 'I promise to get in touch with you in a day or 
two, and then we’ll go on a cruise to Greece with the Baynards - 
they have a yacht and thiee adorable daughters who still swim 
in the tan, okay?’ 

‘1 don’t know what I loathe more,’ he replied, ‘yachts or 
Baynards; but can 1 help you in Geneva?’ 

He could not. Baynard had marned his Cordula, after a 
sensational divorce - Scotch veterinanes had had to saw off her 
husband's antlers (last call for that joke), 

Ada’s Argus had not yet been delivered The gloomv black 
gloss of the hackney Yak and the old-tashioned leggings of its 
driver reminded him of her departure in 1905. 

He saw her off - and ascended, like a Cartesian glassman, like 
spectral Time standing at attention, back to his desolate fifth 
floor. Had thc> lived together these seventeen wretched years, 
they would have been spared the shock and the humiliation; their 
aging would have been a gradual adjustment, as imperceptible as 
Time itself. 

His Work-in-Progress, a sheaf of notes tangling with his 
pajamas, came to the rescue as it had done at Sorciere, Van 
swallowed a favodorru tablet and, while waiting for it to relieve 
him of himself, a matter of forty minutes or so, sat down at a 
lady’s bureau to his ‘lucubratiuncula,’ 

Does the ravage and outrage of age deplored by poets tell the 
naturalist of Time anything about Time ^ essence? Very little. 
Only a novelist's fancy could be caught by this small oval box, 
once containing Duvet de Ninon (a face powder, with a bird of 
paradise on the lid), which has been forgotten in a not-quite- 
closed diawer of the bureau’s arc of triumph - not, however, 
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tnumph over Time The blue-green-orange thing looked as if he 
were meant to be deceived into thmking it had been waiting there 
seventeen years for the bemused, smiling finder’s dieam-slow 
hand a shabby trick of feigned restitution, a planted coincidence 
- and a bad blunder, since il had been Lucette, now a mermaid 
in the groves of Atlantis (and not Ada, now a stranger some- 
where near Morges in a black i mousine) who had favored that 
powder Thiow it away lest it mislead a weaker philosophei, 
what I am concerned with is the delicate texture of lime, void 
of all embroidered events 

Let us recapitulate 

Physiologicallv the sense of Time is a sense of continuous 
becoming, and if becoming’ has a voice the latter might be, 
not unnaturally, a steady vibration, but for I og’s sake, let us not 
confuse Time with Tinnitus and the seashcll hum of duration 
with the throb of our blood Philosophically, on the other hand. 
Time is but memory in the making In escr> individual life 
there goes on from fiadle to deathbed the gradual shaping and 
strengthening of that backbone of which i« the 

Time of the strong To be’ meins to know one has been’ 
‘Not to be' implies the on^ ‘new’ kind of (sham) time the 
future I dismiss it Life, love libraries have no futuie 

Time IS anything but the popular triptyc h a no longer existing 
Past, the durationless point of the Piestnt and a not->et’ that 
may nevci come No There are only two pancL The Past (cver- 
existing in mv mind) and the Piesent (to which my mind gives 
duration and, therefore leality) If we make a thud compartment 
of fulfilled expectation, the toicsccn, the foreordained, the 
faculty of prevision, perfect forecast, we are still ipplying our 
mind to the Present 

If the Past IS perceived as a stoiage of Time and it the Present 
is the process of that perception, the futuic, on the other hand is 
not an item of Time, has nothing to do with Time and with the 
dim gauze of its physic il texture The future is but a quack at the 
court of Chronos Thinkers, social thinkers, feel the Present as 
pointing beyond itself toward a not yet icalized future but that 
IS topical utopia, progressive politics Technological Sophists 
argue that by taking advantage of the I aws of Light, by using new 
telescopes revealing ordinary print at cosmic distances through 
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the eyes of our nostalgic agents on another planet, we can actually 
see our own past (Goodson discovering the Goodson and that 
sort of thing) including documentary evidence of our not know- 
ing what lay in store for us (and our knowing now\ and that con- 
sequently the Future did exist yesterday and by inference does 
exist today. This may be good physics but is execrable logic, and 
the Tortoise of the Past will never overtake the Achilles of the 
future, no matter how we parse distances on our cloudy black- 
boards. 

What we do at best (at worst we perform trivial tricks) when 
postulating the future, is to expand enormously the specious pre- 
sent causing it to permeate any amount of time with all manner of 
information, anticipation and precognition. At best, the ‘future’ 
is the idea of a hypothetical present based on our experience of 
succession, on our faith in logic and habit. Actually, of course, 
our hopes can no more bring it into existence than our regrets 
change the Past. The latter has at least the taste, the tinge, the 
tang, of our individual being But the luture remains aloof from 
our fancies and fcelir^gs. At every moment it is an infinity of 
branching possibilities. A determinate scheme would abolish the 
very notion of time (here the pill floated its first cloudlet). The 
unknown, the not yet experienced and the unexpected, all the 
glorious ‘x’ intersections, are the inherent parts of human life. 
The determinate scheme by stripping the sunrise of its surprise 
would eia'»e all unrays - 

The pill had re«illy started to work, fie finished changmg into 
his pajamas, a series of fumbles, mostly unfinished, which he had 
begun an hour ago, and fumbled into I * d. He dreamed that he 
was speaking in the lecturing hall of a lrc*nsatlantic liner and that 
a bum resembling the hitcli-hiker from Hilden was asking sneer- 
ingly how did the lecturer explain that in our dreams we know we 
shall awake, is not that analogous to the certainty of death and if 
so, the future - 

At daybreak he sat up with an abrupt moan, and trembling: if 
he did not act he would lose her forev» i i He decided to drive 
at once to the Manhattan in Geneva. 

Van welcomed the renewal ot polished structures after a week 
of black fudge fouling the bowl slope so high that no amount of 
flushing could dislodge it. Something to do with olive oil and the 
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Italian type water closets He shaved, bathed, rapidly dressed. 
Was It too early to order breakfast’ Should he ring up her hotel 
before starting’ Should he rent a plane? Or might it, perhaps, be 
simpler - 

The door-folds of his dialing room balcony stood wide open. 
Banks of mist still crossed the blue of the mountains beyond the 
lake, but here and there a peak was tipped with ocher under the 
cloudless tui quoise of the sky Four tremendous trucks thundered 
by one after another He went up to the lail of the balcony and 
wondered li he had ever satisfied the fimiliar whim by going 
platch - had he’ had he’ You could never knovi, reallv One 
floor below, and somewhat adjacently, stood Ada engrossed in 
the view 

He saw her bronze bob, her white neck and arms, the pale 
flowers on her flimsv peignoir, her bare legs, her high-hceled silver 
slippers Pensively, younglv, voluptuoush, she was sciatching her 
thigh at the rise of the right buttock Ladoie's pink signature on 
vellum at mosquito du^k Would she look up ' All her flowers 
turned up to him, beannniz, and she made the royal giant gesture 
of lifting and olTenng him the mountains, the mist and the lake 
with three swans 

He left the balcony and ran down a short spiral staircase to the 
fourth floor In the pit of his stomach there sat the suspicion that 
it might not be room 410, as he conjccluied, but 412 oi even 414 
What would happen if she had not understood, was not on the 
lookout ’ She had, she was 

When, ‘a little latei ’ Van, kneeling and clcai mg his throat, was 
kissing her dcai cold hands, gratefully, gratclull>, in lull defiance 
of death, with bad fate routed and her dreamy afleiglow bending 
over him, she asked 

‘Did you ically think I had gone’’ 

* Obmanshchit^a (deceiver j, ohmanshchitsa,^ Van kept repeat- 
ing with the fervor and gloat of blissful satiety 

‘1 told him to turn,’ she said, ‘somewhere near Morzhey 
{‘morses’ or ‘walruses,’ a Russian pun on ‘Morges’ - maybe a 
mermaid’s message) And you slept, you could sleep!’ 

‘I worked,’ he replied, ‘my first draft is done ’ 

She confessed that on coming back in the middle of the night 
she had taken to her room fiom the hotel bookcase (the night 
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porter, an avid reader, had the key) the British Encyclopedia 
volume, here it was, with this article on Space-time: ‘“Space” 
(it says here, rather suggestively) “ denotes the property, you are 
my property, in virtue of which, you are my virtue, rigid bodies 
can occupy different positions” Nice? Nice.’ 

‘ Don’t laugh, my Ada, at our philosophic prose,’ remonstrated 
her lover. ‘All that matters just now is that I have given new life 
to Time by cutting oft Siamese Space and the false future. My aim 
was to compose a kind of novella in the form of a treatise on the 
Texture o! Time, an investigation of its veily substance, with 
illustrative metaphors gradually increasing, very gradually build- 
ing up d logical love story, going from past to present, blossoming 
as a concrete story, and just as gradually reversing analogies and 
disintegrating again into bland abstraction.' 

‘ I wonder,’ said Ada, ‘ 1 onder if the attempt to discover those 
things IS worth the stained glass. We can knew the time, we can 
know a t«me We can ncvci know 1 line. Our senses arc simply not 
meant to perceive it. 11 is like 
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Part Five 


1 


I, Van Veen, saJute you, life, Ada Veen, Dr Lagosse, Stepan 
T^ootkin, Violet Knox, Ronald Granger. Today is my ninety- 
seventh birthday, and 1 hear from iny wonderful new Lvcryrest 
chair a spade scrape and footsteps in the snow-sparkling garden, 
and my old Russian valet, who is deafer than he thinks, pull out 
and push m nose-ringed drawers in the dressing room. This Part 
Five is not meant as an epilogue: it is the true introduction of my 
ninety-seven percent true, and three percent likely, Ada or Ardor, 
a family chronicle. 

Of all their many houses, in Europe and in the Tropics, the 
chateau recently built in Ex, in the Swiss Alps, with its pillared 
front and crenelated turrets, became their favorite, especially in 
midwinter, when the famous glittering air, le cristal d*Lx, 
‘matches the highest forms of human thought - pure mathe- 
matics & deciplierment ' (unpublished ad). 

At least tw'icc a year our happy couple indulged in fairly long 
travels. Ada did not breed o* collect butterflies any more, but 
throughout her healthy and active old age loved to film them in 
their natural surroundings, at the bottom of her garden or the end 
of the world, flapping and flitting, seii.Jng on flowers or filth, 
gliding over grass or grai.ite, fighting or mating. Van accom- 
panied her on picture-shooting journeys to Brazil, the Congo, 
New Guinea, but secretly preferred a long drink under a tent to 
a long wait under a tree for some rarity to come down to the bait 
and be taken in color. One would need another book to describe 
Ada's adventures in Adaland. The films md the crucitied actors 
(Identification Mounts) - can be seen ry arrangement at the 
Lucinda Museum, 5, Park Lane, Manhattan. 
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He had lived up to the ancestral motto: ‘As healthy a Veen as 
father has been.’ At fifty he could look back at the narrowing re- 
cession of only one hospital co'ridor (with a pair of white-shod 
trim feet tripping away), along which he had ever been wheeled. 
He now noticed, however, that furtive, furcating cracks kept ap- 
pearing in his physical well-being, as if inevitable decomposition 
were sending out to him, across static gray time, its first emis- 
saries. A stuffed nose caused a stifling dream, and, at the door of 
the slightest cold, intercostal neuralgia waited with its blunt spear. 
The more spacious his bedside table grew the more cluttered it 
became with such absolute necessities of the night as nose drops, 
eucalyptic pastilles, wax earplugs, gastric tablets, sleeping pills, 
mineral water, zinc ointment, a spare cap for its tube lest the 
original escape under the bed, and a large handkei chief to wipe the 
sweat accumulating between i ight jaw and right clavicle, neither 
being accustomed to his new fleshiness and insistence to sleep on 
one side only, so as not to hear his heart : he had made the mistake 
one night in 1920 of calculating the maximal number of its re- 
maining beats (allowing for another half-ccntury), and now the 
preposterous hurry of the countdown irritated him and increased 
the rate at which he could hear himself dying. During his solitary 
and quite superfluous peregrinations, he had developed a morbid 
sensitivity to night noises in luxury hotels (the gogophony of a 
truck rated three dislressibles; the Saturday-night gawky cries 
exchanged by young apprentices in the empty street, thirty; a 
radiator-relayed snoie from downstairs, three hundred); but, 
though indispensable at times of total despair, earplugs had the 
disadvantage (especially after too much wine) of magnifying the 
throbbing in his temples, the weird squeaks in his inexplored 
nasal cavity, and the atrocious creak of his neck vertebras. To an 
echo of that creak, transmitted vascularly to the brain before the 
system of sleep took over, he put down the eerie detonation that 
took place somewhere in his head at the instant that his senses 
played false to his consciousness. Antacid miats and the like 
proved sometimes insufficient to relieve the kind of good old- 

446 



fashioned heartburn, which invariably afflicted him after certain 
nch sauces, but on the other hand, he looked forward with juve- 
nile zest to the delightful effect of a spoonful of sodium bicarbon- 
ate dissoWed in water that was sure to release three or four belches 
as big as the speech balloons in the ‘funnies’ of his boyhood. 

Before he met (at eighty) tactful and tendei , ribald and learned. 
Dr Lagosse who thenceforth resided and traveled with him and 
Add, lie had detested physicians Not^Mthstand^ng his own medi- 
cal training, he could not shake off a sneaky, credulous feeling, 
befitting a yokel, that the docti^r who pumped up a sphygmo- 
manometer or listened in to his whee/e already knew (but still 
kept secret) Nshat fatal illness had been diagnosed with the cer- 
tainty of death itself He wryly remembered his late brother in- 
law, when he caught liimsell ct ncealing <*rom \da that his bladder 
troubled him on and off or that he had had another spell of dizzi- 
ness after panntr his toenails (a task he perfoimcd himself, being 
unable to endure an> human hand to touch his bare feel) 

if doing his best to avail himself of lii^ body soon to be re- 
moved like a plate wheiefroni on. collects the last sweet crumbs, 
he now prized su( h small indulgences as squeezing out the vcimi- 
cule of a bldckheaa tir obtaining with the long nail of his little 
finger the gem of an iteh from the depths ol his left ear (the right 
one was less intercstinc) or permitting himself what Bouteillan 
used to brand as k plaisi*’ ^wi^lais - holding one’s breath, and 
making one s own water sni lotb and secret, while lying chm- 
deep in one’> bath 

On tlie other hand, the pains oi litc affected him more acutely 
than m the past He gioaned on ♦he t>n Mnic rack, when a saxo- 
phone blared or when a ^ubhuinan vi mg moron let loose the 
thunder of an infernal moiorcvcle The obstructive behaviour of 
stupid, inimical things the wrong pocket, the ruptured shoe- 
stiing, the idle hanger toppling with a shrug and i hingle-lingle m 
the darkness of a wardrobe - made him utter the Oedipean oath 
of his Russian ancestry 

He had slopped aging at about sixty- vr but by sixty-fivc he 
had changed in muscle and bone moie sharply than people who 
had never gone in for such a vaiicty of athletit pursuits as he had 
enjoyed m his prime Squash and tennis gave way to ping-poog; 
then, one day, a favoiile paddle, still warm from his grip, was for- 
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gotten in the playroom of a club, and the club was never revisited. 
During his sixth decade some punchmg-bag exercise had done 
duty for ^he wrestling and pugilistics of his earlier years Gravi- 
tational surprises now made skiing grotesque He could still click 
foils at sixty, but a few minutes of practice blinded him with 
sweat, so fencing soon shared the fate of the table tennis He 
could never overcome his snobL»sh prejudice against golf, it was 
too late to begin, anyway At seventy, he tried jogging before 
breakfast in a secluded lane, but the clacking and bouncing of his 
breasts reminded him too dreadfully that he was thirty kilograms 
heavier than in his youth At ninety, he still danced on his hands - 
in a recurrent dream 

Normally, one oi two sleeping pills helped him to hold at bay 
the monster of insomnia for three or four hours in one blessed 
blui , but sometimes, particularly after he had completed a mental 
task, a night of exciuciating iestlcs«ncss would grade into moin- 
ing migraine No pill could cope with that torment There he 
sprawled curled up uncurled, liirntd oil and turned on the 
bedside light (a gurgling new suiiogate real laniinei having been 
forbidden again b> 1930), and ph\ steal dcspaii pcivaded his un- 
resolvable being Steady and strong struck his pulse, supper had 
been adequatel) digested, hi> daily ration of one bottle of bur- 
gundy had not been exceeded and yet that wretched restlessness 
continued to make ol him an outcast in his own home Ada was 
fast asleep, or comfort 'ibl> reading, a couple of doors away, the 
various domestics in then more rernc»tc quaitcrs had long passed 
over to the inimical multitude ol local sleepers that seemed to 
blanket the surrounding hills with the blackness of their repose, 
he alone was denied the unconst lousness he so fiercely scorned 
and so assiduously com ted. 


3 


During the years of their last separation, his libertinism had re- 
mained essentially as implacable as before, but sometimes the 
score of love-making would drop to once in four days, and some- 
times he would realize with a shock that a whole week had passed 
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in unruffled chastity The senes of exquisite harlots might still 
alternate with runs of amateur charmers at chance resorts and 
might still be broken by a month ot inventive love in the com- 
pany of some frivolous women of fashion (there was one red- 
haired English virgin I ucv Manlnstan seduced June 4, 191 1, in 
the walled garden of her Norman manor and cained away to 
Fialta on the Adriatic, whom he recalled with a special little 
shiver of lust) but those false romances only fatigued him, the 
indiffeientlv plumbed palaz^tna would soon be given awav the 
ladly sunburnt girl sent hack and he would need something 
really na ty and tainted to revive his manhood 

Lpon starting in 1922 i new life with Ada Van firmly resolved 
to be tint tu her Swe lor i few discreet and ichingly draining, 
surrenders to what Dr 1 cna W len has so aptly termed onanistic 
voyeurism he somehow manured to ^lILk to his resolution The 
ordeal wa<? morally lowuding phv‘-rcall> preposterous As pedi- 
atric. ian> arc often cursed w ith impossible families so our psycho- 
logist presented a not uncommon ci>c of ubdivided personality 
His love for Ada w is a conditi mi of being a steady hum of happi- 
ness unlike inv thing he. h id met with piofessionall) in the live'* of 
the singular and the im me Hr would have promptly plunged nto 
boiling pitch to save her just is he would have sprung to save his 
honor at the drop of a pIovc Their ii^e together responded anti- 
phonally to then first summer m IS84 She never refused to help 
him achieve the nioic and n re r ecious bcct*isc less ind less 
frequent gratifie-'tion of a fullv shared mnset He saw reflf*cted in 
her everything that his fastidious ind fierce spirit sought in life 
An ovei whelming tender ne>s impelled t m to kneel suddenly at 
her feet m drimatie yet tei Iv sinccie attitudes puz/ling to any- 
one who might enter with a vacuum cleaner And on the same day 
his other vonipiitmcnts and subcompartments would be teeming 
with longjng*^ and regrets and plans of rape and not The most 
hazardous moment w is when he and she moved nv another villa, 
with a new staff and new neighbors an ' bis senses would be ex- 
posed in ley fantisti,. detail toihegipsyg ri poaching peaches or 
the laundry woman s bold daimhter 
In vain he told himself that those vile hankerings did not diffei, 
in then infnnsic insignificance, from the anal pruiitis which one 
tries to relieve b> ' sudden tit ol scratching Yet he knev that by 
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daring to satisfy the corresponding desire for a young wench he 
risked wrecking his life with Ada. How horribly and gratuitously 
it might hurt her, he foreglimpsed one day in 1926 or ’27 when he 
caught the look of proud despair she cast on nothing in particular 
before walking away to the car that was to take her on a trip in 
which, at the last moment, he had declined to join her. He had 
declined - and had simulated the grimace and the limp of podagra 
- because he had just realized, what she, too, had realized - that 
the beautiful native girl smoking on the back porch would offer 
her mangoes to Master as soon as Master’s housekeeper had left 
for the Film Festival in Sindbad. The chauffeur had already 
opened the car door, when, with a great bellow, Van overtook 
Ada and they rode off together, tearful, voluble, joking about his 
foolishness. 

‘It’s funny,’ said Ada, ‘what black, broken teeth they have 
hereabouts, those hlyadushki' 

(‘Ursus/ Lucette in glistening green, ‘Subside, agitation of pas- 
sion,’ Flora's bracelets and breasts, the w'helk of Time). 

He discovered that a touch of subtle sport coiTId be derived 
from constantly fighting temptation while constantly dreaming of 
somehow, sometime, somewhere, yielding to it. He also dis- 
covered that whatevci fire danced in those lures, he could not 
spend one day without Ada; that the solitude he needed to sin 
properly did not represent a matter of a few seconds behind an 
evergreen bush, but a comfoi table night in an impiegiiable fort- 
ress; and that, finally, the temptations, real or conjured up before 
sleep, were diminishing in frequency. By the age of seventy-five 
fortnightly intimacies with cooperative Ada, mostly Bbtzpaftien, 
sufficed for perfect contentment. The successive secretaries he en- 
gaged got plainer and plainer (culminating in a coconut-haired 
female with a horse mouth who wrote love notes to Adaj; and by 
the time Violet Knox broke the lack-luster series Van Veen was 
eighty-seven and completely impotent. 
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